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Through  Germany  On  Foot 

PART  I. — ON  TO  THE  RHINE 

BY  LIEUTENANT  HARRY  A.  FRANCK 

Author  of  A Vagabond  Journey  Around  the  World,  Vagabonding  Down  the  Andes,  Etc. 

The  author,  famous  for  his  vagabond  journeys  in  almost  every  nook  and  comer  of 
the  world,  has  set  out,  with  camera  and  knapsack,  to  tramp  through  a country  that 
has  been  screened  from  the  outside  world  for  over  four  years,  where  he  will  record 
for  Harper's  Magazine  his  impressions  of  Germany  and  the  Germans  as  they  are  to- 
day. The  following  article,  introductory  to  the  series,  describes  the  author’s  depart- 
ure from  Paris  and  his  experiences  in  the  zone  occupied  by  the  American  armies. 


)0R  those  of  us  not  al- 
ready members  of  the 
famous  divisions  that 
were  amalgamated  to 
form  the  Army  of  Occu- 
pation it  was  almost  as 
difficult  to  get  into  Ger- 
many after  the  armistice  as  before.  All 
the  A.  E.  F.  seemed  to  be  casting  longing 
eyes  toward  the  Rhine — all,  at  least,  ex- 
cept the  veteran  minority  who  had  their 
fill  of  war  and  its  appendages  for  all  time 
to  come,  and  the  optimistic  few  who  had 
serious  hopes  of  soon  looking  the  Statue 
of  Liberty  in  the  face.  But  it  was  easier 
to  long  for  than  to  attain.  In  vain  we 
flaunted  our  qualifications,  real  and  self- 
bestowed,  before  those  empowered  to 
issue  travel-orders.  In  vain  did  we 

Erove  that  the  signing  of  the  armistice 
ad  left  us  duties  so  slight  that  they  were 
not  a fair  return  for  the  salary  Uncle 
Sam  awarded  us,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
service  we  were  eager  to  render  him. 
G.  H.  Q.  maintained  that  sphinxlike 
silence  for  which  it  had  long  been  noted. 
The  lucky  Third  Army  seemed  to  have 
taken  on  the  characteristics  of  a haughty 
and  exclusive  club,  boasting  an  inex- 
haustible waiting-list. 

What  qualifications,  after  all,  could 
those  be  considered  which  had  as  their 
climax  the  mere  speaking  of  German? 
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Did  not  at  least  the  Wisconsin  half  of 
the  Thirty-second  Division  boast  that 
ability  to  a man?  As  to  duties,  those 
of  war-time  were  soon  replaced  by 
appallingly  unbellicose  tasks  which  car- 
ried one  still  farther  afield  into  the 
placid  wilderness  of  the  S.  O.  S.,  trebly 
distant  from  the  scene  of  real  activity. 
But  a pebble  dropped  into  the  .sea  of 
army  routine  does  not  always  fail  to 
bring  ripples,  in  time,  to  the  shore. 
Suddenly  one  day,  when  the  earthquak- 
ing roar  of  barrages  and  the  insistent 
screams  of  air-raid  alertes  had  merged 
with  dim  memories  of  the  past,  when 
letters  from  home  began  with  that  buoy- 
ant phrase,  “Now  that  the  war  is  over,” 
the  half-forgotten  application  was  un- 
expectedly answered.  The  flimsy  French 
telegraph  form,  languidly  tom  open, 
yielded  a laconic,  “Report  Paris  pre- 
pared enter  occupied  territory.” 

The  change  from  the  placidity  of  Alps- 
girdled  Grenoble  to  Paris,  in  those  days 
“ capital  of  the  world,”  was  abrupt.  The 
city  was  seething  with  an  international  life 
such  as  even  she  had  never  before  gazed 
upon  in  her  history.  But  with  the  Rhine 
attainable  at  last,  one  was  in  no  mood  to 
waste  time  among  the  pampered  officers 
dancing  attendance  on  the  Peace  Con- 
ference,— least  of  all  those  of  us  who  had 
known  Paris  in  the  simpler,  saner  days 
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of  peace,  or  in  the  humanizing  times  of 
war  strain. 

The  Gare  de  l’Est  was  swirling  with 
that  incredible  tohu-iohu,  that  limitless 
and  headless  confusion  which  had 
reigned  in  all  important  French  railway 
stations  for  months  past.  Even  in  the 
sixteen  months  since  I had  first  seen  the 
station  under  war-time  conditions  and 
taken  train  to  Chaumont,  then  sternly 
hidden  under  the  incognito  of  G.  H.  Q., 
that  confusion  had  trebled.  Stolid 
Britons  in  khaki  clamped  their  iron-shod 
war-shoes  along  the  floors  like  the  hoofs 
of  draft-horses.  Buoyant,  youthful 
“Yanks,”  not  so  unlike  the  “Tommies” 
in  garb  as  in  manner,  formed  human 
whirlpools  about  the  all  but  unattainable 
den  of  the  punctilious  American  A.  P. 
M.  Through  compact  masses  of  hori- 
zon blue  squirmed  insistent  poilus,  sput- 
tering some  witty  bon  mot  at  every  lunge. 
Eddies  of  Belgian  troopers,  their  cap 
tassels  waving  with  the  rhythm  of  their 
march,  formed  and  broke  and  formed 
again.  Italian  soldiers,  misfitted  in 
crumpled  and  patched  dirty  gray,  strug- 
gled toward  a far  comer  where  stood  two 
carabinieri  directly  imported  from  their 
own  sunny  land,  short,  stubby  rifles, 
imposing  three-cornered  hats,  and  all. 
At  every  last  guichet,  or  hole  in  the  wall, 
stood  long  queues  of  civilians,  chiefly 
French,  with  that  uncomplaining  pa- 
tience which  a lifetime,  or  at  least  a war- 
time, of  standing  in  line  has  given  a race 
that  by  temperament  and  individual 
habit  should  be  least  able  to  display 
patience.  Flush-faced  dowagers,  uphol- 
stered in  their  best  somber  garments, 
waddled  hither  and  yon  in  generally  vain 
attempts  to  get  the  scanty  thirty  kilos  of 
baggage,  to  which  war-time  rules  had 
reduced  them,  aboard  the  train  they 
hoped  to  take.  Wan,  yet  sarcastic, 
women  of  the  working  class  juggled  and 
buffeted  their  multifarious  bundles  tow- 
ard the  platforms.  Sprightly  grisettes 
tripped  through  every  opening  in  the 
throng,  dodging  collisions,  yet  finding 
time  to  throw  a coquettish  smile  at  every 
grinning  “Sammy,”  irrespective  of  rank. 
Well-dressed  matrons  appeared  now  and 
then,  laboriously  pushing  their  posses- 
sions before  them  on  hand-trucks  they 
had  won  after  struggles  that  had  left 
their  hats  awry  and  their  tempers  far 


beyond  the  point  where  speech  has  any 
meaning;  a few  with  happy,  cynical 
faces  at  having  won  that  far  in  the  bat- 
tle, only  to  form  a new  queue  behind  the 
already  lengthy  line  of  enforced  patience 
which  awaited  the  good  pleasure  of  bag- 
gage-weighers, baggage-handlers,  bag- 
gage-checkers, baggage-payment  receiv- 
ing-clerks, chiefly  of  their  own  sex.  Here 
and  there  a begrimed  and  earth-weary 
female  porter,  under  an  official  cap, 
bovinely  pushed  the  laden  hand-truck 
before  her  into  the  imperceptibly  moving 
queues,  with  that  supreme  indifference 
to  the  rights  and  comfort  of  others  which 
couples  so  strangely  with  the  social  and 
individual  politeness  of  the  French. 
Once  or  twice  there  appeared  even  a 
male  porter,  likewise  capped  with  the 
insignia  so  familiar  and  Frequent  before 
the  war,  but  sallow  and  flesnless  now  in 
comparison  with  his  female  competitors, 
and  in  all  probability  walking  with  a 
limp  or  shuffling  on  a half-useless  leg. 
It  would  have  been  hard  to  find  a place 
where  labor  was  so  persistently  expended 
in  the  face  of  insurmountable  difficulties. 

At  the  gate  the  uniformed,  who  had 
not  been  called  upon  to  form  queues  for 
hours,  if  not  for  days,  to  get  passports, 
to  have  them  stamped  and  vised,  to  get 
a thousand  things  done  that  must  make 
the  life  of  a civilian  without  official  back- 
ing not  unlike  that  of  a stray  cur  in  old- 
time  Constantinople,  were  again  atro- 
ciously favored.  Yet  here  new  human 
log-jams  rendered  any  attempt  at  prog- 
ress all  but  futile.  Once  on  the  platform, 
however — but,  alas!  there  was  no  escap- 
ing the  crush  and  the  goalless  rush  and 
helter-skelter  that  the  half-anarchy  of 
the  railway  system  of  France  has 
brought  about  in  the  last  supreme  lunge 
of  the  war.  The  Nancy-Metz  express — 
even  now,  long  after  the  signing  of  the 
armistice,  there  came  a thrill  at  sight  of 
that  placard  on  the  car-flanks — had  al- 
ready been  taken  by  storm.  What  shall 
it  gain  a man  to  have  formed  queue  and 
paid  his  franc  days  before  for  a reserved 
place  if  the  corridors  leading  to  it  are  so 
crammed  and  packed  and  crammed 
again  with  pillar-like  poilus,  garnished 
with  equipment  enough  to  stock  a hard- 
ware-store, with  pack-  and  rifle-bearing 
American  doughboys,  with  the  lucky 
few  who  reached  the  gates  early  enough 
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ing  to  our  ears  the  suppressed  grunt  of  a 
hundred  stomachs  compressed  by  as 
many  hard  and  unwieldy  packs  in  the 
coach  ahead,  and  ground  away  into  the 
night,  amid  the  shouts  of  anger,  despair, 
and  pretended  derision  of  the  throng  of 
would-be  travelers  left  behind  on  the 
platform. 

“Troubles  over,”  said  my  companion, 
as  we  settled  down  to  such  comfort  as  a 
night  in  a reasonably  filled  European 
train  compartment  permits.  “Of  course 
we’ll  be  hours  late,  and  there  will  be  a 
howling  mob  at  every  station  as  long  as 
we  are  in  France.  But  once  we  get  to 
Metz  the  trains  will  have  plenty  of  room; 
they’ll  be  right  on  time,  and  all  this 
mob-fighting  will  be  over.” 

“Propaganda,”  I mused,  inwardly, 
noting  that  in  spite  of  his  manner,  as 
American  as  his  uniform,  the  lieutenant 
had  a suspiciously  German  name  and 
spoke  with  a hint  of  Teutonic  accent. 
We  had  long  been  trained  to  see  propa- 
ganda by  the  oily  Hun  in  any  suggestion 
of  criticism,  particularly  the  unfavorable 
comparison  of  anything  French  with 
anything  German.  Did  food  cost  more 
in  Paris  than  on  the  Rhine?  Propa- 
ganda. Did  some  one  suggest  that  the 
American  soldiers,  their  fighting  task 
finished,  felt  the  suggestion  of  a desire  to 
see  American  shores  again  ? Propaganda. 
Did  a F rench  waiter  growl  at  the  inade- 
quacy of  a ten-per-cent,  tip?  The  sale 
Boche  had  surely  been  propaganding 
among  the  dish-handlers. 

The  same  subsidized  hand  that  had 
admitted  us  to  the  parlor-car  had  locked 
jt  again  as  soon  as  the  last  staff  pass — 
issued  by  the  Banque  de  France — had 
been  collected.  Though  hordes  might 
beat  with  enraged  fists,  sticks,  and  heels 
on  the  coach,  not  even  a corridor  lounger 
could  get  aboard  to  disturb  our  slum- 
bers. To  the  old  and  infirm — which 
here  stands  for  all  beyond  the  age  of 
thirty — even  the  comfortably  filled  com- 
partment of  a French  wagon  de  luxe  is 
not  an  ideal  spot  in  which  to  pass  a long 
night.  But  as  often  as  we  awoke  to  un- 
cramp our  legs  and  cramp  them  again  in 
another  position,  the  solace  in  the 
thought  of  what  that  night  might  have 
been,  standing  rigid  in  a car  corridor, 
swallowing  and  reswallowing  the  heated 
breath  of  a half-dozen  nationalities. 


jolted  and  compressed  by  sharp-cornered 
packs  and  poilu  hardware,  unable  to  dis- 
engage a hand  long  enough  to  raise  hand- 
kerchief to  nose,  lulled  us  quickly  to 
sleep  again.  The  plight  of  our  less  fortu- 
nate fellow-beings  should,  of  course, 
have  left  us  hollow-eyed  with  wakeful- 
ness. There  were  women  in  those  cruelly 
packed  corridors  and  compartments 
ahead, — not,  we  trusted,  American 
women,  but  women,  for  all  that.  A vote 
would  certainly  have  given  a decided 
majority  in  favor  of  letting  some  of  those 
harassed  mortals  find  breathing-space 
in  our  empty  corridor.  But  war-time 
necessity  is  not  international;  it  is 
closely,  selfishly  personal.  A year,  more 
or  less,  in  shell-torn  France  had  left  the 
most  soft-hearted  of  that  half-dozen  in 
American  khaki  strangely  callous  to  suf- 
fering, at  least  the  suffering  of  others. 
To  nave  opened  the  corridor  to  the 
traveling  hordes  would  not  merely  have 
filled  it  to  impassable  density;  it  would 
have  disrupted  our  privacy;  and  com- 
fort is  too  rare  a thing  in  war-time  to  be 
wantonly  jeopardized  out  of  mere  senti- 
ment. Besides,  the  key  that  had  locked 
the  coach  had  evidently  remained  in 
Paris. 

The  train  was  hours  late.  All  trains 
are  hours  late  in  overcrowded,  over- 
burdened France,  with  her  long-unre- 
paired lines  of  communication,  her  de- 
pleted railway  personnel,  her  insufficient, 
worn-out  rolling-stock  struggling  to 
carry  a traffic  that  her  days  of  peace 
never  attempted.  It  was  mid-morning 
when  we  drew  up  at  Nancy,  whereas  the 
time-table  had  promised — to  the  inex- 
perienced few  who  still  put  faith  in 
French  horaires — to  bring  us  there  while 
it  was  yet  night.  Here,  too,  the  key  that 
had  protected  us  for  more  than  twelve 
hours  was  found,  or  its  counterpart  pro- 
duced by  the  station-master.  Upon  our 
return  from  squandering  the  equivalent 
of  a half-dollar  in  the  station  buffet  for 
three  inches  of  stale  and  gravelly  war- 
bread,  smeared  with  something  that 
might  have  been  axle-grease  mixed  with 
the  sweepings  cf  a shoe-shop,  and  the 

fmvilege  of  washing  it  down  with  a black 
iquid  that  was  called  coffee  for  want  of 
a specific  name,  the  storm  had  broken. 
It  was  only  by  extraordinary  luck,  com- 
bined with  strenuous  physical  exertion, 
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that  .«*>  manhajftdied'btif  way  through 
rhr  horizon-blue  maelstrom  that  had 
surged  intmevery'  available  corner,'  in 
brazen  tndidereiicy  tp  alleged  stgrFpnyi- 
leges.,  hack  to  The  places  w hich  a rom- 
papid)^  ypjur>t#rrng  foe,  that  service, 
had  Jcept  for  us  by  dint  of  something 
little  short  of  actual  Warfare. 

F rtvra  thfc  mo- 
ment" of  crossing,  , 

not-  ilisog  l $Ut0  t he  &||p£^g&§M|g^a 

frohtitfft  between  : 
wbfwaf,  F.i&iti.  in  \ ’yv  , 

,1914  and  German  g^BHHE9||* 

% at  Tari/d  t /'-things  • fi  *y>iy.<  ^ y' ; 

seemed  to  tafcv  on 

a new'  fteedtub  of  JBBMhBBEeG 
niov!:)\ii-!>! , an  or- 
derfiihess  xh  air  h ad 

become  almost  a • , 

-memory,  The  train  i 

wjls  still  the  . same, 

:$t&-  it.  lost  jur-  more  -^gSHB 
time.  Wit  h a subtle  lTll|iplpy 
change  in  faces,  *?> 

garb,  and  srcbiTect-  'ippj|llPfy  .Jjg 
uie5 plainly* evident,  ••■  ftf'i’iH 

though,  it  is  bard  to 
say  exactly  in  what  I 

it  consisted,  came  T 

sm.oothness  that  i||pf!l?v^  f 
had  long  been  di-  iPPryl ■>:";....j_J 
yorced  from  travel  '.' • ;.  -JJp 

sva  s a suggestion 
of  calmness  in  the 
air  as  we  pulled 
into  Me  tz  soon. 

after  noon  which  recalled  pre-war  sta- 
tions, The  platforms  were  ample  and 
lightly  peopled,  at  least  until  our  train 
began  to  disgorge  rhe  incredible  mul- 
titude that  somehow  had  found:  ex- 
isring-pfaee  upon  it.  The  station:  gates 
g:i*d  -.Ifutc&fy'  fhose  jif 

Pahs,  though  they  seern.ed  no  wider.  and 
'every  to  display 

his  permission  for  entering  the  city,  The 
aspect  of  tbings  was  srilt  chiefly  German. 

Along  the  platform  were  ranged  fhase 
same  awe-inspiring  beings  whom  rhe  un- 
initiated among  us  took  to  be  German 
generals  and  fieUTolficePs  instead  of 
mere  railway  employees;  thy ; 

eye  roamed  some  specie?  of  ftybaftn 
gazed  sternly  Ujion  u$.  But  the  iron  hand 
had  lost  its  grip.  Partly  for  conven-  name  is  as  much  anathema  to  me  as  to 


.nth  >ti  ietali.it ion  for  a 
sen  bed  journey  years  be- 
rhe  land  of  the  Kaiser,  1 
if  tuy  way  to  descend  from 
Window.  Wintthonror  thy 
barbarism  would  ha  ye 
se  other  years!'  Now;  the 
ndet  the  pseudo-generals’ 
caps  gave  no  gii- 
TT  maeeofpr  o te  s t , 

I”:  po-s.'-emg  sterner 

i:2;:i'(me3Sttits;  not  even 
j a shadow  of  surprise 

ff  i eke  1 1 il  across 
them, '.  The  grini- 
fyat  bred  t’crbuien 
j . ■•  signs  r c m a i n e d • 
placid* y expression- 
i less.  Ukr  dictators 

r e ip  o v e 4 from 
power  and  office  bv 
some  force  too  high 
above  them  t«  n^lce 
a show  of  feelings 
& worth  while. 

& fhe  french  had 

a 1 f t a d v i tune  ‘Vo 
$ Metz-  One-  terog- 

B nized  t.lvat  :»t  tiiiee 

in  the  etj-d. fir’s  s 
queues  fomted  ar 
|j||  every  guichett.  One' 

made  doubly  sure 
■i„,  if  » >r  s'ght  of  .V 

;tc  • JtaftiV!  antf  ^ns- 


ilU'TKSAVT  HARRY  bf).fr$C,k 


any  who  hays  stood  aghast  at  his  crimes  k istvirr — *n  fart . an  all  hut  endless  story, 
during  the  bloody  years  behind.,  us.  But  la  r he  first  place,  the  ■extraordinary  de- 
I propose  to  give  the  devil  his  dot.,  if  sire  must-  await  a Saturday.  In  the 
any  irccriies  to  hiriW : pon  jrt  a^itt  of  my  syednd  plaey,  the  heater  most  not  have 
war-time  • apprenticeship  to  censorship  fallen  out  of  practice  during  its  week  of 
and  piopagand^  those  t<&  fences  of  disuse,;  ' Irt  the  third  place,  erne  must 
mixing  rhe  public’s 'pap 'in  exactly  the  make  sure  char  no  other  guest  on  the 
proportions  that  experts  assert  set  feest  ssrne  floor  had  lard  the  same  soapy  plans 
on  its  mfantile  stomach.  I have  norbeyu  : vritfrn  »rs  hour,  fore  or  aft,  of  erne's  own 
Cured  of  taking  things  as  they  come,  chosen  time.  Fourthly,  one  must  have 
without  airy  foreformed  hypotheses  as  a put  up  at  a hotel  that  boasted  a bath- 
skeleton  for  which  to  sick  flesh.  Let  us  tub,  m itself  no  simple  feat  To?  those 
push  on,  then,  into  the  land  of  mystery,  forced  to  live  on  t hc-ir  awn  honest  earn- 
gazing,  about  us  with  clear  but  unpre-ju-  mgs, Fifthly —■■  but  life  is  too  short  and 
diced  eyes.  paper  too  expensive  fogm.imerate  all  the 

Among  the  'bright  hopes  that  had  .incidental  derails  that  must  be  brought 
gleamed  before  me  since  turning  my  face  together  irs  harmonious  concordance  he- 
cpward  the  fallen  enemy;  was  a Lor  bath,  hsfg  one  acyuafl^  and  physicsilly  got  a 
To  win  jut  unwonted  a luxury  in  Paris  . hot  hath  in  Park,  after  her  four  years 
was,  in  thy  words  of  the  French,  tout*  Une  and  more of  struggle  to;var4  off  the -Hun. 
\ --:.i  . As tiytU«wdng>iriwn that 

f “ luxury  e ls  c w h e r e in 

Fi  ance.it  couldbedone, 

fi  ■ bat  k called  for 


more 

patience  And  persever- 
ance than,  the  average 
man  ..possesses.. 

But  in  Gtrmuny—or 
Avas  it  only  subtle  prop- 
aganda again,  the  per- 
sistent rumor  that  hot 
baths  were  of  daily 
occurrence  and  within 
r e£e  JrWythr  popular 
piilrsh?  At  any  rate,  1 
todfe  stock  enough  in  it 
to  let  anticipation  play 
on  the  treat  in  store 
when  1 should  be  set- 
tled in  Germany.  Then 
all  at  once  my  eyes  were 
caught  by  two  magic 
words  above  an  arrow 
pointing  farther  down 
the  s t a t t o <>  corridor. 
Incredible?  Home  one 
had  h ad  the  bright  idea 
of  providing  a means, 
right  here  in  the  station, 
of  removing  the  grime 
ot  travel  at  oner1; 

A vo/.v  bath-room, 
its  >'hot/'  water  actu- 
ally hot,  was  all  ready 
in  a twinkling.  - .di, 
that  Is,  except  the  soap. 
There  was  nothing  in 
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the  decalogue,  tutnor  bad  its,  that  the  ri?0y  like  the  change?”  I asked,  striving 
(Jernianj  would  nut  violate  for. it  bar  >>f . tu .imply  by  the  tone  that  1 preferred  a 
soap;,  tuckily-  the  hint  had  reached  me  genuine  answer  to  a diplomatic:  evasion, 
before’  our  commissary  in  Paris  was  nut  " J a,  fehrn  Sir,'’ 'he  bygaU,  slowly,  rc- 
of  reach.  Vet,'  soup  or  np  soap,  the  wln-ftiug  Ins  raiu-r,  P if  any  French.  My 
population  managed'  to  keep  itself  a.v  family  has  always  looked  forward  rt»  the 
presentable  as  the  rank  arid  file  of  day  when  France  should  come  back  to 
civilians  in  the  land  .behind  us.  The  us.  J-abrr” — in  the  slotv  guttural  was 
muscular  young  just  a hint  of  disc 

barhyr  who  kept  ■' . -----.u ... . — yy.  ilFusiontnent-- 

‘'  they  have  such 
different  ideas  of 
order. 


shop  a dobr  or 
two  beyond  wii s 
as  spick  arid 
s p a it  us  any  T 
remembered  in- 
trusting my  per- 
sonal appearance: 
to.  in  uil;Tr.:myk.' 
Be  bathdoo. ; hat. 
i n d e f i n a.  b 1 >’ 
something  which 
in  army  slang  JB 
called  ".Snappy* ' 
and  <viu‘  settled, 
down  in  his  chair 
with  the,  genuine 
telakatiotl  that 
comes  with  the 
consciunsneSS  of 
surrendering;  :M" 
the  miftistf  athyns 
of  one  who 
knows  hr r trade. 
He  answered  .a 
t{  west  ion  put  yin 
French  readily. 


of  disci- 
They  are 
ywise  people,  the 
French,  bur  they 
seem  to  make  so 
m u c h work  of 
simple  matters. 
And  they  have 
such  c U r i o it  s 
rules, f> 

-Yet,  on  the 

whole.  Met  a 

would  rather  be 
French  than 
Onmanr” 

Like  all  perfect 
b.3  r bet  -conve  rsa- 
tiou  alisfs,  he 
spaced  his  words 
ip  rhythm  Aidth 
his  work,  neVer 
losing  a stroke: 

**  W e h a v e 
much  fading  tot 
t h e F r e n i'  h 
There  was  tiutch 
flag  - w a y t n g , 
Witlfch  singing  of 
As  to  what  we  would 
hilt  have  arc  to  say  about  it  f 
•s?  'Yes,  T have,  seen  some 
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of  a French  town  of  the  Middle  Ages. 
The  atmosphere  of  the  town  was  still 
German,  in  spite  of  the  floods  of  horizon 
blue  in  her  streets;  heavy,  a trifle  sour, 
nothing  chic;  recalling  Manchester,  even 
in  the  rawness  of  its  weather.  The 
skaters  down  on  a pond  before  the 
promenade  not  merely  spoke  German; 
they  had  not  even  the  Latin  grace  of 
movement.  But  Metz  was  no  longer 
Germany.  In  spite  of  the  youths  in  the 
ugly  round  cap  without  vizor  we  had 
so  long  associated  with  prisoners  of  war, 
in  spite  of  the  German- street  and  shop 
signs,  there  was  a subtle  atmosphere  one 
could  not  escape  as  a reminder  that  the 
capital  of  Lorraine  had  returned  to 
France.  First  it  came  in  petty  little 
changes,  hastily  and  crudely  made.  A 
paper  Entree  pasted  over  an  Eingang 
cut  in  stone.  A sign-board  pointing  A 
Treves  above  an  older  one  reading  Nach 
Trier.  Street  names  had  not  been 
changed,  but  they  had  been  translated; 
Rheinstrasse  was  now  rue  du  Rhin  as 
well.  Along  the  front  of  a huge  brown- 
stone  building  a strip  of  white  cloth  an- 
nounced, Republique  Franfaise;  Posies , 
Telegraphes,  Telephones. 

The  French  made  no  secret  of  their 
conviction  that  Metz  had  returned  to 
them  for  all  time.  Already  they  had 
begun  to  make  permanent  changes.  But 
many  little  touches  of  the  paternal  gov- 
ernment that  had  so  hastily  fled  to  the 
eastward  were  still  doing  duty  as  if 
nothing  out  of  the  ordinary  had  hap- 
pened. The  dark-blue  post-boxes  still 
announced  themselves  as  Brief  hasten, 
and  bore  the  fatherly  reminder,  Brief- 
marken  und  Addresse  nichl  vergessen  (Do 
not  forget  stamps  and  address).  (At 
least,  the  simple  public  could  be  trusted 
to  write  the  letter  without  its  attention 
being  called  to  that  necessity.)  Where 
crowds  were  wont  to  collect,  detailed 
directions  stared  them  in  the  face,  in- 
stead of  leaving  them  to  scramble  and 
guess,  as  is  so  often  the  case  in  our  own 
country  with  its  boasted  efficiency. 

A considerable  number  of  shops  were 
Consign ? a la  Troupe,  which  would  have 
been  “Out  of  Bounds”  to  the  British  or 
“Off  Limits”  to  our  own  doughboys. 
Others  were  merely  branded  Maison 
Allemande , which  meant  that  Allied  sol- 
diers might  still  trade  there,  if  they 


chose.  It  might  have  paid,  too,  for 
nearly  all  of  them  had  voluntarily  added 
the  confession,  Liquidation  Totale.  One 
such  proprietor  announced  his  Maison 
Principale  a Strassbourg;  he  certainly 
was  “S.  0.  L.” — which  is  armyese  for 
something  like  “Sadly  out  of  luck.”  In 
fact,  the  Germans  were  being  politely 
but  firmly  crowded  eastward.  As  their 
clearance  sales  left  an  empty  shop  a 
French  merchant  quickly  moved  in,  and 
the  Boche  went  home  to  set  the  alarm- 
clock.  For  with  a strictness  of  proced- 
ure that  their  war  experience  certainly 
justified,  the  French  not  only  forbade 
him  to  take  with  him  more  than  two 
thousand  marks  as  an  adult,  and  five 
hundred  for  each  child — and  der  Deutsche 
Gott  knows  a mark  is  not  much  money 
nowadays — but  obliged  him  to  take  a 
train  leaving  at  5 a.m. 

On  the  esplanade  of  Metz  there  once 
stood  a huge  bronze  equestrian  statue  of 
Frederick  III,  gazing  haughtily  down 
upon  his  serfs.  Now  he  lay  broken- 
headed  in  the  soil  beneath,  under  the 
horse  that  thrust  stiff  legs  aloft,  as  on  a 
battle-field.  So  rude  and  sudden  had 
been  his  downfall  that  he  had  carried 
with  him  one  side  of  the  massive  stone- 
and-chain  balustrade  that  had  once  pro- 
tected his  pedestal  from  plebeian  con- 
tact. Farther  on  was  a still  more  im- 
pressive sign  of  the  times.  On  the  brow 
of  a knoll  above  the  lake  where  the 
skates  rang,  an  immense  bronze  of  the 
ex  - Kaiser,  as  he  fain  would  have 
looked,  had  been  deposed  by  a huge 
statue  of  a poilu,  hastily  daubed,  yet 
artistic  for  all  that,  with  the  careless  yet 
sure  lines  of  a Rodin.  The  Kaiser’s  gaze 
— strangely  enough — had  been  turned 
toward  Germany,  and  the  bombastic 
phrase  of  dedication  had,  with  French 
sense  of  the  fitness  of  things,  been  left 
untouched — Errichtet  von  seinem  dank- 
baren  Volke.  Even  “his  grateful  people,” 
strolling  by  now  and  then  in  pairs  or 
groups,  could  not  suppress  an  occasional 
smile  at  the  respective  positions  of  dedi- 
cation and  poilu.  For  the  poilu  gazed 
toward  his  beloved  France,  with  those 
far-seeing  eyes  that  all  his  tribe  have; 
and  beneath  him  was  his  war  slogan, 
purged  at  last  of  the  final  three  letters  he 
had  bled  so  freely  to  efface — On  les  a. 

A German  ex-soldier,  under  the  com- 
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mwd  of  an  American  doughboy,  re-  off,  leaving  us  to  sit  on  the  burlap  under- 
checked  my trunk in  less  than  a minute,  covering.  Probably  some  independent 
The  train  -a  as  full,  but  >?  was  nor  railway  employee  bad  decided  to  levy  on 
crowded.  Travelers  boarded  it  in  an  the  ei>rmy  while  there  was  vet  time, Tbf; 
order!)  rnanimv  there  was  no  erratic  thG  matt-rial  of  ;t  gown  for  his  daughter 
scrambling,  no  impassable  corridor,  We  or  for  his  -MMchtm  Later  journeys 
left  on  rime  and  maintained  that  ad-  showed  many  a seat  similarly  plundered 
vantage  to  the  end.  It  seemed  an  all-  A heavy,  wef  snow  was  faifing  when 
achronism  to  behold  atram-loadof  Anwr-  we  descended  at  TievcjttTor-  Trier*  as 
lean  soldiers  racing  on  and  on  into  the  you  choosfe  - fr  was  late,  and  I planned 
land  of  the  Roche,  perfectly  at  case  be-  t<»  dodge  into  the  first  hotel,  I had  all 
hind  a German  crew chin:  cliff  its  best  to  but  forgotten  that  I was  no  longer 
make  the  journey  as  cum  for Table  and  as  among  allies,  but  m rhe.  land  of  the 
swift  as  possihleattd  succeeded  far  beyond  enemy.  The  American  iVf.  P who  de- 
the  expectations  of  the  triumphant  in-  tnandt-d  my  papers  at  the  gate,  as  his 
vaders.  In  -the' '■  first-class  coach,  jtc-  fellow  did,  even  less  courteously,  of  all 
j»rr  p'iu.f  Miliirtues,  which  bad  been  civilians,  ignored  thy  word /' bord"  and 
turned  over  under  the. -terms  of  l he  directed  me  to  th*:  bi  Iff  ring  - office, 
arrnbriee.  all  was  in  perfect  wptikmg  Sajut#  were  snapped : it ytjjtG  wherever 
order.  ffailfi  cau  gh>  the  striitt-famps  made  my  right  to  them 

on  the  imheated  trains ■■■>&  which  s hod  visible.  The  town  was  brown  with 
shivered  triv  way  imithw  ,*r«f  from  Gcsnu-  American  khaki,  as  well  as  'white  with 
|>le,  1 found  this  one  too  hoi;,  nod  was  the.  sodden  snow.  Ar  the  '.bsKse-covered 
forced  to  lower  a window.;.;  That  called  desk  of  what  had  evidently  ofcce  been  a 
attention  to  the  fat'f  fhar  (.ierirmriy  had  German  court -room.  aff  officer  glanced 
been  obliged  tp  husband  her  every  scrap  at  my  orders*  fri*  his  finger  down  a long 
of  leathery  the  "window  tackle  now  w as  ledger  page,  scrawled  a hue  on  a bilk-t- 
of  woven  hefTtp.  Only  one  dirt  ad  sug-  ingric*  ffi«.aff:d  ttjgsed  it  toward  me*  tDnfy 
gested  had  fsith  its  fulfilling  the  armistice  then  did  wg  .note  that  the  woman,  who 
terms;  the  heavy  red- velvet  stuff  cover-  had- bt-en  commanded  to  house  me  bon? 
ing  the  seats  had  been  hastily  slashed  thy  yame  name  as  l.  • 

vot.  cxxxix.-xo.  m.->w 


igmal  fr 
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same  train  you  did.  But  it  is  hard 
to  get  much.  Every  one  goes  out 
scouring  the  country  now.  And  one 
must  have  money.  An  egg,  one  mark. 
Before  the  war  they  were  never  so  much 
a dozen.” 

The  eggs  were  fresh  enough,  but  the 
milk  was  decidedly  watery,  and  in  place 
of  potatoes  there  was  some  sort  of  a 
jellied  turnip,  wholly  tasteless.  While  I 
ate,  the  daughter  talked  incessantly,  the 
mother  now  and  then  throwing  in  a 
word,  the  grandmother  nodding  ap- 
proval at  intervals,  with  a wrinkled 
smile.  All  male  members  of  the  family 
had  been  lost  in  the  war,  unless  one 
counts  the  second  fiance  of  the  daughter, 
now  an  officer  “over  in  Germany/’  as 
she  put  it.  When  I started  at  the  ex- 
pression she  smiled. 

“Yes,  here  we  are  in  America,  you  see. 
Lucky  for  us,  too.  There  will  never  be 
any  anarchy  and  robbery  here,  and  over 
there  it  will  get  worse.  Anyway,  we 
don’t  feel  that  the  Americans  are  real 
enemies — ” 

“No?”  I broke  in.  “Why  not?’’ 

“ Ach /”  she  said,  evasively,  throwing 
her  head  on  one  side;  “they  . . . they. 
. . . Now  if  it  had  been  the  French, 
or  the  British,  who  had  occupied  Trier! 
At  first  they  were  very  easy  on  us — too 
easy  ” (one  felt  the  German  religion  of 
discipline  in  the  phrase).  “The  Amer- 
icans arrived  on  December  ist,  at  noon, 
and  by  evening  every  soldier  had  a sweet- 
heart. The  newspapers  raged.  It  was 
shameful,  they  declared,  for  German 
maidens  to  accept  from  the  invaders 
boxes  of  biscuit,  bars  of  chocolate,  or 
even  bars  of  soap.  But  patriotism  fights 
a losing  battle  against  the  hunger  and 
deprivation  of  years.  Besides,  the  war 
— ach!  I don’t  know  what  has  come  over 
the  German  woman  since  the  war!” 

“ But  now  the  Americans  are  stricter,” 
she  continued,  abruptly  changing  the 
subject;  “and  there  are  new  laws  that 
forbid  us  to  talk  to  the  Americans — on 
the  street,  and — ” 

“German  laws?”  I interrupted, 
thoughtlessly,  for,  to  tell  the  truth,  my 
mind  was  wandering  a bit,  thanks  either 
to  the  heat  of  the  porcelain  stove  at  my 
elbow  or  her  garrulousness,  equal  to  that 
of  any  meridionals  from  southern  France. 

“Nein.  It  was  ordered  by  General 


Pershing.”  (She  pronounced  it  Pear 
Schang.) 

Stupid  of  me,  but  my  change  from  the 
land  of  an  ally  to  that  of  an  enemy  had 
been  so  abrupt,  and  the  evidences  of 
enmity  so  slight,  that  it  had  been  hard 
to  realize  that  it  was  our  own  com- 
mander-in-chief  who  was  reigning  now  in 
Trier.  I covered  my  retreat  by  abruptly 

Eutting  a question  about  the  Kaiser. 

>emigod  that  I had  always  found  him 
in  the  popular  mind  in  Germany,  I felt 
sure  that  here,  at  least,  I should  touch  a 
vibrant  chord.  To  my  surprise,  she 
screwed  her  face  up  into  an  expression 
of  disgust  and  drew  a finger  across  her 
throat. 

“That  for  the  Kaiser!”  she  snapped. 
“Of  course,  he  wasn’t  entirely  to  blame; 
and  he  wanted  to  quit  in  1916.  But  the 
rich  people,  the  Krupps'  and  the  like, 
hadn’t  made  enough  yet.  He  didn’t,  at 
least,  need  to  run  away.  If  he  had 
stayed  in  Germany,  as  he  should  have, 
no  one  would  have  hurt  him;  no  living 
man  would  have  touched  a hair  of  his 
head.  Our  Crown  Prince?  Ach!  the 
Crown  Prince  is  leichtsinnig  [light- 
minded]. 

“Of  course,  it  is  natural  that  the  Brit- 
ish and  French  should  treat  us  worse 
than  the  Americans,”  she  went  on,  un- 
expectedly harking  back  to  an  earlier 
theme.  “They  used  to  bomb  us  here  in 
Trier,  the  last  months.  I have  often  had 
to  help  Grossmuiter  down  into  the  cellar” 
— “ Grossmutter ” smirked  confirmation 
— “but  that  was  nothing  compared  to 
what  our  brave  airmen  did  to  London 
and  Paris.  Why,  in  Paris  they  killed 
hundreds  night  after  night,  and  the  peo- 
ple were  so  wild  with  fright  they  tram- 
led  one  another  to  death  in  trying  to 
nd  refuge — ” 

“I  was  in  Paris  myself  during  all  the 
big  raids,  as  well  as  the  shelling  by 
Grosse  Bertha”  I protested,  “and  I assure 
you  there  was  seldom  great  damage — ” 
“Ah,  but  they  cover  those  things  up  so 
cleverly,”  she  replied,  quickly,  not  in  the 
slightest  put  out  by  the  contradiction. 

“There  is  one  thing  that  the  Amer- 
icans do  not  do  well,”  she  rattled  on, 
with  another  abrupt  change.  “They  do 
not  make  the  rich  and  influential  stand 
their  fair  share.  They  make  all  the  peo- 
ple [das  Volk ] billet  as  many  as  their 
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houses  will  hold,  but  the  rich  and  the 
officials  arrange  to  take  in  very  few,  in 
their  big  houses.  And  it  is  the  same  as 
before  the  war  ended,  with  the  food. 
The  rich  still  have  plenty  of  food  that 
they  got  through  Schleichhandel  [tricky 
methods],  and  the  Americans  do  not 
search  them.  Children  and  the  sick  are 
supposed  to  get  milk,  and  a bit  of  good 
bread,  or  zwiebach.  Yet  Grossmutter 
here  is  so  ill  she  cannot  digest  the  war- 
bread,  and  still  she  must  eat  it,  for  the 
rich  get  all  the  better  bread,  and,  as  we 
have  no  influence,  we  cannot  get  her 
what  the  rules  allow." 

I did  not  yet  know  enough  of  the 
American  administration  of  occupied 
territory  to  remind  her  that  food-ration- 
ing was  still  entirely  in  the  hands  of  the 
native  officials.  I did  know,  however, 
how  prone  conquering  armies  are  to  keep 
up  the  old  inequalities;  how  apt  the  con- 
queror is  to  call  upon  the  “ influential 
citizens"  to  take  high  places  in  the  local 
administration;  and  that  “influential 
citizens"  are  not  infrequently  so  because 
they  have  been  the  most  grasping,  the 
most  selfish,  even  if  not  actually  dis- 
honest. It  is  not  the  conqueror’s  place 
to  interfere  in  those  strictly  local  mat- 
ters, some  may  say.  Perhaps  not, 
and  yet  . . . 

Midnight  had  struck  when  I was 
shown  into  the  guest-room,  with  a triple, 
“Gute  Nacht.  Schlafen  Sie  wohl ."  The 
stiff*  wooden  bedstead  was,  of  course,  a 
bit  too  short,  and  the  triangular  bolster 
and  two  large  pillows,  taking  the  place 
of  the  round  French  traversin>  had  to  be 
reduced  to  American  tastes.  But  the 
room  was  speckless,  several  minor  details 
of  comfort  had  been  arranged  with 
motherly  care,  and  as  I slid  down  under 
the  feather  tick  that  does  duty  as  quilt 
throughout  Germany,  my  feet  encoun- 
tered— a hot  flat-iron!  I had  not  felt  so 
old  since  the  day  I first  put  on  long 
trousers! 

My  last  conscious  reflection  was  a 
wonder  whether  the  good  citizens  of 
Trier  were  not,  perhaps,  “stringing"  us 
a bit  with  their  aggressive  show  of 
friendliness,  of  contentment  at  our  pres- 
ence. Some  of  it  had  been  a bit  too  thick. 

The  breakfast  next  morning  consisted 
of  coflFee  and  bread,  with  more  of  the 
tasteless  turnip  jelly.  All  three  of  the 


ingredients,  however,  were  only  in  name 
what  they  purported  to  be,  each  being 
Ersatz^  or  “substitute,"  for  the  reai 
article.  The  coffee  was  really  roasted 
corn,  and  gave  full  evidence  of  that  fact 
by  its  insipidity,  but  Frau  Franck 
served  me  real  sugar  with  it.  The  bread 
— what  shall  one  say  of  the  German  war- 
bread  that  will  make  the  picturedark  and 
heavy  and  indigestible  enough?  It  was 
cut  from  just  such  a loaf  as  I had  seen 
gaunt  German  prisoners  hugging  under 
one  arm  as  they  came  blinking  up  out  of 
their  dugouts  at  the  point  of  a dough- 
boy bayonet,  and  to  say  that  such  a loaf 
seemed  to  be  half  sawdust  and  half  mud, 
that  it  was  heavier  than  any  adobe  brick 
and  far  darker,  and  that  its  musty  scent 
was  all  but  overpowering,  would  be  far 
too  mild  a statement,  and  the  compari- 
son an  insult  to  the  mud  brick,  rrau 
Franck  claimed  it  was  made  of  potatoes 
and  bad  meal.  I am  sure  she  was  over- 
charitable.  Yet  this  atrocious  substance, 
which  I,  by  no  means  unaccustomed  to 
strange  food,  tasted  once  with  a shudder 
of  disgust,  the  German  masses  had  been 
chiefly  subsisting  on  since  1915*  No 
wonder  they  quit!  The  night  before  the 
bread  had  been  tolerable,  having  been 
brought  from  the  country;  but  the 
three  women  had  stayed  up  munching 
that  great  delicacy  until  the  last  morsel 
had  disappeared. 

The  snow  had  left  the  trees  of  Trier 
beautiful  in  their  winding-sheets,  but 
the  streets  had  already  been  cleaned  and 
swept,  recalling  Paris  by  contrast.  I felt 
strangely  at  home.  It  seemed  queer,  yet 
after  sixteen  months  of  similar  experi- 
ence in  France  a matter  of  course,  to  be 
able  to  ask  one’s  way  of  an  American 
policeman  on  every  corner  of  this  ancient 
German  town.  In  the  past  eight  years 
I had  been  less  than  two  in  my  native 
land,  yet  I had  a feeling  of  knowing  the 
American  better  than  ever  before;  for 
to  take  him  out  of  his  environment  is  to 
see  him  in  close-up  perspective,  as  it 
were.  He,  too,  was  perfectly  at  home 
here.  Now  and  then  a group  of  school- 
girls playfully  bombarded  an  M.  P.  with 
snowballs,  and  if  he  could  not  shout 
back  some  jest  in  genuine  German, 
he  at  least  said  something  that  “got 
across."  The  populace  gave  us  our  fair 
half  of  the  sidewalk,  some  making  a little 
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involuntary  (notion  as  if^pjieiiinjZ'  an 
officer  to  shove  them  off  it  entirely*  in 
the  orthodox  Prussian  manner.  .‘Street- 
car--  were  free  to  wearers  of  the  Sam 
Rtdwnt-;  enlisted  fhtn  piiid  the  infini- 
tesimal fare  with  much  gOod-natuted 
v joshing"  of  (he  solemn  conductor, 
with  his  colonel's  uniform  and  hk  sack- 
ful <>f  pewtet  , .:v:‘;.‘-v.e 

coins.  :» 

On  r a i I w ay  H 

trains  tickets  '■  -Jg 

were  wholly  a 

thing.  of  the  past 

tu  v»  carer  s of  | 

khaki.  the 
h <>  » 4 r * i •"•!'• 
raifle  one  p a i d 

rhe  French  null  ; , ; - ^ 

(ary  fait-;  once 

I n G t i m n v 

proper  one  had 

only  to  satis  fy 

(Ik  M.  P at  the  I 

gate  to  journey  H 

anywhere  in  the  y :- 

occupied  area.  M 

At  the  imposing  ■ 

building  our  or  J 

which  rhe  Ger- 

mans  had  hern  wfefijwP’SSBwB 
c based  to  e i ••  c 

pi. or  *r:  our  Ad-  / : ; 


They  were  cheerful  enough  in  spite  of 
what  ought  t«  have*  beeri  a humiliating 
experience,  possibly  because  of  an  im- 
pression I heard  one  hoarsely  whisper  to 
‘another,  “Oh.  They’ll  go  Home  in  an- 
other six  months;  an  American  officer 
told  me  so.”  Evidently  some  one  had 
been  “fraternizing,”  as  well  as  re- 
ceiving; jnforma- 
— — - tion  which  the 

Lh e-ails  of  the 

'Pe-ade,;'  Confer- 
ence had  not  yet 
gained, 

The  Scknellitig 
was  a real  ex- 
press. ft  was  like 
the  ride  f row 
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SMAI.L  BOVS  CBOWDIVC.  AROUND  OUR  AUTO  AT  DltSSELDOBF 


efu  Sttii/s. atfid  pkMFfclcf  raord ina tv 

pHy'SiVrfl  ovmforis  of  the  headquarters  of' 
theirarga,  Maims— i mean  May ence.  ■' 
Heavy..  American  motor  - trucks 
pounded  by,  along  the  already  dusty, 
'road,  beside  us,  alternating.  now  and  then 
with  a eaprured  ..iiermau  one,  the 
Kaiser’s  eagles  still  on  its  Hanks,  but 
driven  now  by  a nonchalant  American 
doudihojy  hs  steel  tires  making  ao  up- 
roar that:  could  be  plainly  heard  aboard 
the  ru.ir.ft  express-  hong  freiftht-traS^ 
occasionally rattled 

direction.  With  open-vrt»rk  wheels, 
stubfey  .little  cats  marked  v,Posvu,H 
“ Essen,"  " BresliuT  ’fllfUssH, ’’an d the 
Wee,  it  h;tlf-dozen  duplo.viks  perched  in 
the  cubbyholes  on  the  cap  ends  at  regu- 
lar intervals;  they  Xtere  German  Hem 
engine  to  lack  of  cab? rose --except  that 
nov»:  and  then  a huge  gray  sten- 

ciled “U.  S.  A.f1  tw’cred  abbve  its  ppny 
Bothy  fellow  s like  A mounted  guard  he- 
side  a string  of  prisoners.  There  will 
still  be  a market  for  officers5  uniforms  iu 
Germany,  though  fbeir  military  urge  be 
completely  emasculated — for  officers' 
caps  particularly,  Eyt-p  .The  sifpvpie  : 
brakemen  of  these  freight-trains  looked 
like  jieureoantx  nr  captains,  a major  in 
appeatatice  proved  to  be  a Station-guard, 


a colonel  sold  rickets,  and  the  station- 
master  could  easily  Have  passed  for  a 
Feldm'amhaU.  Some  -did,  in  fact.  For 
vphen  the  “Yanks''  first  occupied  the 
region  many  an  officer  complained  that 
German  officers  were  not  saluting  them, 
as  required  by  orders  of  rhe  Army  of 
Occupation,  Investigation  disclosed  the 
Harmless  identity  of  the  imposing  ''offi- 
cers" fi?  question.  But  the  rule  was 
affiehded  to  include  any  one  in  uniform; 
y.  i could  not  he  wasting  our  time  finding 
out  whether  the  wearer  of  a general's 
shttulderrStfaps  was  the  recent  cbnv*% 
tuandernf  the  Fourth  Army  Corps  ch  the 
town  citef.  Tky  that  to-day  Allied  officers 
ate  saluted  by  the  notice,  the  firemen, 
the  mailmeit—indikiffi^  the  half-grown 
hpcs  Who  carry  sptcial-dfrliVpfy  letters— 
and  even,  the  " white  wing*. " 

These  K^tighcy,:4.^^(stAn^^»rgn'C3ke 
their  orders  now- from  plaw  Amer- 
ican doufjhlioys;  take  c Hem  unquestion- 
ingly,  with  signs  of  frteiidlioess,  with  a 
docile,  uncompiainmg'j-shail  I say  fatal- ■ 

: ism?  The  far-famed  German  disdp.line  ;.: 
Has  not  broken  even  under  occupation; 
it  carries  oh  as  persistently,  as  doggedly 
as  ever,  A conductor  passing  through 
our  car  reminded  me  of  a “ hobo"  ex- 
perience out  in  our  West  back  in  the 
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early  days  of  the  century.  Armed  train- 
men had  driven  the  summer-time  har- 
vest of  free  riders  off  their  trains  for 
more  than  a week,  until  one  day  so  great 
a multitude  of  “boes”  had  collected  in 
a water-tank  town  of  Dakota  that  they 
took  a freight  completely  by  storm,  from 
cow-catcher  to  caboose.  And  the  blood- 
thirsty, fire-eating  brakeman  who  picked 
his  way  along  that  train,  gently  request- 
ing the  uninvited  railroad  guests  to 
“Give  us  a place  for  a foot  there,  pal, 
won’t  you  please?”  had  the  selfsame 
expression  on  his  face  as  did  this  apolo- 


getic, square-headed  Boche  who  sidled 
so  gently  past  us.  My  fellow-officers 
found  them  cringing,  detestably  servile. 
“Put  a gun  in  their  hands,”  said  one, 
“and  you’d  see  how  quick  their  charac- 
ter would  change. . . . It’s  a whole  damned 
nation  crying,  ‘ Kamarad!' — playing  ’pos- 
sum until  the  danger  is  past.” 

Probably  it  was.  But  there  were  times 
when  one  could  not  help  wondering  if, 
after  all,  there  was  not  sincerity  in  the 
assertion  of  my  guide  of  the  night  before: 

“We  are  done;  we  have  had  enough 
at  last.” 


Life’s  Loveliness 

BY  CHARLES  HANSON  TOWNE 

SOMETIMES  the  abundant  beauty  of  the  world 
Makes  my  heart  tremble  and  ache. 

Sometimes,  when  summer’s  banners  are  unfurled, 

Or  autumn’s  glory  on  the  winds  is  tossed  and  whirled, 

I think  my  heart  will  break. 

For  loveliness  is  often  too  great  to  bear. 

Trees  laced  at  twilight,  how  they  lift  me  up 
To  the  far  heights  of  heaven!  And  winds  that  stir 
At  evening  bid  my  soul  with  God  confer. 

I drink  the  beauty  of  the  world  as  from  a cup. 

Why  should  I almost  weep  when  I behold 
The  quiet  moon,  a ship  blown  down  the  night? 

Over  and  over  I watch  the  shadows  fold, 

Over  and  over  I see  the  stars’  clear  gold, 

Yet  never  yet  have  I lost  the  new  delight. 

I weep  for  gladness,  as  women  weep  when  Love 
Enters  the  heart,  singing  its  age-old  song. 

And  I weep  that  the  cloud  which  sails  that  sea  above 
Will  drift  from  my  dreams  and  all  the  hopes  thereof.  . . . 
And  I weep  that  Life  is  short,  when  I thought  it  long. 
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BY  PHILIP  CURTISS 


HEN  the  Saint  Leon- 
ard’s men  came  back 
for  Commencement  the 
waiters  of  the  Hotel 
Leicester  used  to  throw 
up  their  hands.  Pierre, 
the  maitre  d’ hotel,  who 
ench  but  spoke  with  an 
English  accent  and  was  actually  bom 
on  the  island  of  Patmos,  longed  to  hand 
in  his  keys  and  go  on  a vacation.  By 
means  of  a native  arrogance  case-hard- 
ened by  world-wide  experience,  Pierre 
had  achieved  a manner  imperious  enough 
to  patronize  world-renowned  vactors,  ig- 
nore world-renowned  authors,  and — final 
test — to  show  automobile  salesmen  that 
he  knew  that  they  were  only  automobile 
salesmen,  but  even  his  poise  had  not 
survived  the  shock  of  that  day  when  a 
Saint  Leonard’s  graduate,  who  was  also 
a Senator  and  several  times  a millionaire, 
had  hung  a floral  wreath  over  his  neck, 
poked  him  in  the  ribs,  and  called  him 
“ Petie,  old  sock.” 

During  all  the  year  except  the  five 
days  of  Commencement  the  Hotel  Lei- 
cester was  able  to  treat  the  Saint 
Leonard’s  men  as  Pierre  himself  would 
have  wished  to  treat  them,  for  Leicester 
was  a very  large  city  and  Saint  Leon- 
ard’s was  a very  small  college.  The 
Leicester  boasted  of  being  “the  most 
metropolitan  hotel  between  New  York 
and  Boston.”  It  had  separate  break- 
fast-rooms,  liveried  door-men,  blue- 
bloused  porters,  and  orchestral  music  for 
afternoon  tea.  It  refused  to  think  of 
itself  as  a college  inn,  especially  for  the 
smallest  of  old-fashioned  classical  col- 
leges, “the  whole  student  trade”  of 
which,  as  the  manager  once  said,  con- 
temptuously, “wouldn’t  bring  in  ten 
dollars  a night.” 

Just  as  the  Hotel  Leicester  prided  it- 
self on  being  tremendous  and  modern, 
Saint  Leonard’s  college  prided  itself  on 
being  ancient  and  small.  It  was  one  of 
those  little,  forgotten  Eastern  colleges 


which  had  been  filled  with  Southerners 
before  the  war;  one  of  those  colleges  to 
which,  occasionally,  a boy  came  all  the 
way  from  Siam  because  his  grandfather 
had  brought  him  up  with  that  single  idea; 
one  of  those  colleges  at  which  a fresh- 
man would  be  called  at  sight  by  the 
nickname  of  his  brother  who  had  been 
graduated  fifteen  years  before;  one  of 
those  colleges  in  which  a group  of  a 
dozen  students  would  represent  a dozen 
states  in  the  Union;  but  one  of  those 
colleges,  alas!  whose  football  teams 
scarcely  ever  appeared  in  the  briefest 
review  of  a given  season. 

Saint  Leonard’s,  in  short,  was  a family 
college  in  every  sense  of  the  word. 
Grandfather,  son,  and  grandson  came 
there  one  after  the  other  and,  once 
there,  all  the  grandsons  became  one 
family  again.  It  was  all  very  nice  and 
uite  picturesque,  but,  in  these  modem 
ays  of  athletic  glory,  the  grandsons 
sometimes  wished  that  their  sires  had 
been  more  prolific.  It  was  rather  heart- 
breaking for  them  to  go  through  a foot- 
ball season  without  a game  with  a single 
college  less  than  four  times  the  size  of 
their  own.  It  was  rather  tiresome  to 
have  Saint  Leonard’s  figure  in  inter- 
collegiate wit  about  as  Monaco  or 
Montenegro  figure  in  comic  opera.  For 
twenty  years  Saint  Leonard  tradition 
never  forgave  the  whole  of  Yale  Uni- 
versity because,  in  the  ’nineties,  the 
humor  sheet  of  that  college  gravely  made 
the  announcement  that  “the  senior  class 
of  Saint  Leonard’s  drove  through  New 
Haven  last  Saturday  in  a hack.”  Dur- 
ing one  black  year  Saint  Leonard’s  itself 
had  to  laugh  at  the  joke  that,  at  the 
spring  track  meet,  the  seniors  did  not 
have  a single  rooter — the  entire  class 
being  on  the  team. 

Like  men  from  little  states,  however, 
men  from  little  colleges  have  a discon- 
certing way  of  amounting  to  something 
“in  after  life.”  It  did  not  seem  to 
mean  very  much  to  be  a Saint  Leonard’s 
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man,  but  it  seemed  fcvm<?an  2s  great  deal  private;  dinma-rocvms,  the  manager  sent 
to  have  brer i oft^v  Xiterahj’  as  well  as  a belt-boy  ryiith.  a warning.  The  warning 
figuratively,  ir.  did  appear  to  he  true  hat!  no  effect.  and.  going  himself,  lie 
thati  il'Ssmt  Ltonaui's  men  iTiuW  never  opened  the  door  on  a Civil  War  colonel, 
make  much  of  a noise  . is  undergraduates;.  a governor-elect,  five,  white-haired  busi- 
they.tna.de  a tremendous  noise  a>  grad-  ness  nun,  and  two  bishops, 
uate*.  No  one,  perhaps,  realised  this  That,  possihlyj  yiroCCwl^  it  ivas  $»> 
better  than  the  manager  of  tfe  .Htrttei  important.  'la . have  been  a .Samt.  Leonard's 
Leicester,  ft  was  simple  .enough,  dur-  man.  As  in  ail  fiimifv  institutions,  the 
ing  tertn-time,  to  send  a huge  porter  with  graduates  ;d I looked  out  for  one  another. 
achiil  svarnuig  when  some  of  the  under-  At  most  colleges  'men  make  special  efforts 
graduates  tried  to  sing  in  the  grill-room,  to  return  to  their  first  reunion  and  then 
hut  if  was  rather  a different  matter  to  to  their  tenth.  Saint  lyeniriard’s  men 
overawe  at  Commencement -time,  a returned  to  them  alL  If  their  particular 
group. of middle-aged  men  who  were  pay-  class  did  nor  seem  much  in  evidence, 
mg  x bonus  to  occupy  all  the  best  rooms  they  joined  off-hand  with  some  other, 
in.  the  bouse.  Pierre  anti  the  manager  twenty  years  older  or  twenty  years 
both  learned. that  during  the  first  Com-  younger  -tt  made  little  difference, 
menteffient  after  the  hotel  opened.  Traditions  and  curious,  customs  grew 
Hearing  particularly  outrageons  hursts  Up  around  these  Commencements.  The 
of  staging  «nd  .shputirtg  in  one  of  the  man  who  had  come  the  greatest  distance 
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was  given  a scrip  and  a pilgrim’s  staff. 
The  oldest  graduate  in  attendance  was 
drawn  to  class-day  in  a seedy  victoria 
pulled  by  the  freshmen.  The  class  of 
1880,  in  memory  of  some  long-forgotten 
town-and-gown  feud,  never  sat  down  to 
its  class  dinner  without  first  marching 
to  the  municipal  building,  firing  a pistol, 
and  solemnly  marching  back  again. 
The  class  of  1901,  which  had  been  de- 
luged on  its  own  class-day,  carried  open 
umbrellas  the  whole  week,  rain  or  shine. 
One  man  who  had  no  sons,  but  had  five 
daughters,  brought  them  all  back  every 
time;  but  of  all  the  queer  figures  around 
whom  tradition  centered,  the  queerest 
was  known  as  “The  Ahkoond  of  Swat.” 

The  Ahkoond  of  Swat  was  a hard- 
bitten, fierce  little  man  of  nearly  seventy 
years,  with  fiery- red  face,  with  snow- 
white  mustache  and  goatee,  who  looked 
and  talked  like  the  stage  idea  of  an  old- 
time  Kentucky  colonel.  On  the  first 
day  of  every  Commencement,  out  of 
the  unknown  he  always  appeared.  Day 
and  night,  for  the  subsequent  week,  he 
was  seen  in  every  gathering,  in  Panama 
hat  and  spotless  white  clothes.  The 
morning  after  the  senior  prom  off  he  went 
again  into  the  unknown. 

The  only  facts  which  were  really  cer- 
tain about  the  Ahkoond  of  Swat  were  that 
his  name  was  Myers  and  that  he  really 
did  live  in  Colonial  splendor  on  one  of 
the  South  Sea  Islands  of  the  Pacific, 
where  he  was  planter,  trader,  and  general 
nabob.  Every  year,  in  April  or  May,  he 
left  home,  for  the  express  purpose — so  it 
was  said — of  attending  Commencement, 
arriving  home  again  some  time  in  Au- 
ust.  In  view  of  this  extended  sacri- 
ce,  it  was  especially  curious  that  there 
was  no  record  of  his  having  ever  been 
a student  at  Saint  Leonard’s  at  all,  and 
equally  curious  that  he  never  claimed 
membership  in  any  particular  class.  If 
asked  point-blank,  he  said  that  he  be- 
longed to  the  class  of  “one  minus.” 
That,  in  fact,  was  the  climax  of  the  ec- 
centricity, which  characterized  him — 
that  his  one  unfailing  ceremony,  every 
year,  was  to  attend  the  dinner  of  the 
outgoing  seniors.  With  equal  regularity 
he  was  elected  a member  of  each  class  as 
it  was  graduated.  Just  how  long  he  had 
been  putting  in  these  annual  appear- 
ances no  one  even  pretended  to  know. 


Naturally,  he  must  have  begun  some 
time,  but  classes  back  in  the  ’eighties 
actually  had  records  of  his  election,  and 
classes  back  of  that  either  really  remem- 
bered him  in  their  day  or  thought  that 
they  did. 

In  campus  tradition,  of  course,  the 
legends  about  him  filled  unwritten  vol- 
umes. The  story  most  widely  current 
was  that  he  had  been  one  of  the  Southern 
students  at  the  outbreak  of  the  Civil  War, 
had  fought  a duel  with  a Northern 
student,  had  killed  him,  and  hence  never 
dared  reappear  except  incognito.  A lesser 
story  made  his  victim  a policeman  or 
sometimes  a fireman,  another  painted 
him  as  the  rejected  lover  of  a famous 
Leicester  belle  of  the  ’sixties,  while, 
concerning  his  present  life  during  that 
part  of  the  year  that  he  did  not  spend 
in  traveling  to  and  from  Saint  Leon- 
ard’s Commencements,  undergraduate 
fiction  soared  without  bounds.  Sopho- 
moric  men  of  the  world  knew  it  to  be  a 
fact  that,  on  his  own  island,  he  lived 
like  a sultan — slaves,  harem,  and  all. 
Questioned  in  person  about  these  tales, 
the  Ahkoond  of  Swat  annually  and 
jovially  admitted  them  all,  never  killed 
one  tradition. 

Now,  if  an  ordinary  Commencement 
at  Saint  Leonard’s  was  enough  to  upset 
the  huge  and  impassive  Hotel  Leicester, 
it  can  be  imagined  what  was  expected 
of  the  first  Commencement  after  the 
Great  War  and  the  last  before  the  Great 
Drought.  Pierre  shuddered  whenever 
he  thought  of  it,  and  the  event  fully  jus- 
tified expectations.  The  Ahkoond  of 
Swat  began  tejegraphing  his  progress 
across  the  continent  as  soon  as  he  left 
San  Francisco,  and  when  he  finally  ar- 
rived the  whole  college  went  to  the 
train.  The  Class  of  1909  came  back  a 
week  ahead  of  time  to  make  up  for  two 
Commencements  lost  during  the  war, 
while  the  Class  of  1899,  which  had 
gained  the  name  of  the  “munitions- 
makers,”  sent  personal  cablegrams  to 
every  Saint  Leonard’s  man  who  was  still 
in  Europe.  The  reunion  par  excellence , 
however,  was  that  of  the  Class  of  ’04. 
Every  man  who  had  ever  been  in  the 
class  for  a single  term  was  present  or 
accounted  for — with  one  exception. 
Four  men  were  still  in  the  army,  two 
were  dead,  and  the  other  absentee  had 
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a glass  of  water.  Then  he  raised  his 
hand. 

“Gentlemen,  be  seated,”  he  com- 
manded. “When  you  hear  what  has 
happened  some  of  you  will  faint  away. 
If  there  are  any  of  you  gentlemen  who 
have  weak  hearts  or  cannot  stand  sud- 
den excitement,  I advise  you  to  leave 
at  once.  Are  there  any  such?” 

Grinning  and  curious  and  with  a pro- 
digious scuffling  of  chairs  the  members 
of  the  class  sat  down,  first  by  ones  and 
twos  and  then  in  a body.  They  looked 
at  their  president  dutifully  and  there  fell 
a respectful  silence. 

“There  are  none  such,”  judged 
Adams,  gravely,  looking  them  over. 
He  took  another  sip  of  water,  tucked 
his  napkin  into  his  dress  waistcoat,  and 
began  in  the  thunderous  voice  of  the 
uplift  orator. 

“Gentlemen,”  he  shouted,  “we  live 
in  a time  of  stirring  events,  an  hour  of 
stupendous — ” 

“You  said  that  before,”  interrupted 
a voice  from  the  foot  of  the  table. 
“Call  it  ‘monumental.’” 

“Shut  up!”  cried  two  or  three  other 
voices,  but  the  president  nodded  tow- 
ard the  voice  gravely. 

“I  thank  you.  ‘Monumental’ is  bet- 
ter. We  live  in  an  age  of  monu- 
mental— ” 

“Asses,”  shouted  another  voice;  but 
this  time  half  a dozen  lovers  of  law 
and  order  protested  and  the  president 
went  on. 

“ — of  monumental  surprises.  Last 
October,  did  any  man  here  think  that 
the  war  would  be  over  in  six  weeks?” 
He  paused  rhetorically  and  nodded  first 
at  one  and  then  at  another.  “Did 
you?”  he  demanded.  “Did  you?” 

“No,  by  Jove!”  answered  one  diner, 
dutifully. 

“I  wish  I had.  I’m  a broker,”  said 
another  in  a lower  tone. 

“Nor  did  any  man  living,”  continued 
Adams  in  a tremulous,  dramatic  mono- 
tone. “No,  gentlemen,  things  that,  a 
decade  ago,  we  should  have  regarded 
as  figments  of  a disordered  brain  we 
now  accept  as  commonplaces.” 

“This  man  is  a finished  speaker,” 
came  a sudden  mock-scholarly  voice 
through  the  silence  which  followed  the 
end  of  the  sentence. 


“Aw,  let  him  go  on,”  retorted  an- 
other. “He  may  say  something.  You 
can’t  tell.” 

Adams  held  up  his  hand  pleadingly. 
“Gentlemen,  one  more  word  and  I am 
done.” 

“Well,  then,  make  it  one  hell  of  a 
word.  I’m  hungry,”  replied  the  chronic 
interrupter,  who  had  been  located  as 
Chick  Williams,  one  of  the  men  in 
uniform. 

“If  I did  not  respect  the  livery  you 
wear  more  than  I respect  you,”  retorted 
the  president,  eying  the  offender,  “I 
would  cast  no  more  pearls,  but,  gentle- 
men, I prithee  bear  with  me  yet  a little 
while.  As  I was  saying,  when  inter- 
rupted by  the  rude  and  licentious  sol- 
diery, we  live  in  an  age  when  it  would 
seem  that  no  news  could  startle  us,  but 
yet,  gentlemen,  the  news  that  I am 
about  to  impart  will  shake  this  college 
of  ours  to  its  very  foundations.  No 
longer  will  I hold  you  in  suspense. 
Steel  yourselves  to  meet  it.  Gertrude 
Brown  has  come  back  for  reunion!” 

Queer  things  are  fame  and  popularity. 
As  an  undergraduate,  J.  Foster  Brown, 
more  commonly  known  as  “Gertrude,” 
had  been,  without  any  doubt,  the  most 
hated  man  who  had  ever  entered  Saint 
Leonard’s,  and  the  fifteen  subsequent 
years  during  which  he  had  either  dis- 
regarded all  communications  from  his 
classmates  or  replied  to  them  with  the 
formality  of  a crowned  head  had  only 
softened  that  active  hatred  into  for- 
getful scorn.  Yet,  now,  a stunned  si- 
lence greeted  the  president’s  announce- 
ment and  then  there  burst  forth  a cheer 
louder,  heartier,  more  spontaneous  than 
that  which  had  greeted  the  two  of  the 
class  who  had  been  in  the  trenches.  It 
was  a clear  case  of  the  ninety  and  nine. 
So  long  had  J.  Foster  Brown  forsworn 
his  class  and  his  college,  so  long  had  he 
been  the  one  missing  man,  that  his  re- 
appearance loomed  up  like  a triumph. 
At  that  moment  it  would  not  have 
been  the  least  exaggeration  to  say 
that  “Gertrude”  was  the  most  popular 
man  in  the  Hotel  Leicester.  A dozen 
voices  burst  forth  at  once.  “Where  is 
he?”  “Let’s  go  get  him!”  But  the 
president,  an  expert  parliamentarian  of 
mob  scenes,  held  up  nis  hand. 

“Gentlemen,  this  is  no  common  oc- 
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rasion,  I shall  appoint  a asoiniittige  t>f  hitqsfcffh ad;  the  pravepbiai ‘‘grind’’ 
honor  to  wait  Qh,'(fv.fltrydcin:;'tits  rorinx.*’  of  th*  class  and,  since  graduation,  Had 
‘‘Would  that  he  proper r”  shouted  spent  hrs  entire  life  as  assistance  in  the 
Chick  U iilijms.  who  had  evidenrlv  been  gentle  seclusion  of  the  laboratories  r»f 
coarsened  by  his  rough  lift  in  the  Ord-  Saint  Leonard's.  The  three  men  ruse, 
nance  Departrnettt;  hut  thff  Was  the  scdLcprisciousi\,  arid  departed  iri  quest 
Oply  e^ho  of  the  old  Seeding,  aiul  a dogen  of  the  prodigal,  while  the  whole  class 
Voices  silenced  .him  at  once.  waited'  it*  a suspense  winch,  eonsir'ue- 

“Por  this  happy  duty/'  continued  ing  ds  cause,  was  rather  ridiculous. 
Adams,  looking  around,  " ) shall  appoint-  It  was.  Indeed,  a remarkable  tempera-- 
our  wcSLknowft  ,uvd  it.srfy  popular  sec- . ok  nt  which,  after  the  mellowing  in- 
retary,  Mr.  Bronson;,  that  heroic  sol-  Hueuces  of  hfteen  graduate  years,  could 
diet.  Captain  Rutherford  of  the  Fi^htlng  still  iyavt:  distaste  and  tesehtrugnti  hut 
Fight  Hundred  and  'Forty  .seventh;  and  f.  Fosivr  Brown  had- a remarkable  tem- 
.md  T— be  paused  until  his  eyes  was  one  of  those  men 

tin  a modest,  'scholarly:' fi)gi)re'  jf^r-flO^-l _••  haVjfe'.  actually  known 

the  '..table — “and  that  bulwark  of  enidi-  them, ym;  Could  not  'believe  exist 
turn.  Prof.  Byron  J.  Bolter.  aJothofi.fif ' outside  the  pages  of  sarin?  or  off  the 
that  solid  work  which  1 knmv  that  all  ;tffage  off  'musical'-  coined)*.  It  was  not 

of- you  have  read  and  en.ioyed,  entitted,  that,  like  little  Byron  Bolter,  he  bad 

'Some  Aspects  of  the  'Boll.  Weevil'; ' or,  h<>n  an  carnesr  student  and ..recluse 
Why  Girls  Leave ..Home.  ’**  (funds,  poiers,  molly  cuddles,  sissies. 

The  spirit  of  the  moment  w as  shown  prune  - diggers,  'heelers' different;  cof- 

by  the  little  burst  of  applause'  which  leges  Icall  them  by different  names,  bur 

greeted  this  last  appointment,  for  Bolter  all  Colleges  have  them.  Saint  Leonard’s, 
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like  every  other  institution,  expected  a 
certain  number  each  year  and,  once  they 
arrived,  rolled  up  its  sleeves  and  pro- 
ceeded to  make  them  human. 

But  J.  Foster  Brown  was  not  a molly- 
coddle in  the  usual  sense  of  the  word. 
A proper  and  decent  mollycoddle  is  one 
who  has  been  made  so  by  an  over-fond 
mother,  by  too  early  triumphs  in  text- 
books, by  living  too  much  with  older 
people,  and  sometimes — paradoxically 
— by  the  confining  struggles  of  poverty. 
J.  Foster  Brown  was  none  of  these. 
He  was  a mollycoddle  by  choice,  he 
was  a heeler  with  malice  aforethought, 
he  was  a super-sissy.  As  a child,  he  had 
been  one  of  those  boys  who  are  called 
by  old  ladies  “such  manly  little  fel- 
lows,” thereby  meaning  that  they  have 
not  a single  manly  quality.  As  a 
youth,  he  had  been  one  of  those  syco- 
phantic attendants  whom  curates  and 
choir-masters  are  obliged  to  fall  back 
upon  for  tableaux  and  recitations  be- 
cause they  can  get  no  others  without  a 
saving  sense  of  rough  boyish  shame. 
As  a man,  he  was  one  of  those  creatures 
who  give  talks  to  afternoon  clubs,  who 
pronounce  “Saint-Saens”  correctly,  who 
haunt  art-exhibitions  in  spats,  who 
make  notes  on  their  programs  at  con- 
certs. He  had  left  his  native  Baptist 
and  joined  the  Episcopal  Church  solely 
for  the  titles  and  vestments,  and,  for  the 
same  reasons,  was  already  talking  of 
“leanings  toward  Rome.”  He  had  sat 
with  a fervid  absorption  at  the  feet  of 
professors  at  a Western  normal  college 
until  one  instructor,  who  really  saw  in 
him  a certain  power  for  receiving  im- 
pressions, had  found  him  the  means  to 
go  to  Saint  Leonard’s.  Arriving  there 
five  years  older  than  any  of  his  class- 
mates, he  had  ignored  completely  the 
undergraduate  body,  preferring  to  live 
an  afternoon-tea  and  parlor-recital  life  in 
the  city  of  Leicester.  At  graduation,  a 
vague  fellowship  of  some  sort  had  given 
him  means  to  travel  in  Europe.  After 
that  he  had  let  it  be  known  that  his 
education  had  been  gained  largely  “on 
the  Continent,”  except  that  sometimes 
he  mentioned  Saint  Leonard’s  in  such 
a way  as  to  give  the  impression  that  he 
meant  Saint  Leonard’s  at  Oxford,  and 
not  Saint  Leonard’s  at  little  old  Lei- 
cester, Massachusetts,  U.  S.  A.  He  was 


one  of  those  men  who  pretend  to  forget 
the  exact  English  word  for  a thing  and 
raise  their  shoulders  and  spread  out 
their  hands  and  say,  “Mais — chansons .” 

It  was  this  not  very  pretty  picture 
which  the  mention  of  Gertrude  had 
aroused  in  the  minds  of  the  appointed 
committee,  but  fifteen  years  had  been 
charitable  even  to  Gertrude,  and,  with 
a quite  real  enthusiasm  to  see  the  old 
boy,  all  three  members  looked  forward 
to  bouncing  in  on  him,  the  timid  and 
studious  Byron  especially,  as  he  trailed 
at  the  heels  of  his  companions  in  the 
thrill  of  belated  post-graduate  popu- 
larity. 

At  the  desk  in  the  lobby  Bronson  in- 
quired for  the  number  of  the  room  of 
Mr.  J.  Foster  Brown,  but  even  during 
Commencement  the  Hotel  Leicester 
struggled  hard  to  keep  up  its  oppressive 
formalism.  For  answer  the  clerk  handed 
out  a card  and  a pen  and  demanded, 
“What  name?”  Bronson  pondered  a 
moment  and  then  scribbled  out  a mes- 
sage approved  unanimously  by  the 
other  members  of  the  committee: 

“ The  glorious  Class  of  One  Thousand  Nine 
Hundred  and  Four,  in  banquet  assembled, 
presents  its  compliments  to  Mr.  J.  Foster 
Brown  and  insists  on  his  immediate  presence.” 

At  the  bottom  the  three  men  solemn- 
ly signed  their  names,  but,  with  a quick 
and  forgiving  inspiration,  Bronson  re- 
seized the  pen,  added,  “Over,”  and  on 
the  back  he  scrawled: 

“Come on  down  here,  Gertrude,  old  sport!” 

“Front,  take  this  to  three  sixty- 
eight,”  ordered  the  clerk,  and,  in  a sort 
of  anxiety  and  self-consciousness  which 
were  as  inexplicable  as  the  shout  in  the 
banquet-room,  the  committee  waited 
the  bell-boy’s  return.  He  returned  soon 
enough  and  made  his  report  to  the  clerk, 
who  turned  to  the  waiting  committee: 

“Mr.  Brown  says  that  he  is  lying 
down  and  begs  to  be  excused.” 

To  the  clerk  it  was  a normal  message 
enough  and  he  turned  back  to  his  duties, 
but  the  members  of  the  committee 
looked  at  one  another  in  incredulous 
and  wounded  amazement.  It  was  half 
a minute  before  Bronson  could  breathe 
the  unbelief  of  them  all: 

“Well,  what  do  you  know  about 
that?” 
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“Grod  gosh!’’  h<*  added  a moment  him,  but  J.  Foster  Brow**  . was  not 
hirer,  “we  'can’t  rake  that  message  back  puny,  -He  was  well  over  medium  height, 
to  fk|*?trst,  They'd  lyntH  hfrtid’  and  exceedingly  well  fed.  . ! ’vi‘ .. 

‘‘Fethaps  h«  misunderstvod  if,”  sup-  Bronson  held  our.  His  band,  but  J. 
gested  little  Ihdtet,  fhafitirbiy.  “ Per-  Foster  Brawn  stijbd  looking  at  him 
haps  he  thought  that  yse  svere  making  with  a-sort-  t^vhalf-hiendirtg-ilighity,  and 
il^itjFHifn-  Bet’s  go  irp  and  get  hihgv  Bronson  let  his  band  fail.  " W. 

”■  You  fveo  cap  go  if  you  want  r-»,”  Thought”  he  sasd,  rather  stiffly,  "rhas. 
replied  Futhetfordv  earti^ii;  woh’ta'  perhaps  you  did  w>t  understand  that 
Bronson  hesirated.  ”VVel!,  then,  the  class  is  having  its  fifteenth  reunion 
eonte  on.  Doe,”  he  said  _ar  last.  Leav-  banquet.*  ' . ■ • V'*  • *. 

ing  Rurherfoid  suiking  in  front. of  the  ^.I'YehieisfM'the ••annooncetftene,',*.-'.re- 
desk,  the.  two ; entered  the  elevator  and  plied  j.  Foster  Brpwtij  If  one  could 
ascended  to  the  third  floOf,  ft*  their  liaee  h<ap.i  h<S  voice  there  would  be 
knock  at-  TSo.  v"*  no  response  came  at  no  further  need  to  deserihv-  him.  It  was 

feel  not  ielt.was  heavy  s?id 

as  Futherford  did,  Repeated  it  loudly,  breathy  and  gave  put  each  word  acerwd*- 
Afur  sf  mordent .pahtfec'ipi's^^.  modu-  wg  to  principles  of *nandatiott,  It  syaY 
lated  tones, ‘‘£n/res.”  such  a voice  as  is  taught  at.  schofds  of 

Fifteen  years  had  made  no  change  in  Elocution.  ’T  thought  that  possibly  ! 
Gertrude  except,  perhaps,  that.  he  was  might  attend.,  hut  , as  i sent  vvnrd,  I was 
a little  heavier  and' ^ thotepfnkhh  tired  and ; vrdshvd  W lie  dtwvn>-‘ 
of  lace.  . If  J.  been  • . iBronsbn  stared  at  him.  unable  tp 

a puny  little  man  his  rd.issmates  might  grasp  it.  "But  look  bere,'‘  he-  Vx- 
not.  have  found  it  so  hard  t»t  forgive  claimed.  “Haven’t  you  any  desire  to 
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see  men  with  whom  you  went  through.  Pet  haps  J.  Foster  saw  it,  or  perhaps  he 
four  years  of  college,  whom  you  haven’t  was  still  determined  to  show  this  under- 
seen  for  fifteen  years?”  Kml  city  merchant  what  a man  df  the 

“ I should  be  very  happy  to  see  them,”  world  did  in  such  emergencies.  At  any 

replied  Brown,-  politely,  ‘‘and  during  rate,  lifting  his  eyebrows  with  the  quiet 
the  next  few  days  1 hope  to  see  them  air  of  one  who  reminds  an  upper  servant 
one  and  all,  hut  perhaps  you  do  not  that  he  is  forgetting  himself,  he  replied  1 
realize  that  I have  been  eighteen  hours  “Why  did  I come  back?  I will  tell 
on  the  train,*’  you  if  you  forte  me  to  do  it.  I came 

“Eighteen  hours?”  retorted  Bronson-  back  to  attend  the  academic  exercises. 
“I  have  been  seventy-two.”  1 did  not  come  back  to  attend  a riotous 

“Thar  is  very  interesting,”  replied  orgy-.  It  may  amuse  you  to  act  like  a 

the  unbelievable  Brown.  “ No  doubt  sophomore.  It  does  not  amuse  me.” 
you  are  more  accustomed  to  such  things  “Oh,  doesn’t  it?*’  snorted  Bronson, 
than  I aw.”  and,  following  Bolter,  be  left  the  room. 

Bronson  could  stand  it  no.  longer.  An  expectant  silence  greeted  the  haf- 
“ Gertrude,  for  the  love  of  jumping  Jack  Red  emlssarres  as  they  entered  the  ball- 
jimmy,”  lie  hurst,  out — approximately  room;  a cheer  for  Gertrude  hung  on  the 
— “will  you  please  tell  me  what  in  the  lips  of  the  assembled'  banqueters,  bur 
n ame  of  cringing;  crumbling ^rhesus  you  sottlerhiog  hi  tile  fares  of  all  three  stifled 
came  back  to  this  triple  bang,  bang  the  cheer  and  curious  glances  foliow'ril 
Conimeneoment  at  all  for  r”  them  as  they  approached  the  president's 

He  had  said  it  at  last  and  was.  glad  chair.  Adams  himself  was  as  tlutndtr- 
that  lie  bad,  hut  the  two  men  stood  struck  as  the  committee  had  been.  For 
. faciur  each  with  narrowing  eyes,  a niomept  he  did  not  know  what  to  say  j 

As  he  stood,  two  feet  away  from  him,  then  his  natural  gift  for  chairmanship 
Bronson  knew  that  if  Brown  made  a.  gave  him  his  cue  and  he  rapped  lor 
move  of  any  kind  his  fist  would  shoot  silence. 

out  upon  that  prim,  pursed-up  mouth.  '‘Gentlemen,”  lie  announced,  simply. 
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“the  committee  reports  that  Gertrude 
is  lying  down.” 

He  took  his  seat  and  a half-hearted 
laugh  arose.  The  diners  thought  that  it 
was  merely  a foolish  fiction  invented  by. 
the  committee,  but  the  president  said 
nothing  more  and  little  murmurs  began 
to  go  up  and  down  the  table.  As  the 
three  committeemen  took  their  seats  at 
different  parts  of  the  board,  groups  gath- 
ered around  them  and  got  the  true  ver- 
sion. “Oh,  slush!”  came  one  high, 
mocking  voice  from  the  group  which  was 
getting  the  story  from  Bolter,  but  the 
general  feeling  was  one  of  such  unspeak- 
able rage  that  even  the  marching  song, 
started  a moment  after,  went  without 
any  verve. 

“If  any  one  had  told  me,”  said  Bron- 
son, an  hour  later,  “that  that  blank, 
blank,  blank  could  have  spoiled  our 
whole  fifteenth  reunion  dinner — ” But 
the  fact  was  that  he  had.  The  usual 
songs  were  sung,  the  usual  history  was 
read,  the  usual  speeches  were  made,  but 
the  evening  was  flat.  It  was  barely 
eleven  o’clock  when  the  dinner  broke  up 
and  the  members  of  the  class  went 
through  the  big  folding-doors,  beyond 
which,  as  scouts  reported,  the  greatest 
Commencement  in  fifty  years  was  just 
hitting  its  stride. 

If  J.  Foster  Brown  had  succeeded  in 
spoiling  the  evening  for  his  own  class, 
he  had  not  succeeded  in  spoiling  it  for 
any  other.  As  the  ’04  men  peered  down 
from  the  balcony  into  the  lobby,  they 
saw  a sight  that  looked  like  a cross 
between  the  stock-exchange  and  a 
Polish  wedding.  The  Class  of  ’14  had 
started  a “walk  around”  which  was 
gaining  recruits  at  every  step.  The 
Class  of  ’09  was  trying  to  get  its  private 
brass  band  through  the  doors,  still  play- 
ing “Round  Her  Neck  She  Wore  a 
Yellow  Ribbon.”  Pierre,  his  English 
accent  forgotten,  was  trying  to  tell  the 
manager,  by  gestures,  that  he  could  do 
nothing.  The  manager  was  trying  to 
support  Pierre  in  his  authority  and  at 
the  same  time  be  a good  fellow  with  an 
old  Saint  Leonard’s  man  who  owned 
fourteen  steamships.  _ Through  all  four 
doors  of  the  lobby,  Saint  Leonard’s  men, 
ranging  in  age  from  seventeen  to 
seventy,  and  ranging  in  dress  from  a 
sailor’s  uniform  to  a clerical  waistcoat, 

Vol.  C XXXIX— No.  830.— 22 


were  pouring  in  at  every  minute,  while 
around  the  doors  of  the  main  dining- 
room, a group  of  townspeople,  men  and 
women,  in  evening  dress,  was  huddled, 
half  alarmed,  half  delighted.  Outside 
the  windows,  newsboys  were  pressing 
their  noses  against  the  screens  ana 
throwing  their  caps  in  delirium. 

With  a whoop,  the  Class  of  ’04  re- 
covered its  spirits  and  poured  down  the 
stairs  to  join  its  fellows,  but  the  story 
of  Gertrude  had  already  spread  all  over 
the  place.  Just  as  groups  had  formed 
spontaneously  around  the  returning 
committee,  so  now  incredulous  groups 
formed  around  each  of  the  ’04  men  and 
demanded  the  truth  of  the  matter.  At 
first  it  was  a subject  for  taunting,  but 
soon  it  became  a matter  for  mob  anger. 

It  ceased  to  be  a class  shame.  It  became 
a shame  for  the  whole  college. 

The  ’09  band  had  finally  succeeded  in 
working  its  bass  drum  through  the 
revolving-doors  and  had  broken  into  the 
strains  of  “Hail,  Hail,  the  Gang’s  All 
Here!”  when,  suddenly,  even  its  blare 
was  dulled  and  dimmed  by  a thundering 
roar  from  the  basement  stairs.  The 
graduating  class,  which  had  dined  in  the 
rathskeller,  had  had  a drum  corps  in 
hiding  for  just  this  minute,  and,  with 
a rumble  which  shook  the  false-marble 
columns,  was  emerging  from  the  lower 
regions.  At  the  head  marched  one  of 
the  paid  fifers,  a middle-aged  man  with 
a napkin  wound  round  his  brow,  care- 
fully spotted  with  tomato  catchup. 
Beside  him  strode,  beating  a drum,  one 
#of  the  youngsters  of  the  class,  in  a tennis- 
shirt,  open  at  the  neck.  Between  them 
marched  an  old,  white-haired  man  in  his 
shirt-sleeves  pounding  a second  drum 
as  if  his  life  depended  upon  it.  As  a 
reproduction  of  the  familiar  picture  it 
was  a stroke  of  genius,  but  at  sight  of 
the  white-haired  man  a shout  went  up 
from  the  entire  lobby:  “It’s  the  Ah- 
koond  of  Swat!  It’s  the  Ahkoond  of 
Swat !” 

Looking  neither  to  right  nor  left  and 
ounding  his  drum  without  a smile  on 
is  face,  the  Ahkoond  of  Swat  led  his 
procession  around  the  lobby  amid  roars 
of  applause.  The  word  that  big  things 
were  occurring  at  the  Hotel  Leicester 
had  spread  up  into  the  theater  district 
and  the  group  of  townspeople  was  being 
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augmented  from  moment  to  moment 
by  men  who  applauded  and  women  who 
laughed  until  the  tears  stood  in  their 
eyes.  A famous  comedian  who  had  been 
playing  at  one  of  the  theaters  came  into 
the  lobby,  asked  what  it  was  all  about, 
and  then,  announcing  that  he  himself 
was  a loyal  graduate  of  Fordham,  seized 
the  bass  drum  from  the  ’09  band  and 
joined  in  with  “The  Spirit  of ’Seventy- 
six.”  The  manager,  seeing  the  way  in 
which  things  were  going,  gave  up  all 
attempts  at  restraint. 

“Complain?”  he  replied  to  Pierre, 
who  was  still  protesting.  “In  Heaven’s 
name,  who  am  I going  to  complain  to? 
The  mayor  himself  is  bursting  his  sides 
out  there  in  the  dining-room,  and  the 
district  attorney  is  in  the  procession, 
playing  the  big  horn!” 

In  and  out  of  every  room  on  the  first 
floor  went  the  procession,  and  then  dis- 
solved by  mutual  fatigue.  The  older 
men,  following  the  example  of  the  towns- 
eople,  began  to  bid  for  tables  in  the 
ig  dining-room,  the  younger  classes 
started  giving  class  yells  under  the 
echoing  rotunda,  while,  on  the  main 
stairway,  a little  man  with  a bald  head 
and  huge  horn-rim  spectacles  was  hold- 
ing an  ever-increasing  audience  with  an 
oration  on  what  he  said  was  “The 
Rights  of  Man,” 

As  his  cohorts  dissolved,  the  Ahkoond 
of  Swat,  his  face  redder  than  ever  and 
his  goatee  whiter  than  ever,  resumed 
the  coat  which  was  held  for  him  by  a 
grinning  waiter.  He  stood  a moment 
in  thought  and  then  moved  toward  the 
stairs.  Half  a dozen  members  of  his 
latest  class  saw  him  go  and  protested, 
but  the  old  man  put  them  oflF  gently: 
“Just  a minute,  boys;  I’ll  be  down 
again.  Keep  it  going  until  I get  back.” 

Still  protesting,  they  watched  him, 
adoringly,  start  up  the  stairway. 

“They  say  that  woman’s  place  is  in 
the  home!”  shouted  the  little  orator 
with  the  hom-rim  spectacles  as  the 
Ahkoond  passed  him. 

“Hear!  Hear!”  applauded  the  old 
man,  pausing  a moment  on  the  step 
beside  him. 

“Yea,  Ahkoond!”  responded  the 
crowd  on  the  floor  below.  The  old  man 
turned  and  bowed  profusely,  but  when, 
alone,  he  reached  the  mezzanine  floor. 


he  was  climbing  very  slowly  and  breath- 
ing heavily.  He  rang  for  the  elevator 
and  was  carried  two  floors  higher.  He 
found  his  way  down  the  liall  and 
knocked  at  a door. 

“Come  in,”  said  a quiet  voice. 

The  old  man  entered  and  J.  Foster 
Brown  looked  up,  unconcerned,  from 
under  the  drop-light  where  he  was 
reading  a book.  As  if,  however,  its 
occupant  were  the  least  important  thing 
in  the  room,  the  old  man  looked  curi- 
ously over  the  furnishings  of  the  apart- 
ment— the  ivory-backed  brushes  and 
nail-files  neatly  arranged  on  the  bureau, 
the  silk  lounging-robe  laid  out  on  the  bed, 
the  boots  carefully  treed  and  standing 
in  an  imposing  row  in  the  doorway  of 
the  open  closet.  “You  do  yourself  well,” 
he  said  smiling,  dryly;  then  realizing 
that  J.  Foster  Brown  was  looking  at  him 
in  rather  outraged  alarm,  he  said, 
“ Don’t  you  know  who  I am  ?” 

J.  Foster  flushed  almost  angrily.  He 
was  reluctant  to  say  the  name,  not 
because  it  might  be  insulting,  but  be- 
cause he  did  not  wish  to  be  a party  to 
any  such  juvenile  nonsense.  “You 
are — ” he  began,  hesitatingly. 

The  old  man  grinned.  “Say  it,  man, 
say  it.  Yes,  I am  the  Akhoond  of  Swat.” 
He  saw  that  Brown  was  quite  ready  to 
believe  him  either  demented  or  intoxi- 
cated, so  he  added:  “I  have  also 
another  name.  Perhaps  you  know  that 
one  better.  I am  sometimes  known  as 
‘Anonymous,  ’71.’” 

At  the  words,  Brown  turned  first  white 
and  then  crimson.  “ I beg  your  pardon,” 
he  exclaimed,  jumping  from  his  chair. 
“I  beg  your  pardon.  Won’t  you  sit 
down?” 

The  Ahkoond  of  Swat  smiled  grimly 
and  took  the  chair  which  Brown  pushed 
forward  for  him.  “No,  leave  it  open,” 
he  ordered,  as  Brown  started  swiftly  to 
close  the  door.  “I  like  to  hear  them. 
I’m  only  here  once  a year,  you  know.” 

Through  the  open  door  and  up  the 
three  flights  were  rising  the  songs  and 
shouts  from  the  main  floor  below.  Above 
the  indistinct  clamor  soared  now  the 
exquisite  agony  of  campus  symphonies: 

“White  wings, 

They  never  grow  wearee.” 

The  old  man  listened  fondly,  then 
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turned  to  Brown,  who  was  facing  him, 
tight-lipped  and  trembling.  “Sit  down, 
man,  sit  down.” 

There  were  perhaps  five  or  six  men 
in  the  Leicester  Hotel  at  that  minute 
who  would  have  started  as  Brown  had 
done  if  the  Ahkoond  of  Swat  had  an- 
nounced to  them  that  he  was  “Anony- 
mous, '71.”  To  the  rest  the  words 
would  have  meant  nothing.  “Anony- 
mous, '71”  was  the  name  of  a fund, 
or  rather  the  name  of  an  unknown  pa- 
tron by  whom  one  student  was  always 
kept  at  Saint  Leonard’s.  A more  re- 
markable scholarship  probably  never  ex- 
isted. The  beneficiaries  had  been  men  of 
every  sort — scholars,  athletes,  dandies, 
and  louts.  No  restrictions  whatever  were 
put  on  their  use  of  the  money  or  on  the 
life  they  might  choose  to  lead.  Pro- 
vided their  college  bills  were  paid,  they 
were  free  to  spend  the  generous  re- 
mainder of  their  allowance  in  any  man- 
ner they  pleased — for  books,  travel, 
fraternity  dues,  or  fine  raiment.  In 
short,  by  means  of  the  fund  and  with- 
out the  knowledge  of  any  one  else, 
a boy  without  money  was  made  for 
four  years  the  absolute  equal  of  any  one 
of  his  more  fortunate  fellows.  In  some 
especially  promising  cases,  the  funds 
did  not  even  stop  with  graduation. 
That  was  what  caused  the  awfulness  of 
this  moment.  Not  because  he  had  been 
a beneficiary  of  “Anonymous,  ’71”  as 
an  undergraduate  was  this  such  a fear- 
ful moment  for  J.  Foster  Brown. 
To  “Anonymous,  ’71”  he  was  indebted 
for  those  three  golden  years  of  luxurious 
ease  and  travel  and  dilettanteism  in 
Europe! 

There  had  been  no  deception  about 
those  three  years  as  a Traveling  Fellow. 
Brown  had  reported  faithfully  every- 
thing that  he  had  done  and  had  not  done, 
but  his  reports  would  hardly  have  been 
the  same  had  he  known  that  the  Ah- 
koond of  Swat  was  his  patron.  He 
squirmed  now  to  think  of  the  hardened 
old  worldling  grinning  over  his  ecstatic 
letters  on  the  blue  Mediterranean,  his 
carefully  thought-out,  exquisite  descrip- 
tions of  some  delightful  old  comice  in 
Florence,  his  scholastic  analysis  of  the 
work  of  Alvarez  in  Faust  at  the  Paris 
opera. 

No  reply  had  ever  come  to  his  re- 


ports, and  as  time  had  gone  on  he  had 
grown  bolder.  He  had  been  a man  of 
fashion  in  Paris.  He  had  made  a luxuri- 
ous trip  up  the  Nile  with — supreme 
irony — a little  gift  book  at  the  end  dedi- 
cated to  “Anonymous,  ’71.”  It  was 
hardly  strange  that  in  his  own  mind  had 
grown  up  a picture  of  some  fine  old  re- 
cluse who  appreciated  true  refinement 
and  genteel  scholarship.  And  now  to  be 
faced  by  the  most  grotesque,  most  riot- 
ous figure  known  to  the  college  tradi- 
tion, a man  about  whom  almost  any- 
thing was  spoken  and  almost  anything 
believed. 

On  the  background  of  those  three 
years  all  of  the  subsequent  life  of  J. 
roster  Brown  had  been  based,  and  the 
Ahkoond  of  Swat  must  know  it.  Brown 
had  been  a success,  as  success  is  for  men 
of  his  tastes,  but  what  must  he  have 
been  to  the  swearing  old  South  Sea 
planter?  His  critical  articles  had  a cer- 
tain vogue  among  a certain  precieux 
class  of  readers.  He  lectured  weekly 
before  certain  clubs  at  a good  fat  fee 
and  his  invitation  recitals  of  famous 
musicians  held  at  the  Amsterdam  Club 
promised  in  time  to  make  him  a wealthy 
man.  And  to  whom  did  he  owe  it?  Small 
wonder  that  J.  Foster  Brown  sat  speech- 
less. Small  wonder  that  he  knew  that 
this  was  not  a visit  for  receiving  thanks, 
that  this  was  a day  of  reckoning. 

Of  Brown,  however,  it  must  be  ad- 
mitted that  in  this  moment  of  conscious 
guilt  he  made  a far  better  appearance 
than  he  had  in  his  moments  of  conscious 
superiority.  He  had  not  obeyed  the 
command  to  sit  doWn,  but  he  had  turned 
toward  the  open  window.  His  face  was 
flushed  but  his  lips  were  firm.  The 
Ahkoond  of  Swat  sat  looking  at  him. 

“Brown,”  he  said  at  last,  “I  am 
ashamed  of  you.” 

Brown  said  nothing.  There  was  noth- 
ing to  say,  but  the  tension  was  broken 
suddenly  by  a grotesque  melody  from 
the  floors  below:  . 

“Paige’s  horse  is  in  the  snow  drift, 
Paige’s  sleigh  is  upside  down.” 

“That’s  a new  one,”  remarked  the 
Ahkoond,  appreciatively.  He  sat  down 
and  calmly  lighted  a long  Manila  che- 
root while,  fearfully,  Brown  sat  also  and 
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watched  him.  The  older  man  threw 
the  match  toward  the  window  and 
spoke. 

“Brown,”  he  began,  “don’t  be  afraid 
that  you’re  going  to  be  lectured.  I’m 
nobody  to  talk,  myself.  Besides,  I’m  in 
a hurry  now  to  get  back  to  the  boys. 
You  don’t  seem  to  realize  that  this 
doesn’t  happen  every  day.” 

True  to  nis  word,  he  hastened  to  cut 
it  short. 

“You’ve  had  four  years  of  college, 
Brown,”  he  went  on.  “My  college 
course  stopped  one  week  before  it  be- 
gan. It  represented  five  years  of  sav- 
ing— five  hundred  dollars  back  in  the 
hard-time  ’sixties.  I told  you  that  I’m 
not  going  to  sob  about  it.  I can’t 
honestly  confess  that  I wanted  the 
Latin  and  Greek.  I wanted” — he 
waved  his  arm  toward  the  riot  of  sound 
past  the  open  door — “I  wanted  that.” 

“Amici  usque  ad  aras 

Deep  graven  on  each  heart. 

Shall  be  found  unwav’ring  true 
Till  we  from  life  shall  part.” 

“Just  that,”  nodded  the  Ahkoond. 
“I  had  my  trunk  all  packed,  and  then 
my  father  fell  down  the  hatch  of  a 
schooner  and  twisted  his  back.  A week 
before,  I had  meant  to  be  a student  at 
Saint  Leonard’s.  A week  later,  I was 
a sailor  before  the  mast,  bound  around 
the  Horn.” 

He  was  speaking  quickly  and  jerkily. 
“I  presume  if  I’d  had  a son  I should 
have  sent  him  to  Saint  Leonard’s. 
Well—” 

As  if  he  had  told  the  whole  story,  he 
suddenly  changed  his  tone. 

“Brown,”  he  said,  now  beginning  to 
talk  smoothly  again,  “there  are  men 
and  men.  Eight  of  you  boys  I’ve  had 
here  at  Saint  Leonard’s  first  and  last. 
I’ve  had  every  kind  and  I’ve  had  them 
all  different  on  purpose.  Suppose  I had 
had  a son.  He  might  have  been  a 
jovial  old  sinner  like  me  myself.  You 
never  can  tell.  He  might  have  been  a 
keen,  conscientious,  matter-of-fact,  busi- 
ness man  like — well,  like  most  of  them 
were.  He  might  have  been  a two-fisted 
soldierman  like  one  who  died  in  the 
Islands  in  ’99.  He  might  have  been — 
you. 

“Brown,”  continued  the  Ahkoond, 


looking  at  him  unflinchingly,  “I  know 
more  about  you  boys  than  you  have 
any  idea — perhaps  more  about -boys  in 
general.”  He  waved  his  hand  toward 
the  ivory-backed  brushes.  “ Don’t  wor- 
ry. I understand  that — the  grand  opera, 
too,  and  the  life  on  the  Riviera.  If  it 
will  make  you  any  easier  in  your  mind 
I will  tell  you  that  there’s  not  a thing 
you  have  done  the  last  fifteen  years 
that  I haven’t  approved  of — until  to- 
night. You  were  bom  that  kind  of  a 
man,  that’s  all.  You  couldn’t  help  it. 

I don’t  even  know  why  you  should  try 
to  help  it.  I’ve  lived  abroad,  remember. 
I’m  not  one  of  your  two-foot  Yankees 
that  believes  that  every  man  has  got 
to  make  a storekeeper  of  himself.  The 
finest  men  I have  known  never  earned 
a cent  in  their  lives.” 

“Sweet  Rosie  O’Grady, 

My  dear  little  Rose.” 

came  a whining  wail  from  the  regions 
below.  _ The  Ahkoond  accepted  the  op- 
portunity to  relight  his  cheroot,  but  he 
did  not  allow  it  to  divert  him. 

“The  best  thing  you  can  do  for  the 
average  boy,”  he  continued,  as  the  flame 
of  the  match  rose  and  fell  with  his  puffs, 
“is  to  give  him  the  best  education  that 
money  will  buy  and  then  turn  him 
loose  without  a cent  to  his  name;  but 
not  every  boy  is  the  average  boy.  You 
were  not  the  average  boy.  I have  raised 
a lawyer,  a parson,  a soldier,  a chemist, 
and  a couple  of  busy  little  money- 
makers. You  — you  were  to  be  the 
artist.” 

He  was  silent  and,  for  the  first  time, 
Brown  replied.  “I  trust  that  you  are 
not  being  ironical.” 

“Not  a bit  of  it,”  answered  the  Ah- 
koond. “No  one  can  shape  another 
man’s  life.  I have  never  tied  any 
strings  to  my  boys,  in  college  or  out. 
I knew  that  the  best  I could  do  would 
be  to  give  them  the  means  to  be  the 
thing  that  nature  intended  them  to  be. 

“Brown,  I have  earned  the  right  to 
talk  plainly,”  went  on  the  old  man. 
“ I saw  what  you  would  be  the  day  you 
were  graduated.  The  world  has  little 
call  for  your  kind  of  goods,  but  that  is 
not  saying  that  you  have  nothing  to 

give  the  world.  You  have  taste,  you 
ave  instinct,  you  have  really  a craving 
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for  beautiful  things.  You  are  not  one 
of  the  men  built  to  produce;  you  are  one 
of  the  men  built  to.  enjoy. . You  may 
not  be  able,  id  paint  a picture  yourself 
or  write  a song,,  bur  you  can  encourage 
other  men  to  do  them.  Not  too  many 
of  you,  I am  frank  to  say  jr,  but  the 


complaining;  bur  why  do  you  stop 
where  you  do?” 

As  the  Ahkooml  had  said.  Brown  did 
have' ii&trbcL  /"Even.  in  fcfwjse  incredible 
circumstances  he  know  that  the  old  man 
did  not  wish  abjecintss',  that  gratitude 
at:  this  moment  would  only  irritate  him. 
‘‘But  what  do  you  wish  me  to  do?"  he 


Brown  stared,  at  the  carpet,  " Toler- 
ance.?" he  asked.  ' 

“IBtfiyhcec*  *he  older  man  echoed: 
"That  is  one  name  for  it.  Loyalty  may 
be  arturhe/,.  Perhaps,  if  you  try,  you 
may  think  fed  bt be ry  ytilb'’  But  when. 
Brpwtt  looked  up  he  had  gone; 

For  u tnimite  longer  jj,  Foster  Brown 
still  stood  where  the  other  had  left;  him, 
then  weakly  he  wept  and  sat  by  the 
open  wimkiW.  Below,  the  shouts  and 
singing;  Lad  ratber  dkii  dOWh.  lmr  sud- 
der.lv  ht.  beard  die  m revive  again  in  a 
It  burst  of  welcomed 


For  a moment  die  Ahkoond  wa3  si- 
lent. ‘‘That  is  not  for  me  to  tell  you,” 
he  replied  at  last.  “1  have  vowed  that 
1 would  never /give  a word  of  suggestion 
to  any  of  my  boys  and  1 never  shall 
You  must  map  out  your  own  course  as 
the  others  have  done.  Don’t  think 
they’ve  all  been  perfect,  either.” 

A fresh  burst  of  shouts,  mingled  with 
laughter,  yaote  from  Below  and  he  waved 
his  hand  in  che  direction  from  which  it 
came,  '*** There  you  are,"  he  said,  short- 
ly. M l havrr  been  a rough  wan  and  I 
confess  that  I like  rough  things — 
coarse  things  they  may  seem  to  you— 
but  did  I sneer  and  laugh  at  a man  of 
your  kind?  Those  boys,  down/ there 
don’t  understand  your  Lind  of  life,  yet, 
to-night,  did  they  not  do  everything  lit 
their  power  to  meet  you  half-way?  Is 
there  nothing  in  that  to  give  you  the 
answer?"  . ■, 


"The  Ahkoond  leads  •>.  jolly  life,  jolly  S,tV 
He's  free  ftwo  yVery  care  and.,  strife,  care 
and  stnfe.'j 

As;  if  he  had  been  there  himself,  the 
man  in  the  roam  above  could  picture 
yhe.'  htwy'ihg  vvfttttvhajned!  old  man  on 

*•-  ^ "-* 1 i»r  is.'  .'aI  Vj  4 •-  . • ' . - 1 <■_»  . ' ‘jf  . ^ 


youjigstyrs. , 

..mi  - mm  ppi 

the  hotel  that,  evening.'  lr  was  curi- 
ously '^ir'jtnrlijjg::  .yTKcp, . falling  and  tis- 
Ing  hv  ctiuld  near  the  tone*  of  a speak- 
ing voice.  Be  heard  another  voice 
calling.  "One.  two,  three!'’  and  then 
there  bum  forth  the  yell  by  which, 
secretly,  eycn  he  had  always  been 
thrilled:  j - ., 

'Hjtitft-bAiWT, 

S- a-'lifei  .HAtkT-.^A! NT. 

S-  a - t-k-T. : S a i *47  - 1 nt>  S ai  nt  L eon  akj>’ s . 

want  B.EftTRpxm!’' 

:The  man  sitting  by  the  window  aberve 
shivered  nervously.  Ir  was  not  easy 
for  him,  but  he  did  it.  He  rose  slowly 
and  went  toward  the  Stairs,  y 
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>E  shall  need  many  years 
in  which  to  appraise 
the  lessons  of  the  war. 
In  every  direction  the 
stress  and  strain  of  the 
unprecedented  emer- 

_ gency  modified  the 

structural  organization  of  government, 
industry,  finance,  and  education.  How 
many  of  these  modifications  contained 
elements  of  permanent  value,  how  many 
had  a merely  transient  validity,  no  one 
can  say.  The  manifest  disposition  of  the 
recognized  leaders  in  almost  every  major 
field  of  national  activity  was  to  regard 
most  of  them  as  temporary  aberrations. 
With  the  signing  of  the  armistice  the 
captains  of  commerce,  industry,  labor, 
and  education  called  with  singular  una- 
nimity for  a return  to  the  status  quo  ante. 
On  the  eve  of  his  first  departure  for 
Europe,  President  Wilson  voiced  the 
apparently  unanimous  sentiment  when, 
in  his  address  to  Congress,  he  declared 
that  the  time  had  come  to  dismantle 
the  special  agencies  that  had  been  set 
up  to  concentrate  the  nation’s  resources 
upon  the  achievement  of  victory — to 
throw  all  war-time  harness  off. 

But  if  our  war-time  experience  effected 
no  permanent  change  in  our  political  and 
social  institutions,  it  did,  nevertheless, 
•define  certain  of  their  more  serious  de- 
fects with  immensely  increased  preci- 
sion. None  of  our  democratic  institu- 
tions has  traditionally  been  the  object 
of  greater  pride  than  our  system  of 
public  education.  Whatever  the  recog- 
nized limitations  of  our  public-school 
system,  however  ready  we  might  be  to 
admit  the  desirability  of  certain  exten- 
sions and  improvements,  we  did,  never- 
theless, entertain  the  confident  convic- 
tion that  it  had  made  our  citizenship  the 
most  literate  and  enlightened  in  the 
world.  By  effectively  opening  the  essen- 
tial channels  for  the  transmission  of 
knowledge  and  the  exchange  of  ideas,  it 
had,  we  believed,  securely  safeguarded 
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our  democracy  against  the  unreasoned 
assaults  of  blind  and  misguided  mass 
ignorance.  Before  the  war  we  had  never 
made  a serious  attempt  to  test  the  sub- 
stance of  this  conviction.  We  had  relied 
upon  the  incomplete  evidence  of  our 
decennial  census  which  seemed  to  sub- 
stantiate our  faith.  But  in  February  of 
this  year,  a representative  of  the  Sur- 
geon-General’s office  appeared  before  a 
Congressional  committee  in  support  of  a 
bill  designed  to  give  Federal  aid  to  the 
states  in  extending  the  knowledge  of 
English  among  native  illiterates  and 
non-English-speaking  immigrants.  He 
laid  before  Congress  the  data  accumu- 
lated by  the  War  Department  during  its 
examination  of  drafted  men.  These 
records  show  that  25  per  cent,  of  the 
men  who  entered  the  draft  army  were 
unable  to  read  the  newspapers  or  to 
write  letters  home.  A large  proportion 
of  this  25  per  cent,  were  as  completely 
incapable  of  writing  their  names  as  the 
coolies  of  inland  China.  This  shocking 
extent  of  illiteracy  among  the  adult  men 
whom  our  system  of  public  education 
had  certified  to  citizenship,  not  only  in- 
terfered with  the  exigent  training  of  the 
new  army,  but  seriously  embarrassed 
field  operations.  Moreover,  it  placed 
grave  obstacles  in  the  way  of  efficient 
industrial  mobilization.  Accidents  that 
hamper  production  occur  twice  as  fre- 
quently among  the  illiterate  as  among 
those  who  can  read  and  write.  No  doubt 
the  rate  of  illiteracy  among  the  drafted 
men  was  somewhat  higher  than  among 
the  population  as  a whole,  with  its  large 
increment  of  children  of  compulsory 
school  age.  But  the  draft  army  was, 
after  all,  a selected  body  of  men,  and  the 
fact  that  one-fourth  of  them  were  illit- 
erate throws  a disillusioning  light  on  the 
elementary  efficiency  of  our  public- 
school  system.  . 

Another  common  belief  upon  which 
our  war-time  experience  placed  the 
stamp  of  illusion  is  the  prevailing  opinion 
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that  America  is  peculiarly  rich  in  trade 
and  mechanical  skill.  In  discussing  the 
problems  of  international  mercantile 
competition,  it  has  been  an  almost  set- 
tled habit  with  us  to  make  magnificent 
gestures  about  the  intelligence,  initia- 
tive, and  mechanical  resourcefulness  of 
the  free  and  self-reliant  American  work- 
man. This  facile  generalization  was 
also  subjected  to  its  first  exacting  test 
during  the  war.  The  requisitions  of  the 
Army  Staff  Corps  called  for  82,000  oc- 
cupational specialists  in  every  100,000 
men  enlisted  in  its  service.  Forty  thou- 
sand occupational  specialists  were  re- 
quired in  every  100,000  enlisted  in  the 
infantry  divisions.  The  army’s  trade 
classifications  enumerated  714  distinct 
occupations.  For  every  job,  the  army 
had  an  exact  definition  of  duties.  In 
an  emergency,  the  all-round  workman, 
the  clever,  adaptable,  self-made  jack-of- 
all-trades  was  at  a prohibitive  discount. 
The  exigent  demand  was  for  specifically 
qualified  men,  for  precisely  defined  tasks. 
To  find  the  right  man  for  the  particular 
job,  the  army  set  up  a personnel  organi- 
zation to  subject  men  claiming  to  pos- 
sess trade  skill  to  trade  and  occupational 
tests.  Two  hundred  and' fifty  thousand 
draftees — a quarter  of  a million  men — 
were  trade-tested  by  this  personnel  or- 
ganization. Of  this  very  substantial 
number  only  six  in  a hundred  turned  out 
to  be  experts;  twenty-four  in  a hundred 
were  journeymen — that  is,  men  who 
regularly  followed  particular  trades  and 
who  possessed  a measurable  degree  of 
skill;  forty  in  a hundred  were  appren- 
tices whose  skill  was  embryonic;  thirty 
in  a hundred  were  without  any  ascer- 
tainable skill  whatsoever.  As  in  the  case 
of  the  army’s  records  of  illiteracy,  these 
trade  records  call  for  important  qualifi- 
cations. In  mobilizing  the  field  forces, 
the  government  made  more  or  less  seri- 
ous attempts  to  keep  skilled  men  at 
their  customary  jobs  in  the  mines  and 
industrial  plants.  Nevertheless,  when 
it  is  remembered  that  the  250,000  sol- 
diers under  consideration  were  not  drag- 
netted  at  random,  but  were  men  who  pro- 
fessed special  trade  experience,  the  fact 
that  only  six  in  a hundred  actually 
proved  to  be  experts  throws  a discon- 
certing light  upon  another  of  our  most 
cherished  American  illusions. 


Instances  of  a similar  character  might 
be  multiplied.  During  recent  years  our 
high  schools  and  colleges  have  made  a 
great  to-do  about  their  interest  in  the 
popularization  of  science  as  against  their 
old  exclusive  preoccupation  with  the 
literary  classics.  To  man  its  experi- 
mental stations,  ordnance  works,  gas  and 
gas-shell  factories,  the  army  developed 
a pressing  demand  for  chemists  and 
chemical  workers.  Fifty-five  degrees  and 
varieties  were  included  in  its  classifica- 
tion of  “chemists  and  chemical  work- 
ers.” Even  a little  reasonably  precise 
knowledge  of  chemistry  or  of  the  proc- 
esses of  chemical  manufacture  was  a 
highly  prized  qualification.  But  most 
diligent  search  by  the  army’s  personnel 
organization  discovered  only  18 1 men 
in  every  100, 000  who  could  possibly  be 
accepted  either  as  chemists  or  chemical 
workers.  Knowledge  which  should  be 
the  common  possession  of  every  man  and 
woman  in  our  modern  industrial  and 
democratic  society,  our  schools,  high 
schools,  colleges,  and  universities  have 
apparently  succeeded  in  imparting  to 
only  a small  fraction  of  I per  cent,  of 
our  adult  citizenship.  If  the  security  of 
our  democratic  institutions  rests  upon 
the  liberal  education  of  the  great  masses 
of  the  people,  the  foundations  of  de- 
mocracy in  America  can  hardly  be  reck- 
oned as  solidly  built. 

Confronted  by  facts  such  as  these,  it 
is  a common  habit  with  educational  re- 
formers to  criticize  the  “content”  of 
the  courses  of  study  both  in  our  elemen- 
tary schools  and  in  our  high  schools  and 
colleges,  to  disparage  the  so-called  lib- 
eral studies,  and  to  advocate  the  wide 
extension  of  vocational  and  trade  train- 
ing. Any  such  extension  would  involve 
a much  more  elaborate  and  costly  school 
equipment,  a greatly  added  burden  upon 
the  taxpayer;  and  the  educational  re- 
formers almost  invariably  seek  to  pla- 
•cate  the  business  men  and  property- 
owners  upon  whom  this  burden  would 
in  the  first  instance  principally  fall  by 
insisting  that  business  would  profit  in 
the  long  run  by  the  enlarged  supply  of 
skilled  labor.  This  point  of  view  would 
seem  to  have  been  the  dominant  inspira- 
tion of  the  men  to  whom'  the  government 
intrusted  the  task  of  meeting  the  war 
demand  for  occupational  specialists. 
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The  War  Department’s  Committee  on 
Education  and  Special  Training  an- 
nounced on  July  30,  1918,  that  there- 
after the  National  Army  training  de- 
tachments would  graduate  50,000  men 
from  courses  in  essential  trades  every 
two  months.  To  execute  this  formidable 
program,  the  committee  virtually  com- 
mandeered more  than  a hundred  of  the 
better  equipped  schools  and  colleges.  By 
October,  1918,  five  hundred  such  schools 
were  to  have  been  converted  into  “ a per- 
fectly marvelous  machine”  not  only  for 
the  production  of  officers,  but  also  for 
the  wholesale  standardized  production 
of  machine  operatives,  truck-drivers, 
wheelwrights,  tinsmiths,  electrical  work- 
ers, locomotive  engineers,  and  every 
. other  required  variety  of  specialized 
mechanic.  The  marvelous  machine  had 
been  running  only  a few  months  when 
its  creators  began  to  advertise  its  almost 
miraculous  achievements.  In  a room  in 
Washington  the  Committee  on  Educa- 
tion ana  Special  Training  displayed  sam- 
ples of  work  turned  out  by  its  graduates. 
An  intricate  electrical  appliance  was 
labeled,  “Made  by  a student  who  two 
months  before  entering  school  was  a 
traveling  salesman”;  samples  of  sheet- 
metal  work  bore  the  legend,  “Two 
months  ago  the  maker  of  this  was  a bank 
clerk  in  Chicago.” 

As  a war-emergency  device  this  mar- 
velous machine  for  the  hurry-up  produc- 
tion of  craftsmen  may  have  been  all  that 
was  claimed  for  it.  But  it  was  not  merely 
as  an  emergency  device  that  the  enthusi- 
asts of  the  Committee  on  Education  and 
Special  Training  regarded  their  innova- 
tion. For  the  first  time  in  the  history  of 
the  American  education  system,  the 
schools,  colleges,  and  universities,  they 
said,  were  being  intelligently  used  “to 
teach  what  life  requires.”  If  only  the 
war  had  lasted  another  year  or  two,  they 
sincerely  believed  that  they  would  per- 
manently have  “rebuilt  the  educational  • 
structure  of  America,”  along  practical, 
pragmatic  lines. 

Three  months  after  the  armistice,  the 
National  Army  Training  Detachments 
and  the  Student  Army  Training  Corps 
had  vanished  like  the  snowflake  on  the 
river.  Not  unnaturally,  perhaps,  the 
promoters  of  the  new  scheme  of  “prac- 
tical education”  attributed  the  quick 


dismantling  of  their  perfectly  marvelous 
machine  to  the  hide-bound  hostility  of 
the  old-fashioned  college  professors,  uni- 
versity presidents,  and  public-school 
superintendents.  But  it  is  noteworthy 
that  the  magnificently  conceived  scheme 
of  vocational  training  met  with  little 
lasting  enthusiasm  from  the  great  mass 
of  workers  whose  position  in  life  it  was 
designed  magically  to  improve.  In  dis- 
cussing the  response  of  the  workers  dur- 
ing the  war,  one  of  the  leaders  in  the 
great  educational  reformation  said: 

“What  we  are  doing  is  plain  common 
sense.  We  are  not  giving  these  men  any 
unusual  instruction.  But  their  psycho- 
logical state,  their  motived  condition,  is 
such  that  they  will  do  anything  we  tell 
them.  They  are  such  students  as  the 
ordinary  professor  never  dreamed  of 
having.  It  is  said  that  every  man  and 
woman  in  this  world  is  longing  for  an 
object  of  devotion.  Give  them  an  object 
of  devotion  and  see  how  they  will  grow! 
This  war  has  provided  an  object  of  devo- 
tion to  every  man  called  in  the  draft. 
At  last  we  are  able  to  make  them  go  to 
school  as  if  they  were  going  to  war. 
Fighting  mechanics , we  call  them.  What 
that  means  you  can  see  in  a town  like 
Indianapolis,  which  is  on  tiptoe  to  make 
its  23,000  students  appreciate  that  they 
have  a real  job.  If  that  enthusiasm  can 
be  carried  through  victory  and  trans- 
ferred to  the  objects  of  peace,  we  shall  at 
last  have  a really  dynamic  system  of 
education  in  America.” 

He  believed  that  his  dream  was  secure 
in  the  newly  awakened  devotion  of  the 
workers  to  a system  that  had  proved  its 
capacity  to  lift  them  in  two  months  from 
the  undifferentiated  mass  of  low-paid 
common  labor  to  the  dignified  ranks  of 
occupational  specialists. 

But  the  Student  Army  Training  Corps 
and  the  National  Army  Training  De- 
tachments — the  perfectly  marvelous 
educational  machine — passed  out  of  ex- 
istence with  as  little  protest  from  the 
workers  as  from  the  old-fashioned  col- 
lege presidents  and  professors.  Both  of 
these  groups  were  either  indifferent  or 
hostile;  indeed,  more  often  hostile  than 
indifferent.  But  their  hostility  appears 
to  have  sprung  from  widely  divergent 
causes.  Many  college  presidents  and 
university  professors  resented  the  intru- 
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sion  of  uncouth  hoi  polloi  into  precincts 
traditionally  reserved  for  the  leisurely 
cultivation  of  choice  spirits,  men  and 
women  whose  parents  can  afford  to  sup- 
port them  at  least  until  they  reach  their 
majority.  The  workers,  on  the  contrary, 
resented  the  implications  of  a system 
which  over-stressed  the  so-called  prac- 
tical side  of  education  and  seemed  to 
their  hungry  minds  to  set  up  new  bar- 
riers between  them  and  the  leisurely 
privileges  of  university  life.  They  re- 
sented, too,  the  claim  that  the  crafts- 
manship which  with  them  had  been  a 
matter  of  lifetime  acquisition  could  be 
imparted  to  novices  in  two  months. 
Most  of  all,  they  feared  that  the  per- 
fectly marvelous  machine  would  flood 
the  labor  market  with  an  unlimited  sup- 
ply of  half-baked  occupational  special- 
ists who  would  undermine  the  already 
precarious  security  of  their  jobs,  handi- 
cap them  in  their  attempts  to  improve 
their  working  conditions,  and  debase 
such  standards  as  by  patient  and  per- 
sistent organization  they  had  been  able 
to  establish.  For  the  more  alert  and 
ambitious  wage-workers  look  forward  to 
a new  order  of  society  in  which  class  de- 
marcations will  have  disappeared,  where 
all  men  will  be  required  to  share  the 
burdens  of  necessary  work,  and  in  which 
all  men  will  have  an  equal  opportunity 
to  enjoy  the  spiritual  benefits  which  are 
associated  with  university  education. 
This  to  them  is  the  crowning  hope  of  the 
new  nationalism  and  the  new  interna- 
tionalism which  is  to  arise  out  of  the 
ruins  of  defeated  autocracy. 

So  far  as  one  can  discover,  the  schools 
and  colleges  have  promptly  cast  off  all 
war-time  harness  and  returned  to  their 
ancient  ways.  Except  for  a slightly 
stimulated  interest  in  Americanization 
and  the  teaching  of  English,  the  experi- 
ence of  the  war  has  left  them  essentially 
what  they  were.  But  in  the  case  of  .edu- 
cation, as  in  the  fields  of  commerce  and 
industry,  the  mere  act  of  unharnessing 
has  not  sufficed  to  restore  “normal”  pre- 
war conditions.  The  war  has  created  a 
new  world,  geographically,  economically, 
and,  above  all,  spiritually.  Politically 
and  economically,  the  last  vestiges  of  our 
traditional  American  provincialism  have 
been  destroyed.  Our  military  interven- 
tion was  a final  recognition  of  the  fact 
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that  we  are  vitally  concerned  not  only 
in  the  politics  of  Europe,  but  also  in  the 
affairs  of  Asia,  Africa,  and  the  southern 
seas.  The  economic  life  of  America  has 
been  inextricably  enmeshed  in  the  eco- 
nomic life  of  the  world  not  only  by  the 
direct  cost  of  the  war,  but  by  our  enor- 
mous foreign  loans.  Moreover,  the  em- 
phasis of  the  Allied  propaganda  upon 
the  democratic  objectives  of  the  war  and 
the  increased  participation  of  the  masses 
of  the  people  in  the  fundamental  proc- 
esses of  government,  especially  of  indus- 
trial government,  have  immensely  stim- 
ulated the  desires  of  the  common  man 
for  an  enriched  economic  and  spiritual 
life.  It  is  this  influence  of  the  war  upon 
the  common  man’s  conception  of  his 
rights  and  due  privileges  in  a democratic 
civilization  that  probably  accounts  for 
the  fact  that  the  single  comprehensive 
program  for  after-the-war  educational 
reconstruction  has  come  not  from  the 
universities,  nor  indeed  from  those  at 
the  opposite  end  of  the  educational  scale 
— the  unskilled  and  illiterate  who  have 
suffered  most  from  the  inadequacies  of 
our  present  educational  system — but 
from  the  solid  intermediate  body  of  rela- 
tively skilled  and  highly  organized  work- 
men. 

Inasmuch  as  it  is  this  group  that  in 
America,  as  in  England  and  on  the  Con- 
tinent, has  forgea  to  the  front  of  the 
critical  opposition  to  the  established 
order  in  business  and  government,  its 
educational  program  has  a special  im- 
mediate interest.  Both  in  England  and 
America  the  great  trades-unions,  whose 
members  operate  the  basic  industries — 
the  railwaymen,  the  miners,  the  trans- 
port workers,  and  the  machinists,  or 
engineers  as  they  are  called  in  Eng- 
land— are  demanding  the  nationalization 
of  these  basic  industries  and  their  op- 
eration, not  by  a state-socialistic  bu- 
reaucracy, but  directly  by  the  workers 
themselves.  If  they  should  succeed  in 
realizing  their  aspirations,  as  they  al- 
ready appear  to  be  on  the  point  of  doing 
in  England,  in  what  spirit  would  they 
attack  their  grave  responsibilities  to  the 
nation  and  to  organized  society?  Would 
they  drift  toward  the  anarchy  of 
irresponsible  communism  like  greedy 
barbarians  drunk  with  unaccustomed 
power,  or  would  they  act  like  civilized 
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men  with  a due  sense  of  the  importance 
of  science  and  of  specialized  technolog- 
ical discipline  in  the  conduct  of  modem 
industry?  Would  they  be  guided  by  the 
dictates  of  a gross  materialism  or  would 
they  subordinate  material  interest  to  the 
spiritual  ideals  of  civilized  life? 

To  attempt  to  answer  such  questions 
in  the  solemn  spirit  of  prophecy  would 
of  course  be  preposterous.  But  they  are 
not  negligible  questions;  the  unprece- 
dented events  of  each  new  day  force 
them  upon  our  attention.  Are  we  fore- 
doomed to  cataclysmic  revolution?  Are 
the  workers  of  America  moving  more  or 
less  blindly  toward  a Russian  catastro- 
phe? For  one,  I do  not  believe  so.  And 
the  principal  reason  for  my  faith  is  the 
program  of  educational  reconstruction 
which,  originating  with  the  organized 
workers  of  England,  the  organized  work- 
ers of  America  have  made  their  own. 

More  than  a year  ago,  a sub-commit- 
tee of  the  British  Labor  Party  formu- 
lated a program  of  social,  industrial,  and 
educational  reconstruction.  The  pro- 
gram called  for  more  human  warmth  in 
politics,  less  apathetic  acquiescence  in 
the  miseries  that  poison  the  well-springs 
of  life,  for  “increased  study,  for  the  sci- 
entific investigation  of  each  succeeding 
social  and  economic  problem,  and  for  a 
much  more  rapid  dissemination  among 
the  whole  people  of  all  the  science  that 
exists.”  An  autocrat,  the  program  con- 
ceded, may  govern  without  science  or  a 
system  of  democratic  education  if  his 
will  is  law.  “But  no  labor  party  can 
hope  to  maintain  its  position  unless  its 
proposals  are,  in  fact,  the  outcome  of 
the  best  political  science  of  its  time,  or 
to  fulfil  its  purpose  unless  that  science 
is  continually  wresting  new  fields  from 
human  ignorance.”  Equally  lofty  sen- 
timents with  respect  to  the  worth  of 
science  and  the  importance  of  its  wider 
dissemination  have,  to  be  sure,  been  ex- 
pressed by  men  and  women  far  removed 
from  the  ranks  of  wage-working  labor. 
But  as  considered  expressions  of  the 
dominant  labor  group  these  sentences 
do,  nevertheless,  have  a fresh  signifi- 
cance to-day,  especially  when  they  are 
examined  in  the  light  of  the  specific  pro- 
posals of  such  subsidiary  organizations 
as  the  British  Workers’  Educational 
Association. 


This  association  has  “sprung  from  the 
workers  and  derives  its  strength  from 
the  workers.”  It  is  backed  by  1,034 
trades  - unions,  trades  - councils  and 
branches,  465  co-operative  societies,  189 
adult  schools,  8 university  bodies,  12 
local  educational  authorities,  96  work- 
ing-men’s clubs,  199  teachers’  associa- 
tions, 77  educational  and  literary  socie- 
ties, and  629  other  societies,  mainly  Com- 
posed of  working-people.  With  it  are 
affiliated  the  British  Trades  Union  Con- 
gress, the  General  Federation  of  Trades 
Unions,  the  Co-operative  Union.  The 
association  has  issued  a series  of  pam- 
phlets in  which  the  specific  educational 
proposals  of  the  organized  workers  are 
concretely  defined.  One  of  these  pam- 
phlets bears  the  title  What  Is  Demo- 
cratic Education?  In  contrast  with  the 
usual  schemes  of  “practical”  trade  and 
technical  education  by  which  educa- 
tional reformers  commonly  propose  to 
improve  the  quality  of  the  labor-market, 
this  trenchant  document  is  an  impas- 
sioned protest  against  the  “utilitarian 
aim  which  is  the  curse  of  our  schools. 
. . . Harrow  was  founded  for  poor 
working-class  boys.  The  education  pro- 
vided was  classical.  It  was  an  education 
which  makes  not  only  freemen,  but 
leaders  of  men.  The  upper  class  flung 
themselves  on  this  school.  Its  sons 
filled  Eton,  Winchester,  Rugby,  as  well 
as  Harrow.  ...  In  Denmark,  Grund- 
trig  wanted  to  lift  the  agricultural  popu- 
lation sunk  in  miserable  poverty.  Did 
he  begin  to  give  instruction  in  the  raising 
of  crops  and  feeding  of  poultry?  On  the 
contrary,  he  banished  the  ‘useful’  sub- 
jects and  gave  a humanistic  training 
pure  and  simple.  The  results  have 
amazed  the  world.  . . . To  come  to  our 
own  land.  Why  has  our  elementary- 
school  system  been,  in  some  respects,  a 
failure,  and  our  domestic-economy  les- 
sons in  particular  an  illusion?  Because 
the  teaching  was  based  on  the  false 
assumption  that  useful  inf ormation  forced 
on  undeveloped  minds  educates.  . . . We 
thought  the  banquet  of  life  was  to  be 
spread  for  all — all,  the  best  that  is,  the 
best  that  will  be,  open  for  those  who 
can  receive  it.  . . . The  really  great 
thing  is  that  liberal  education  should  be 
open  to  all  who  can  profit  by  it.” 

Is  it  not  a noteworthy  thing  that  at 
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the  very  moment  when  our  great  uni- 
versity foundations  are  coming  increas- 
ingly under  the  sway  of  business  men 
with  a predominantly  utilitarian  con- 
ception of  education,  when  specialized 
technical  schools  are  steadily  encroach- 
ing upon  the  province  of  that  “idle 
curiosity” — that  pursuit  of  matter-of- 
fact  knowledge  for  its  own  sake  which  is 
the  distinguishing  characteristic  of  the 
university  proper — the  keenest  minds  in 
the  wage-working  group  should  be  in- 
sisting with  increasing  determination 
upon  a liberal  education  for  every  boy 
and  girl,  every  man  and  woman,  as  the 
indispensable  qualification  for  demo- 
cratic citizenship?  Both  in  England  and 
America  they  are  clamoring  for  the  ex- 
tension of  the  period  of  compulsory 
school  attendance  from  the  age  of  four- 
teen to  the  age  of  sixteen  and  then  eigh- 
teen as  a preliminary  to  its  ultimate  ex- 
tension through  the  college  and  uni- 
versity. The  platform  of  the  Labor 
Party  of  Greater  New  York,  which  fairly 
illustrates  the  educational  aspirations  of 
the  most  alert  of  the  labor  leaders  both 
of  America  and  England,  calls  for 
the  creation  of  a national  department 
of  education  whose  head  shall  have 
cabinet  rank;  for  the  democratization  of 
education  government  in  the  grade 
schools,  colleges,  universities,  and  libra- 
ries through  the  participation  of  labor 
and  the  organized  teachers  and  librarians 
in  the  determination  of  new  methods, 
policies,  and  programs;  and  the  extension 
of  the  principle  of  free  public  instruc- 
tion to  colleges  and  universities.  Just 
as  the  medical  and  legal  professions  have 
come  to  require  a liberal  unspecialized 
training  of  college  grade  as  a prerequisite 
to  professional  specialization,  so  the 
organized  wage-workers  are  demanding 
high  school  and  college  training  in  the 
liberal  arts  and  sciences  that  “quicken 
the  mental  life”  as  a prerequisite  to 
craft  specialization. 

The  execution  of  such  a 'program 
would,  of  course,  involve  an  enormously 
increased  expenditure  upon  public  edu- 
cation. But  these  wage-workers  insist 
that  no  other  expenditure  could  promise 
a comparable  return  to  a democratic 
community.  They  see  the  consequences 
of  an  undemocratic  educational  policy  in 
Russia.  They  point  to  the  dangers  latent 


in  the  results  of  our  own  parsimonious 
educational  expenditure — 25  per  cent,  of 
the  adult  males  in  America  illiterate; 
only  six  in  a hundred  of  those  claiming 
special  trade  experience  experts;  our 
industries  shot  through  with  ca’  canny, 
sabotage,  and  all  the  by-products  of  a 
sluggish  mental  life;  our.  municipal, 
state,  and  even  federal  governments  the 
easy  prey  of  the  demagogue,  the  ward 
heeler  and  the  self-seeking  politicaster; 
the  instinct  of  workmanship  and  the 
inventive  genius  of  the  masses  balked, 
paralyzed,  deadened.  And  they  argue, 
wisely  as  authorities  like  Dewey,  Veblen, 
Marot,  and  Tead  seem  to  think,  that  the 
spirit  of  creative  workmanship  cannot 
be  effectively  generated  under  the  con- 
ditions of  modern  machine  industry  by 
early  vocational  specialization;  that  a 
general  quickening  of  the  mental  life  of 
all  the  people  through  the  widest  pos- 
sible “increase  and  diffusion  of  knowl- 
edge among  men”  can  alone  release  the 
craftsmanly  instinct  which  is  inbred  in 
the  race.  The  essential  increased  pro- 
duction of  wealth  and  its  more  efficient 
distribution  would  follow,  they  believe, 
as  it  did  under  the  quickening  inspira- 
tion of  the  war,  as  the  inevitable  by- 
product of  an  education  directed,  not  in 
the  first  instance  toward  concrete  utili- 
tarian ends,  but  to  the  liberation  of  the 
creative  impulses  which  are  the  glory 
and  the  richest  asset  of  mankind. 

But,  attractive  as  every  humanely 
disposed  man  and  woman  would  freely 
admit  such  a program  to  be,  is  it  not 
fantastically  Utopian — does  it  not  put 
the  cart  before  the  horse?  Does  it  not 
call  for  a vastly  increased  industrial  pro- 
duction as  an  essential  prerequisite? 
What  reasonable  hope  is  there  that  such 
an  elaborate  structure  of  liberal  educa- 
tion can  be  built  with  its  own  future 
hypothetical  by-product,  especially  at  a 
time  when  the  workers  who  are  its  prin- 
cipal advocates  are  demanding  the  resto- 
ration of  pre-war  restrictions  upon  out- 
put and  progressive  reductions  in  the 
working  week  and  day?  Must  we  not 
have  a larger  economic  surplus  in  hand 
before  we  can  reasonably  consider  the 
full  democratization  of  educational  op- 
portunity? With  this  argument  the 
workers  are  in  fundamental  agreement. 
What  the  nation  undoubtedly  needs, 
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they  agree,  is  a great  bound  onward  in 
its  aggregate  productivity.  “But  this,” 
they  contend,  “cannot  be  secured  mere- 
ly by  p re  sing  the  manual  workers  to 
more  strenuous  toil  or  even  by  encour- 
aging the  captains  of  industry  to  a less 
wasteful  organization  of  their  several 
enterprises . ©a  a profit-making  basis.” 
It  can  only  be  secured,  they  argue, 
through  “ a genuinely  scientific  reorgani- 
zation of  the  nation’s  industry”  by  the 
democratization  of  the  national  policy 
with  respect  to  the  utilization  of  the 
economic  surplus. 

Both  to  stimulate. the  immediate  in- 
crease in  production  and  to  secure  the 
requisite  democratization  of  the  na- 
tional surplus,  the  workers  in  England 
and  America  are  moving  along  two  ma- 
jor and  for  the  most  part  complementary 
lines — the  lines  of  political  action  and 
direct  economic  action.  The  general 
outlines  of  the  program  of  parliamentary 
reform  have  become  familiar  to  the 
American  public  through  the  report  of 
the  Reconstruction  Committee  of  the 
British  Labor  party,  published  under  the 
title  of  “Labor  and  the  New  Social 
Order.”  The  first  principle  enunciated 
in  this  report  is  “the  securing  to  every 
member  of  the  community  in  good  times 
and  bad  alike  (and  not  only  to  the  strong 
and  able,  the  well-born  or  the  fortunate) 
of  all  the  requisites  of  healthy  life  and 
worthy  citizenship”  through  the  uni- 
versal application  of  legally  prescribed 
minimum  standards  of  leisure,  health, 
education,  and  subsistence.  The  estab- 
lishment of  these  standards  they  propose 
to  realize  through  the  extension  of  the 
democratic  principle  to  the  control  of 
industrial  plants;  the  direct  taxation  of 
all  incomes  above  the  necessary  cost  of 
family  maintenance;  the  immediate  na- 
tionalization of  railways,  mines,  and  the 
production  of  electrical  power;  the  pro- 
gressive elimination  from  the  control  of 
all  essential  industry  of  the  private 
profiteer  and  the  systematic  application 
of  science  to  the  problems  of  industrial 
technology.  These  are  among  the  major 
planks  of  the  parliamentary  platform  of 
what  has  come  to  be  numerically  the 
second  largest  political  organization  in 
Great  Britain  as  well  as  of  the  American 
Labor  party  which,  while  still  in  its  in- 
fancy, counts  among  its  active  support- 


ers an  increasing  number  of  the  ablest 
trade-union  leaders  in  the  country. 

But  there  is  a powerful  and  aggressive 
body  of  workers  in  the  United  Stares,  as 
in  England,  who  look  with  skepticism 
and  impatience  upon  the  slow  processes 
of  political  reform.  In  the  state  of  New 
York,  for  example,  it  took  more  than  a 
generation  to  secure  the  enactment  of 
laws  giving  reasonable  protection  to 
children  and  women  against  the  evils  of 
night  work,  and  limiting  the  hours  of 
work  for  women  to  fifty-four  in  the  week. 
During  March  and  April  of  this  year 
some  thirty  thousand  girls  and  women 
in  the  Ladies’  Waist  and  Dress  Industry 
decided  to  establish  the  forty-four-hour 
week.  They  organized,  struck,  and  se- 
cured their  objective  in  a few  weeks. 
These  workers  have  become  a unit  in  a 
national  organization  affiliated  with  the 
American  Federation  of  Labor,  which 
covers  the  entire  industry  devoted  to  the 
manufacture  of  women’s  wear.  They 
look  forward  to  the  time  when  the  entire 
clothing  industry  will  not  only  be  con- 
trolled by  the  workers  in  the  sense  that 
they  will  regulate  hours,  wages,  and 
physical  working  conditions  conjointly 
with  their  employers,  but  in  the  sense 
that  the  industry  will  be  owned  by  the 
community  and  managed  directly  by 
themselves.  When  that  time  arrives, 
they  will  have  established  what  the 
younger  economists  in  England  would 
call  a National  Guild  of  the  Needle 
Trades. 

This  tendency  to  subordinate  political 
to  direct  economic  action  has  made  very 
great  strides  even  in  England,  where  for 
more  than  twenty  years  the  workers 
have  had  their  independent  party  repre- 
sentatives in  Parliament.  Its  principal 
promoters  are  the  members  of  the  great 
Triple  Industrial  Alliance — the  affilia- 
tion of  the  miners,  railwaymen,  and 
transport  workers — whose  strike  threat 
last  winter  prompted  Mr.  Lloyd  George 
to  interrupt  his  labors  in  Paris  and  to  set 
up  a national  commission  to  consider 
the  demand  of  the  Triple  Industrial 
Alliance  for  the  democratization  of  Eng- 
land’s basic  industries.  The  proposals  of 
the  Triple  Alliance  that  these  basic  in- 
dustries shall  be  owned  by  the  nation 
and  administered  by  the  organized  work- 
ers have  recently  been  adopted  in  princi- 
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le  by  our  own  railroad  Brotherhoods  and 
y the  United  Mine  Workers  of  America. 

The  relevance  of  these  programs  of 
political  and  industrial  reconstruction  is 
that  they  express  the  judgment  of  the 
most  influential  body  of  workers  in  Eng- 
land and  America  as  to  the  practical 
means  that  must  be  adopted  to  make  the 
realization  of  their  program  for  the 
democratization  of  educational  oppor- 
tunity possible.  The  growing  prestige 
of  the  fourth  estate  is  the  characteristic 
fact  of  our  generation.  What  is  conven- 
tionally described  as  the  rise  of  the  pro- 
letariat has  been  attended  by  a flurry  of 
nervous  apprehension  among  those  who 
fear  that  the  controlling  motive  of  the 
workers  is  a kind  of  barbarian  envy,  a 
brutal  desire  on  the  part  of  the  property- 
less  to  possess  themselves  of  the  property 
which  “superior  ability ” has  allotted  to 
others.  We  hear  a great  deal  about  the 
follies  of  “dividing  up,”  of  expropria- 
tion, confiscation,  and  reckless  plunder 
as  the  insensate  craving  of  this  modern 
Samson  who,  in  a blind  effort  to  free  him- 
self, would  pull  the  pillars  of  organized 
society  down  upon  his  own  head.  But 
a considerate  examination  of  the  workers’ 
educational  program  should  go  far  to  still 
such  fears  in  the  minds  of  those  who  are 
themselves  free  from  envy  and  luxurious 
self-indulgence.  Men  who  dream  of  the 
democratization  of  knowledge,  of  science 
and  the  liberal  arts  as  the  chief  end  of 
civilized  government  will  not  ruthlessly 
destroy  the  recognized  material  founda- 
tions of  civilized  life.  Rather  they  will 
seek  to  strengthen  those  foundations  and 
broaden  them.  For  it  is  their  eager 
and  instinctive  hunger  for  the  spiritual 
values  of  life  that  principally  accounts 
for  their  growing  insistence  upon  the 
extension  of  the  democratic  principle  in 
industry,  for  the  humanization  of  indus- 
trial processes,  for  the  more  equal  dis- 
tribution of  the  benefits  that  accrue  from 
the  national  surplus.  Their  programs  of 
political  and  social  reconstruction  are 
inspired  by  their  realization  that  it  is 
only  when  all  men  are  guaranteed  equal- 
ity of  educational  opportunity  that  any 
man  can  be  certain  or  access  to  the  spir- 
itual banquet  of  life.  They  have  been 
compelled  by  the  conditions  of  their 
lives,  as  no  other  social  group  has  been 


compelled,  to  accept  Christ’s  Great 
Commandment  as  the  first  rule  of  polit- 
ical conduct. 

All  this  is  out  of  consonance  with  the 
conception  of  the  wage-laborer  conven- 
tionally held  by  the  men  and  women  of 
our  cultured  society.  But  the  researches 
of  modern  psychologists  make  it  clear 
that  men  at  all  economic  levels  are  sub- 
ject to  the  impulsion  of  those  instincts, 
aspirations,  and  desires  which  are  the 
common  inheritance  of  the  race.  Pos- 
sibly the  greatest  of  our  American  au- 
thorities in  this  field  has  recently  demon- 
strated that  civilized  men  have  come  to 
hold  truth,  the  “matter-of-fact  knowl- 
edge of  things,”  as  the  only  end  in  life 
that  indubitably  justifies  itself;  and  that 
the  genesis  and  growth  of  the  system  of 
knowledge  which  has  come  so  to  be 
prized  may  confidently  be  traced  “to  the 
initiative  and  bias  afforded  by  two  cer- 
tain impulsive  traits  of  human  nature: 
an  Idle  Curiosity,  and  the  Instinct  of 
Workmanship.” 

Much  of  tne  social  unrest  which  dis- 
turbs the  civilized  world  to-day  is  di- 
rectly traceable  to  the  crushing  pressure 
which  modern  machine  industry  and 
its  attendant  commercial,  political,  and 
social  class  stratification  have  imposed 
upon  the  native  and  normal  instincts 
of  the  common  run  of  man-kind,  and 
more  especially  the  instincts  of  curiosity 
and  workmanship.  While  men  live  their 
disposition  to  unfold  toward  the  light 
cannot  be  balked  with  impunity.  The 
repression  of  the  normal  instincts,  the 
denial  of  opportunities  for  free  spiritual 
growth  results  as  by  a law  of  nature  in 
sporadic  violence,  insurrection,  or  revolt. 
The  great  task  of  democratic  statesman- 
ship to-day  is  to  understand  these  inbred 
instincts  and  dynamic  impulses  of  the 
common  run  of  mankind  and  to  find 
channels  for  their  fruitful  release.  Only 
so  can  the  pre-war  governmental  and 
social  structure  of  our  political  democra- 
cies be  adapted  to  withstand  the  un- 
precedented currents  of  hope  and  aspira- 
tion set  in  motion  by  the  war.  The  test 
of  governmental  capacity  will  increas- 
ingly be  the  ability  of  those  in  positions 
of  authority  to  find  ways  and  means  for 
the  democratization  of  educational  op- 
portunity. 
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Shining  Armor 

BY  MAXWELL  STRUTHERS  BURT 


ON  BOEHN  has  twisted 
himself  in  and  out  of 
my  life  considerably,  or 
rather,  I have  twisted 
him  in  and  out  of  it,  for 
1 doubt  if  by  now  he 
remembers  ever  having 
met  me.  He  wouldn’t;  he  was  a Prus- 
sian aristocrat,  and  I at  best  merely  an 
American  who  at  one  time  had,  from 
his  point  of  view,  the  extreme  good 
fortune  of  meeting  him  and  the  further 
extreme  honor  of  knowing  him  for  a 
while  with  some  degree  of  intimacy. 

It  wasn’t  because  I liked  von  Boehn, 
ou  understand,  that  for  a year  or  two 
_ saw  him  frequently;  I didn’t  like 
him  at  all,  even  then,  although  I was 
young  and  counts  possessed  a glamour, 
particularly  a count  who  appeared  in 
all  the  picturesqueness  of  a Uhlan  uni- 
form, and  although  in  himself  von 
Boehn  had  a certain  blond  impeccable 
charm.  He  was  very  good-looking;  slim, 
clean-cut,  rosy-cheeked,  blue-eyed.  You 
would  find  it  difficult  to  describe  the 
dash  and  smartness  of  him  in  his  tight- 
fitting  breeches  and  his  yellow-breasted 
jacket  and  his  polished  tschapka,  with 
its  sweeping  plumes,  cocked  over  one 
ear.  You  thought  him  a beautiful  boy 
until  you  examined  him  closely,  ana 
then  you  saw  that  he  wasn’t  a boy  at 
all;  at  least,  his  eyes  weren’t  boyish. 
They  were  pale  and  cold,  cold  as  the 
sea  that  washed  his  Junker  estates  in 
Pomerania,  and  they  were  quite  opaque. 
Behind  them  nothing  was  to  be  seen. 
To  this  opaqueness  he  added  by  wear- 
ing a monocle,  one  of  those  string- 
less  German  monocles  that  are  never 
removed  and  eventually  make  a red 
mark  above  the  cheek-bone  and  below 
the  eyebrow  — a little,  round,  glitter- 
ing mirror  of  insolence.  I had  thought 
the  English  of  a certain  class  held  the 
world’s  record  for  a deliberate  oblitera- 
tion of  expression,  but  von  Boehn  went 
them  one  better,  and  in  his  case  it 


was  no  conscious  effort  to  conceal  a 
racial  shyness,  or  to  bolster  a rather 
shaky  patrician  sang  - froid,  but  be- 
cause there  was  nothing  to  express; 
nothing,  that  is,  except  a series  of  rules, 
so  ingrained,  the  result  of  so  many  gen- 
erations, so  meticulous,  covering  so 
thoroughly  the  smallest  details  of  life, 
that  they  required  not  the  slightest 
thought  to  put  them  into  execution. 
Von  Boehn  was  really  a monster,  when 
vou  come  to  consider  it,  for  what  dis- 
tinguishes a human  being  from  a ma- 
chine is  self-determination,  and  you 
can’t  be  very  self-determinate  when 
everything  you  do  is  the  result  not  of 
reason,  but  of  tradition. 

No,  I would  not  have  seen  much  of 
von  Boehn,  both  because  of  my  own 
inclinations  and  because  he,  on  his  part, 
would  not  have  bothered  his  head  about 
me,  had  it  not  been  for  von  Amauld, 
who  was  in  the  same  regiment  as  von 
Boehn,  and  for  von  Amauld’s  wife. 
The  Amaulds  were  kindly  and  demo- 
cratic and  Saxon,  and  besides  had  the 
exquisite  luck  to  be  really  of  French 
blood.  They  had  traveled  greatly,  visit- 
ing foreign  relatives.  One  even  at  times 
caught  them  showing  signs  of  a sense 
of  humor.  In  the  small  garrison  and 
university  town  where  I found  myself 
isolated  they  were  an  island  in  the  greasy 
sea  of  students  and  bleak  soldiery.  Not 
altogether  a green  island,  perhaps,  but 
at  least  one  with  firm  sand.  Their 
drawing-room  was  soft  and  prettily  fur- 
nished, they  avoided  constant  refer- 
ences to  the  superiority  of  Germany  to 
the  rest  of  the  world,  and  they  aired 
their  rooms.  Of  course  von  Boehn 
“slept — English,”  also,  for  he  was  a 
very  chic  young  man,  but  it  wasn’t 
a universal  custom.  One  occasion  I 
especially  remember  when  the  Amaulds’ 
sense  of  humor  rose  to  the  delicate  pitch 
of  not  appreciating  to  the  full  a sup- 
posedly funny  story  of  their  beloved 
von  Boehn. 
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SHINING 

I shaVt  forget  the  story.  It  left  a 
little  scar  on  my  mind.  At  the  time 
I did  not  grasp  its  full  import;  in  fact, 

I did  not  grasp  its  full  import  until  about 
foor  and  a half  years  ago.  I was  only 
twenty-four,  you  must  remember,  and, 
like  most  young  men,  a snob.  But  I 
didn’t  like  the  story;  it  affected  me  in 
the  same  way  that  long  and  dirty  finger 
nails  would  if  they  had  suddenly  been 
drawn  down  my  naked  back.  I couldn’t 
just  tell  the  reason  why.  It  was,  of 
course,  because  I was  an  American,  but 
hadn’t  as  yet  appreciated  the  shining 
fact.  One  isn’t  bom  to  Americanism; 
one  achieves  it.  It  is  a thing  of  the 
mind,  the  result  of  thought  and  experi- 
ence. You  grow  up  to  it. 

That  Sunday  von  Boehn  was  coming 
to  dinner  with  the  Amaulds.  It  was 
November,  and  outside  the  day  was 
gray  and  hinted  of  snow,  and  the  air 
was  full  of  the  mysterious  stirring  smell 
of  smoke  and  old  buildings  that,  on  days 
like  these,  hangs  about  an  ancient  city. 
You  thought  of  huts  in  the  middle  of 
pine  forests  and  of  quaint  gabled  towns. 
That’s  the  heartrending  thing  about  the 
Germans;  they've  cut  off  the  heads  of 
their  own  fairies.  A poor  sort  of  war- 
fare. The  Amaulds’  small  dining-room 
was  cozily  warm,  and  the  silver  twinkled, 
and  the  few  bewigged  ancestral  portraits 
they  carried  about  with  them  looked 
down  with  dim  complacency  from  the 
walls.  One  felt  sure  that  one  was  going 
to  drink  some  of  von  Amauld’s  excellent 
white  wine.  I found  myself  comparing 
this  with  the  grim  Sabbath  meals  I had 
known  at  home.  Then  von  Boehn  came 
in,  radiating  health  and  fresh  air,  and 
kissed  the  baroness’s  hand,  and  clicked 
his  heels,  and  tapped  von  Amauld  with 
familiar  friendliness  on  the  shoulder, 
and  nodded  blithely  to  me.  It  was  a 
perfect  entrance,  just  the  right  amount 
of  respect,  just  the  right  amount  of 
nonchalance.  Back  of  it  was  long  train- 
ing. No  gesture  went  an  inch  too  far; 
no  gesture  hesitated  this  side  of  grace. 
We  sat  down  to  table,  and  von  Boehn 
unfolded  his  napkin  and  leaned  forward 
from  the  waist,  the  way  officers  do. 

“ A ch,  Gnadige!”  he  said,  in  his  nasal, 
fluting,  latest  Berlin  accent,  “ I heard  the 
most  amusing  and  typical  tale  last  night! 
You  know  young  Foestner  of  the  second 
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squadron?  Well,  it  seems  he  had  oc- 
casion to  ask  an  orderly  before  a forma- 
tion if  he’d  had  his  lunch,  and  the  fellow 
said  he  had,  using  the  word  sptistn . 
And  what  do  you  think  von  Foestner 
answered  ?” 

Amauld  was  leaning  forward  inter- 
estedly; his  wife  was  regarding  von 
Boehn  with  the  questioning  smile  with 
which  the  polite  hostess  anticipates  a 
funny  story. 

“Why,”  said  von  Boehn,  “he  roared 
out  so  that  the  whole  squadron  heard: 
‘You  beast!  You  dog!  Why  do  I not 
strike  you?  The  Emperor  eats  that 
way;  I eat  ordinarily,  like  a man;  you 
eat  like  an  animal!’  Famos , wasn’t  it? 
Kolossal!  The  quickness  of  the  young 
blood!  It  will  be  all  over  Germany  in 
no  time.”  s 

Now  to  appreciate  the  subtle  wit  of 
the  foregoing,  you  must  realize,  as  you 
no  doubt  #do,  that  in  German  there  are 
three  words  for  eating:  one  to  eat 
daintily;  one  to  eat — just  eat;  the  third 
to  eat  like  a cow,  or  a horse,  or  a pig. 
And  the  unfortunate  private  had  used 
the  first  word,  the  super-aristocratic  one. 
I laughed  heartily,  of  course,  because  I 
was  too  young  not  to  laugh,  but  I 
felt  those  long  finger-nails  running  up 
and  down  my  back.  And  it  was  then, 
for  the  first  time,  that  I noticed  that 
von  Amauld  and  his  wife  did  not  always 
agree  with  von  Boehn’s  wit. 

The  baroness’s  lips  smiled,  but  her 
eyes  were  reflective. 

“Ah,  the  poor  soul!”  she  said.  “How 
ashamed  he  must  have  felt!” 

“I  don’t  altogether  like  that,  von 
Boehn,”  said  her  husband,  with  knitted 
brows.  “In  formation,  and  all  that. 
I think  there’s  too  much  of  that  sort 
of  thing  growing  up.  You  know  what 
Manteuffel  said  in  his  order  of  1885: 
‘Insults  attack  the  sense  of  honor  and 
kill  it,  and  the  officer  who  insults  his 
subordinates  undermines  his  own  posi- 
tion.’ ” 

Von  Boehn  grinned.  “ Lieber  Karl,” 
he  said,  “you  have  been  so  fortunate 
as  never  to  have  had  to  run  an  estate. 
Believe  me,  the  peasant  and  the  private 
soldier  are  beasts.  They  understand 
nothing  but  insult.  If  I have  to  beat 
my  good  dog,  Hanschen,  to  enforce 
obedience,  how  then  with  the  lower 
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classes,  who  have  not  one-half  Han- 
schen’s  intelligence  or  delicacy?” 

So  there  were  von  Boehn’s  social 
theories  in  a nutshell!  And  here,  also 
in  a nutshell,  is  the  way  he  put  them 
into  execution.  I had  many  opportuni- 
ties for  observation.  Perhaps  the  inci- 
dent I am  about  to  relate  is  not  so  ob- 
vious as  some  of  the  others,  but  I relate 
it  because  it  has  to  me  the  virtue  of 
being  one  of  the  few  occasions  on  which 
von  Boehn  got  about  as  good  as  he 
gave.  I had  stopped  in  at  barracks 
with  him,  as  he  wanted  to  see  his  under- 
officers  drilling  recruits.  There  was 
saber  practise  in  the  gray,  foggy  court- 
yard. A number  of  tow-haired,  round- 
eyed, alarmed  youths  were  making 
clumsy  motions  under  the  harsh  com- 
mands of  the  sergeants.  There  was  one 
boy  particularly  who  attracted  my  at- 
tention, he  was  so  red -cheeked,  so 
blue-eyed,  so  incredibly  earnest,  so 
pathetic,  and  so  hopelessly  slow. . Von 
Boehn  watched  him  for  a while  in  silence. 
“God  in  heaven!”  he  said,  at  last. 
“Give  me  a saber!  No!  No!  I don’t 
want  any  mask  or  pads!  He  couldn’t 
hit  me  in  a thousand  years!”  And  he 
took  the  boy  aside  and  faced  him. 

“Now!”  he  commanded.  “Strike! 
So!  This  way!  No,  you  dumbhead! 
So!  Ach , for  the  love  of  God!  You 
toadstool;  you  cabbage!  Where  was 
your  mother  when  you  were  born,  in  a 
vegetable-garden  ?” 

I saw  the  boy’s  color  growing  deeper, 
and  I noticed  that  his  blue  eyes  were 
becoming  pin-points  of  flame,  but  I had 
no  fear  for  von  Boehn,  who  was  playing 
him  as  an  expert  angler  plays  a fish. 
But  at  the  last  words  the  victim  sud- 
denly lunged  forward,  broke  through 
von  Boehn’s  guard,  and  buried  the 
point  of  his  sabre  in  his  tormentor’s 
sword-arm.  For  a moment  the  boy 
maintained  his  position,  an  expression  of 
agonized  fear  supplanting  the  anger  in 
his  face;  then  he  drew  back,  and  stood 
with  bowed  head,  his  hands  clasped  on 
the  hilt  of  his  sword.  For  a moment 
death  glittered  in  von  Boehn’s  eyes;  but 
he  remembered  himself  and,  grasping 
his  injured  arm  with  his  left  hand,  called 
a sergeant  to  him. 

“Remember  that  young  man,”  he 
said,  nodding  at  the  motionless  recruit. 


“He  is  very  strong;  he  will  need  plenty 
of  hard  work.”  He  faced  about  curtly. 
“I’ll  see  the  surgeon,”  he  said  to  me. 
“Then  we’ll  go  along.  We’re  due  at  the 
Arnaulds’  at  five.”  Between  the  fingers 
of  his  left  hand  blood  was  oozing. 

I could  tell  you  many  stories  of  a 
more  or  less  similar  kind,  some  of 
them  even  amusing,  although  no  less 
indicative  of  von  Boehn,  and  the  von 
Boehns  about  him — the  time,  for  in- 
stance, when  we  were  bob-sledding  on 
the  hills  outside  the  town  and  I,  maxing 
the  ascent,  saw  von  Boehn  flash  past 
me,  clasping  with  a grim  determination, 
from  his  seat  in  the  rear,  the  form  of 
the  evidently  inexpert  lady  who  was 
steering.  I cannot  resist  finishing  this 
episode.  There  was  only  one  tree 
near  the  course,  but  for  that  the  sled 
was  heading  with  a fascinated  exact- 
ness. “Jump!”  I yelled.  “Jump!” 
Mutilation  seemed  imminent.  Von 
Boehn  probably  never  heard  me;  he 
was  looking  straight  ahead;  in  the  rays 
of  the  sunset  opposite,  his  monocle  glit- 
tered like  the  headlight  of  a runaway 
locomotive.  But  jump  he  did,  and  just 
in  time.  Together  he  and  the  partner 
of  his  adventure  rolled  desperately  to 
the  bottom  of  the  hill;  then  von  Boehn 
slowly  disengaged  himself,  rose  to  his 
feet,  brushed  tne  snow  off  his  clothes, 
and  kissed  the  hand  of  his  sorely  shaken 
companion.  In  his  eye  his  monocle  re- 
mained undimmed.  “We’ll  start  again,” 
he  said;  and  they  did. 

The  point  is  that  through  incidents 
such  as  these  I achieved  in  two  years  a 
fairly  clear  idea  of  the  character  and  the 
opinions  and  the  traditions  of  a Prussian 
aristocrat,  and  it  is  necessary  to  under- 
stand this  character  and  these  opinions 
and  these  traditions  to  appreciate  fully 
what  was  to  follow.  . . . 

After  that  I forgot  all  about  von 
Boehn  and  the  Arnaulds  and  the  rest 
of  them,  except  as  interesting  occasional 
recollections,  until  the  autumn  of  1914. 
Then  I saw  in  a newspaper  that  von 
Boehn  was  in  the  administration  of  Bel- 
ium,  whether  as  one  of  von  der  Goltz’s 
enchmen  or  in  a military  capacity,  I 
couldn’t  quite  make  out.  And  then,  two 
years  later,  I met  Truxton,  who  had  been 
in  relief  work  in  the  tragic  occupied 
countries.  I asked  him  about  von 
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Boehn  without  the  slightest  notion  that 
he  would  ever  have  heard  of  him. 

“Oh  yes!”  said  Truxton,  with  an  odd 
compression  of  his  lips.  “Yes,  I know 
him.  I saw  quite  a lot  of  him.  He 
was  around  Namur  for  a while.” 

“You  got  along  with  him?” 

Truxton — we  were  having  dinner  to- 
gether— twisted  a bottle  of  claret  be- 
tween his  fingers  and  studied  the  label. 
“Oh  yes,  I got  along  with  him  all  right.” 
Suddenly  he  looked  up.  “I  wish  for 
that  man/’  he  said,  solemnly,  “a  horror 
that  as  yet  I haven’t  been  able  to  for- 
mulate in  my  mind.  I’m  thinking  it 
over.  When  I’ve  come  to  a conclusion 
I’ll  let  you  know.”  This,  from  Truxton, 
was  interesting.  By  profession  he  is  a 
teacher  of  English  in  a great  university, 
and  one  associates  neither  a desire  for 
revenge  nor  a desire  for  torture  with  his 
mild,  bespectacled  personality;  at  least, 
one  didn’t  then,  for  one  didn’t,  at  the 
time,  know  as  much  about  Germans  as 
one  does  now. 

“For  more  than  most  of  them?”  I 
asked. 

“Oh  no — they’re  all  equally  bad,  but 
I happened  to  see  a particular  lot  of 
von  Boehn — I got  a more  correct  idea 
of  his  psychology.” 

He  apparently  changed  the  subject 
abruptly.  “The  fundamental  idea  of 
all  decent  religions,”  he  said,  “has  al- 
ways seemed  to  me  to  be  contained  in 
those  words  of  Micah's:  ‘and  what  doth 
the  Lord  require  of  thee,  but  to  do  justly, 
and  to  love  mercy,  and  to  walk  humbly 
with  thy  God?’  You  know — it’s  what’s 
summed  up  in  the  old  Western  ex- 
pression ‘to  have  the  fear  of  God  in 
your  heart.’  What  the  Greeks  spoke  of 
as  a knowledge  of  your  relationship  to 
other  men — I can’t  recall  the  exact 
word.  Anyway,  it  means  that  you 
go  about  realizing  that  your  soul  is 
just  the  same  sort  of  soul  as  any  one 
rise’s  soul,  and  that  your  body  is  just 
the  same  sort  of  body  as  any  one  rise’s 
body.  That  all  chances  of  life  that 
make  one  man  a nobleman  and  another 
a peasant,  that  make  one  man  a Ger- 
man and  another  a Belgian,  are  sub- 
ordinate to  the  one  essential  fact  that 
the  flesh  and  spirit  of  the  world  are  a 
common  gift.  There  are  two  ways  of 
sinning  against  this  law;  you  can  sin 
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against  your  own  soul  and  body  and 
thus  insult  the  souls  and  bodies  of  every 
one  else,  or  you  can  sin  against  some 
one  else’s  soul  and  body  and  thus  insult 
your  own.  Of  course,  the  Germans 
aren’t  sensitive  enough  to  realize  that 
every  time  one  woman  is  raped  the 
whole  idea  of  womanhood  is  raped;  or 
that  every  time  a dead  body  is  scorned 
all  death  is  scorned;  and  you  could 
forgive  them  if  their  obtuseness  came 
from  mere  brutality,  or  was  individual, 
or  the  result  of  drunkenness,  or  sheer 
lust,  but  it  doesn’t.  Its  antichrist— it’s 
a denial  of  God’s  presence  in  all  men; 
and  a cold-blooded,  calculated  denial  at 
that.” 

^“And  von  Boehn,  of  course,  was  very 
bad  at  that  sort  of  thing?” 

Truxton  stared  at  me  fixedly.  “Bad! 
He  was  the  epitome  of  it ! He  reminded 
me  of  some  damned  aristocrat  of  Louis 
the  Fifteenth’s  time  walking  through  a 
plague-stricken  city,  holding  a bottle  of 
smelling-salts  to  his  nose  so  he  wouldn’t 
be  bothered  by  the  corpses.  Again  and 
again  I’ve  wished  that  he  was  a drunken 
beast,  or  a Cossack,  or  anything  on 
which  one  could  find  some  angle  to  lay 
hold.  You  broke  your  heart  on  a wall 
of  ice.  Rigid  immunity  is  the  hardest 
thing  to  buck  up  against  in  the  world. 
I saw  him  at  the  time  of  the  deporta- 
tions. It  wasn’t,  you  understand,  that 
he  was  cruel  through  hate;  any  passion 
like  that,  bad  as  it  is,  would  have  been 
preferable;  it  had  simply  never  occurred 
to  him  that  a nobleman  and  a German 
shouldn’t  do  exactly  what  he  felt  like. 
He  wasn’t  in  the  position  where  he  had 
to  express  the  outward  deprecation  that 
was  necessary  for  some  of  those  fellows 
von  Bissing  had  around  him.  He  was 
entirely  himself.” 

“You  must  remember,”  I interposed, 
not  for  the  purpose  of  defending  von 
Boehn,  but  to  draw  Truxton  out,  “he 
isn’t  altogether  to  blame  personally — 
he’s  had  generations  back  of  him.  His 
trouble  is  that  he  has  never  at  any  point 
touched  life  outside  of  his  own  class, 
a Prussian  class  at  that.  You  can  see 
something  of  the  same  thing,  even,  over 
here  in  the  sons  of  the  very  rich.  How 
can  a man  appreciate  degradation  when 
he  sees  no  chance  of  ever  being  degraded, 
and  how  can  he  appreciate  fear  when 
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he  has  had  drilled  into  him  the  super- 
stition that  fear  cannot  touch  a gentle- 
man? He’s  never  allowed  himself  to 
believe,  you  see,  that  the  occasional 
stirring  of  his  heart  that  he  must  have 
felt,  in  common  with  every  one  else, 
was  such  a thing  as  fear.” 

Truxton  interrupted  me  with  a sort 
of  glittering  eagerness.  “Ah!”  said  he, 
“ that’s  exactly  the  point ! He’s  armored 
against  the  world  with  a monstrous 
armor.” 

“You  mean?” 

Truxton’s  spectacles  glittered.  “You 
don't  know  anything  more  about  fear 
or  degradation,”  he  said,  “than  von 
Boehn,  but,  being  a democrat,  and  there- 
fore having  some  native  humility  and 
some  power  of  introspection,  you  have 
cultivated  your  imagination  sufficiently 
to  be  able,  at  least  dimly,  to  put 
yourself  in  another  man’s  place.”  He 
continued  to  stare  at  me  as  if  he  had 
said  something  convincing. 

“What  in  the  world  are  you  talking 
about?”  I asked,  incredulously.  “Not 
know  what  fear  is!  My  dear  man! 
Perhaps  I don’t  know  degradation,  but 
fear — 1 Why,  there’s  not  a man  living 
who  won’t  admit  that  he’s  felt  it,  ex- 
cept the  von  Boehns  and  the  liars.” 

Truxton  shook  his  head.  “I  repeat,” 
he  said,  “that  you  have  no  idea.  You 
couldn’t,  unless  you’ve  been  a prison 
warden  or  have  participated  intimate- 
ly in  a lynching.  It  doesn’t  happen 
to  a man  who  leads  any  kind  of  an 
ordinary  life.  It’s  a cataclysm.”  The 
fingers  of  his  hand  outstretched  upon 
the  table  opened  and  shut  slowly.  “I’m 
not  talking  about  clean  fear,”  he  said; 
“about  the  decent  shakiness  with  which 
a man  squeezes  past  death,  or  even  the 
abject  cowardice  with  which  most  of 
us,  even  the  skeptical,  have  once  or  twice 
held  our  ground,  or  run  away  from  what 
we  thought  was  the  supernatural;  I’m 
talking  about  real  fear — the  most  shock- 
ing thing  I know.  Something  that  to 
be  anywhere  around  makes  you  ill  at 
your  stomach,  for  it’s  a stripping  away 
of  the  last  reserve  of  personality,  the 
last  reticence  of  the  soul.  It’s  worse 
than  seeing  a corpse  mishandled.  It 
makes  all  the  mystery  of  humanity  as 
cheap  as  a battered  tin  tray.  And  it 
can  only  come,  the  quintessence,  when  a 


man  feels  that  he  is  helpless  to  prevent 
the  crushing  of  his  individuality  between 
the  dirty  fingers  of  some  one  else.  It’s 
the  ultimate  outrage.  It  couldn’t  very 
well  happen  on  a battle-field,  or  through 
nature,  for  so  long  as  a man  can  raise 
one  finger  he’s,  well,  he’s  still  fighting, 
but  the  other  thing — Most  of  us  in 
Belgium  have  seen  it  enough  to  know 
what  it  is.”  He  looked  down  at  his 
hand. 

“And  von  Boehn,”  I asked,  after  a 
pause,  “watched  it  in  his  shining  armor 
unmoved?  That  is  the  point?* 

“He  was  a little  amused,”  answered 
Truxton.  “Yes,  that’s  the  point.” 

A few  days  later  Truxton  sent  me  a 
letter.  “I  forgot  to  tell  you  the  other 
night,”  he  said,  “that,  among  other 
things,  our  friend  von  Boehn  occasional- 
ly went  in  for  the  good,  old-fashioned 
Russian  pastime  of  knouting.  We 
couldn’t  prove  it,  and  it  wouldn’t  have 
done  any  good  if  we  had.  But  I know 
it  to  be  a fact.  Look  up  knouting — it’s 
interesting.  It’s  said  to  have  a peculiar 
psychological  effect.  A man  never  quite 
gets  over  it.  There  was  a little  Belgian 
lawyer  who  had  bothered  von  Boehn 
considerably.  He  arrested  him  for  es- 
pionage, but  there  was  no  proof — not 
even  enough  for  a German.  The  Bel- 
gian was  a brave  chap.  I saw  him  later 
— he  was  still  brave — more  so — but  he 
had  the  most  curious  wormlike  quality 
at  the  back  of  his  brain.  You’ve  seen  a 
worm,  partly  crushed,  trying  to  drag 
itself  off  the  ground?  ...  Be  sure  to 
look  up  knouting.” 

A nice  fellow,  my  former  playmate! 
I proceeded  as  best  I could  to  follow 
his  subsequent  career.  But  there  wasn’t 
much  to  be  heard,  and  then,  soon,  there 
was  the  almost  entire  silence  that  fol- 
lowed that  splendid  May  when  the 
common  folk  of  a democracy  informed 
an  emperor  that  he  was  a blood-stained 
rogue. 

Only  recently  have  I come  across  von 
Boehn’s  tracks  again.  There  was  some- 
thing about  him  in  a newspaper,  and  I 
heard  directly  and  in  detail  from  a man 
who  was  not  far  away  at  the  time  and 
who  later  interviewed  people  who  were 
immediate.  I have  the  letter  now  on 
my  desk.  But  knowing  von  Boehn,  I 
would  have  needed  only  that  little  news- 
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paper  paragraph  to  have  constructed 
the  rest.  It  is  the  simplest  trick  of  the 
imagination.  It  isn’t  even  changing  the 
point  of  view  of  this  recital,  or  assuming 
an  attitude  of  omniscience.  Prussian 
officers  are  cut  from  one  cloth;  given 
certain  premises,  you  can  predict  even 
their  thoughts,  certainly  their  most 
minute  actions,  as  if  you  yourself  had 
been  with  them  every  minute  of  the 
day.  That’s  the  penalty  of  disingenu- 
ousness— once  you’ve  the  key  to  it,  it  is 
as  easy  to  read  as  any  other  involved  code. 

It  seems,  when  the  armistice  came, that 
von  Boehn  was  back  again  in  a small  Bel- 
gian town.  He  had  a battalion  of  soldiers 
with  him.  They  had  not  expected  peace, 
he  and  the  other  officers.  They  were 
aware  that  things  were  not  going  alto- 
gether well  at  Berlin,  but  they  had  lived 
before  through  rumors  and  threatened 
political  upheavals.  It  was  the  army 
that  counted,  and  the  army  was  sound:. 
To  be  sure,  it  was  falling  back,  but  that 
was  only  to  obtain  the  advantage  of  a 
shortened  line.  Once  that  line  was 
reached.  . . . Dear  Heaven!  they  could 
see  the  English  and  the  French  and  the 
Canadians,  and  the  rest  of  the  polyglot 
crew  flinging  themselves  against  the 
smoking  cliff  like  a broken  sea,  as  von 
Boehn  and  several  of  the  others  had 
often  themselves  seen  them  in  the  past 
four  years.  As  for  the  Americans,  they 
didn’t  believe  the  stories  they  had  heard 
about  them.  Brave?  Yes!  But  you 
couldn’t  even  teach  a man  to  salute 
properly  in  six  months.  Another  winter 
of  firmness,  and  the  thing  would  be  over; 
not  with  victory — that  was  too  much  to 
hope  any  longer — but  with  ‘'a  strong 
German  peace,”  as  the  Emperor  had 
said. 

Von  Boehn  was  even  more  contemptu- 
ous of  rumors  than  his  duller  com- 
anions,  although  even  more  than  they 
e desired  relaxation — if  only  for  a little 
while — from  the  strain  to  which  he  had 
been  subjected.  War  was  beginning  to 
trouble  his  well-leashed  nerves.  Love 
and  war,  undoubtedly  those  were  the 
only  things  to  live  for,  but  just  at  present 
there  had  been  too  much  of  war  and  not 
half  enough  of  love.  He  was  beginning  to 
want  Berlin  with  a constant  ache — not 
Berlin  for  a week  or  so  of  leave,  but 
Berlin  in  long  draughts,  and,  in  Berlin, 


parties  unhaunted  by  the  thought  of  a re- 
turn to  the  front,  and,  at  the  parties, 
pretty  eyes  to  look  into  and  hold  and  final- 
ly subdue.  It  was  a pity  he  was  so  fastidi- 
ous; but  then  he  couldn’t  have  followed 
the  example  of  some  of  his  brother  officers 
even  had  he  wanted  to;  he  had  been 
always  in  positions  of  prominence,  per- 
haps this  last  position  the  least  promi- 
nent of  all.  It  was  dull  enough,  any- 
way, the  Lord  only  knew!  He  was 
especially  bored  on  this  particular 
evening. 

He  went  to  a window  of  his  office  that 
overlooked  the  square.  A blue  Novem- 
ber night  was  beginning  to  creep  along 
the  narrow  streets,  filling  the  open 
place,  ascending  the  buttresses  of  the 
cathedral  opposite.  A few  people  were 
abroad.  He  saw  a sergeant  stalking 
toward  the  door  of  the  Kommandatur. 
“Old  Schmidt!”  A good  man.  Splen- 
did fellows,  those  under-officers!  The 
backbone  of  the  army! 

A door  opened  behind  him.  It  must 
be  Kessel,  his  adjutant,  to  come  in  that 
way  without  knocking.  What  an  un- 
couth dog!  Why  couldn’t  they  sur- 
round gentlemen  with  gentlemen?  He 
faced  about.  It  was  Kessel,  standing 
with  a telegram  in  his  hand,  the  most 
curious,  drooping-mouthed  look  on  his 
face 

“Well,”  asked  von  Boehn,  “what’s 
the  matter?  Have  you  seen  a ghost? 
Besides,  salute,  Kessel!  You’re  getting 
lax.” 

“Thunderweather!”  said  the  adju- 
tant. “Yes — I have  seen  a ghost.”  He 
held  out  the  telegram. 

“What  is  it?” 

“An  armistice,  my  colonel.  To-mor- 
row it  will  probably  be  signed.” 

Von  Boehn  strode  toward  him  and 
seized  the  paper  from  his  hand. 

“ Impossible !”  he  cried.  “ We’ve  heard 
nothing  about  it  but  rumors.” 

“This  is  from  Brussels.  Our  envoys 
have  been  in  the  French  lines  three  days 
already.” 

“Then  they  consent  to  our  terms?” 

Kessel  laughed  mirthlessly.  “It  is  we 
who  consent,”  he  said.  “Read!” 

Von  Boehn  glanced  at  the  telegram 
and  threw  it  down  on  the  desk.  “The 
fools!”  he  said,  savagely.  “The  army 
is  as  strong  as  ever.  I know  it.” 
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Kessel  looked  at  him  a moment  with 
his  long-nosed  inscrutability.  “You 
will  have  orders  to  give  later  on,  I sup- 
pose?” he  said.  He  left  the  room 
noiselessly. 

Von  Boehn  went  again  to  the  window. 
Incredible!  What  were  they  up  to? 
Well — he  drew  back  his  shoulders;  well, 
after  all,  it  was  no  defeat.  Germany 
was  intact.  He  supposed  the  Great 
Headquarters  knew  what  they  were 
about.  But  why  couldn’t  they  have 
kept  a fellow  in  touch  with  things? 
His  sense  of  dignity  was  wounded. 
Presently  an  unexpected  coolness  of  re- 
lief stole  into  his  mind.  He  was  glad 
the  thing  was  over,  anyhow.  In  fifteen 
years  or  so  they  would  be  ready  again. 
In  the  mean  time:  first  his  place  in 
Pomerania,  and  a long  sleep  and  rest 
and  food;  and  then  Berlin.  He  wanted 
pretty  eyes  frightfully.  Yes,  he  was 
really  glad  war  was  over,  even  if  the 
ending  wasn’t  quite  so  glorious  as  that 
first  initial  swoop — like  eagles  plum- 
meting on  their  prey.  In  the  darkness 
of  the  square  he  saw  a number  of  civil- 
ians standing  about  in  groups,  talking 
earnestly.  The  rats  were  beginning  to 
crawl  out  of  their  holes  already!  Then 
some  bugles  blew.  He  looked  at  his 
clock.  Exactly  punctual!  Thingswerestill 
not  so  bad  when  bugles  blew  punctually. 

He  went  to  the  door  and  stuck  his 
head  into  the  adjoining  room. 

“Mess,  Kessler!”  he  said.  “What 
shall  it  be,  the  Gold  Lion?” 

“/«  wohl,  Oberst /”  answered  the  ad- 
jutant. 

They  had  said  practically  the  same 
thing  to  each  other  at  the  same  hour 
for  almost  half  a year. 

Nor  the  next  day  did  von  Boehn  find 
his  life  greatly  altered.  He  was  de- 
pressed— who  wouldn’t  be? — but  he  was 
astonished  that  he  wasn’t  more  de- 
pressed. Word  of  the  signing  of  the 
armistice  came  through,  jnd  suddenly, 
with  a great,  strident  joy,  the  bells  of  the 
cathedral  swung  into  sound.  The 
square  was  black  with  a silent  multi- 
tude. It  had  been  there  since  dawn; 
perhaps  most  of  it  all  night.  But  it 
was  a silent  multitude;  entirely  orderly. 
“The  dogs”  knew  better  than  to  create 
a disturbance  just  yet,  or  for  some  days 
to  come. 


At  noon  von  Boehn  swaggered  across 
the  square  with  only  Kessler  at  his 
heels.  The  people  drew  back  for  him 
as  formerly,  but  they  didn’t  take  off 
their  hats.  Only  one  voice  shouted;  a 
distant  voice;  he  couldn’t  tell  exactly 
from  whence  it  came. 

“Swine!”  it  said. 

Von  Boehn  gripped  his  saber.  He 
looked  at  Kessler.  Their  eyes  met. 
Von  Boehn  laughed  contemptuously. 
“What  beasts  they  are!”  he  said. 
“Never  mind,  we’ll  get  them  again 
some  day.  Then  none  of  this  kind- 
heartedness.” 

He  made  a little  speech  to  his  officers 
at  mess.  He  was  not  in  the  habit  of 
dining  with  them,  but  he  made  an 
especial  occasion.  They  must  be  very  cir- 
cumspect during  the  next  few  days;  walk 
on  egg-shells.  In  a short  while  would 
come  orders,  and  then  they  would  know 
what  to  do.  Probably  back  to  Ger- 
many— dear  Germany ! And  undefeated 
— they  must  remember  that.  All  the 
honors  of  the  war  had  been  theirs.  But 
one  couldn’t  fight  the  whole  world. 
And  now,  remember  words  couldn’t 
hurt  a German  gentleman  any  more  than 
the  grunting  of  hogs.  They  were  deal- 
ing with  hogs. 

After  that  he  felt  more  cheerful. 
There  wasn’t  very  much  to  do  back  at 
the  Kommandatur-,  it  was  necessary  to 
wait  for  further  instructions.  Most  of 
the  afternoon  he  watched  the  towns- 
people from  his  windows.  Their  atti- 
tude satisfied  him.  Apparently  they 
had  no  further  desire  except  to  talk  and 
gesticulate  in  groups. 

Kessler,  being  a common  man  and 
nearer  the  hearts  of  common  people,  was 
not  so  well  pleased. 

“I  wish  they  weren’t  so  silent,”  he 
said.  “I  hear  that  in  some  other  places 
they  are  celebrating.” 

Von  Boehn  looked  around  at  him 
angrily.  “Why  shouldn’t  they  be  si* 
lent?”  he  asked.  “They  know  better 
than  to  make  a fuss.” 

“Noise  is  a safety  valve.”  Kessler 
glanced  sideways  at  his  commander. 
“You  know,  Herr  Oberst,  you  have  been 
especially  noted  for  discipline.” 

“And  still  am,”  retorted  von  Boehn, 
grimly.  His  overwrought  nerves  sud- 
denly snapped.  “Armistice  or  no 
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armistice,”  he  exploded,  “we’re  still 
here!  God  in  heaven,  I alone  would 
face  a hundred  shopkeepers  and  turn 
them  tailward!”  That  was  the  trouble 
with  having  men  who  were  not  gentle- 
men for  officers!  What  could  Kessler 
know  of  the  unshakable  power  a gentle- 
man always  had  with  those  below  him? 
What  could  a reserve  officer  know  of  the 
real  discipline  of  German  troops? 

So  he  wasn’t  prepared — von  Boehn — 
for  what  was  to  happen  within  the  next 
twenty-four  hours.  . . . The  full  terms 
of  the  armistice  had  come  in.  That  was 
bad  enough.  They  would  have  to  get 
out,  and  speedily.  Well,  they  would, 
damn  it!  but  they’d  come  back;  oh 
yes,  some  day;  like  the  sword  of  the 
Assyrians.  ...  At  ten  o’clock  there  was 
a trampling  on  the  stairs  beyond  the 
outer  office;  then  Kessler’s  voice,  very 
sharp;  then  Kessler’s  voice  drowned  in 
the  murmur  of  other  voices,  just  as  on 
a windy  day  the  sound  of  one  wave  is 
overwhelmed  by  the  sound  of  the  waves 
that  come  after;  and  then  the  door  to 
von  Boehn’s  Toom  swung  open.  In  the 
aperture  were  a dozen  non-commissioned 
officers  with  old  Schmidt  in  the  lead. 
For  a moment  they  stood  blinking,  half 
truculent,  half  ill  at  ease,  before  Schmidt 
spoke.  He  drew  himself  rigidly  to  at- 
tention, saluted. 

“We  have  come  to  tell  you,  Herr 
Oberst,”  he  said,  “that  you  will  remove 
all  insignia  of  your  rank,  and  that  you 
will  give  to  us  your  sword  and  your  other 
side-arms.” 

For  a moment  von  Boehn  stared  at 
the  speaker,  his  eyes  widening  slowly  like 
those  of  a cat  about  to  spring.  Then  his. 
automatic,  a little  streak  of  li^ht,  leaped 
from  the  scabbard,  twinkled  in  the  air, 
and  came  to  rest  full  on  the  second  but- 
ton of  Schmidt’s  tunic. 

“You  dog!”  said  von  Boehn. 

Schmidt’s  wrinkled  face  did  not 
change  color. 

“■You  can  kill  me,  Herr  Oberst,”  he 
said,  quietly.  “In  fact,  I expect  you 
will,  but  you  will  be  killed  yourself 
immediately  afterward.  And  we  do 
not  want  bloodshed;  it  would  be  a bad 
beginning.” 

Von  Boehn  reflected.  “And  how,” 
he  asked,  “if  1 do  what  you  madmen 
wish?  Afterward  I shall  have  you  ar- 
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rested  and  lined  up  against  a wall  and 
shot.” 

Schmidt  shook  his  head.  “No,”  he 
said,  “there  is  not  one  man  in  the  town 
to-day  who  would  obey  your  command.” 

“You  mean?” 

“I  mean,  Herr  Oberst,  that  evidently 
you  have  not  heard  that  in  Germany 
the  revolution  is  real.  This  afternoon 
the  battalion  marches  home  unless  they 
can  find  a train — they  are  old  men,  they 
are  tired.  You  need  have  no  care  for  the 
evacuation,  the  non-commissioned  offi- 
cers have  it  in  charge.  You  can  come, 
or  not,  as  you  wish.  Your  motor  and 
driver  are  entirely  at  your  disposal.” 

Von  Boehn’s  hand,  holding  the  auto- 
matic, fell  slowly  to  his  side;  then  he 
shrugged  his  shoulders  and,  walking  over 
to  the  desk,  threw  the  pistol  on  it.  He 
unbuckled  his  sword  and  placed  it  be- 
side the  other  weapon.  With  an  amused 
contempt  he  proceeded  to  rip  off  his- 
lapel  tabs  and  his  shoulder  ornaments. 

“Would  you  like  my  buttons?”  he 

ocIrAn 

“No,  Herr  Oberst.” 

“Take  what  you  want,  then,  and  get 
out.”  Suddenly  his  voice  rasped  through 
the  quiet  like  a saw.  “Each  man  here,” 
he  said,  “will  one  day  pay  for  this  with 
his  life.” 

Schmidt  did  not  answer.  He  picked 
up  the  sword  and  pistol,  saluted,  faced 
about,  and,  with  a sign  to  his  com- 
panions, stepped  through  the  door  and. 
closed  it  behind  him.  Von  Boehn  waited, 
until  the  footsteps  died  way  before  he; 
called. 

“Kessler!” 

There  was  no  answer. 

He  flung  open  the  door.  The  outer 
office  was  empty.  “Swine!”  said  von; 
Boehn  to  himself.  “He  was  afraid  of 
being  left  behind.  He  is  no  better  than 
the  rest — incredible  filth  that  they  are!” 

What  was  he  to  do  ? Here  were  papers 
of  four  years  |p  be  sorted;  some  to  be 
preserved,  the  rest  destroyed.  There 
were  a hundred  details  to  be  attended! 
to.  For  a while  he  worked  with  a cold, 
precise  fury;  but  after  an  hour  or  so  he 
sighed,  drew  back  from  the  desk,  and, 
going  over  to  the  fireplace,  built  a fire 
and  proceeded  to  heap  upon  it  the  ac- 
cumulated books  and  records.  When 
he  was  done  he  looked  at  his  watcbi 
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Three  o’clock.  An  hour  to  pack  his 
personal  belongings  in  and  then  he  would 
be  off.  He  stood  up,  gazed  about  the 
wrecked  office,  and  strode  to  the  door. 
With  his  hand  on  the  knob,  he  hesitated. 
Beside  him  on  the  top  of  a modern 
American  desk  was  a little  bronze 
statue — a boy  playing  a flute.  Von 
Boehn  regarded  it  with  thoughtful,  nar- 
rowed eyelids.  He  reached  over  slowly, 

Eicked  it  up,  examined  it,  and,  drawing 
ack  his  arm,  suddenly  hurled  it  with  all 
his  might  through  the  window  opposite. 
His  face  was  white  with  rage;  his  blue 
eyes  shone.  . . . 

The  halls  beyond  were  strangely 
empty,  hauntingly  deserted.  There 
were  no  sentries  on  the  stairs,  or  in 
the  long  corridors  he  traversed  to  reach 
his  own  apartments.  Half  asleep  in  a 
chair  beside  the  door  he  found  his  mili- 
tary chauffeur.  The  unexpected  human 
presence  startled  him.  The  man  sprang 
to  his  feet. 

“When  will  his  Exzellenz  be  ready?” 
he  asked. 

“In  about  three-quarters  of  an  hour. 
Have  the  car  at  the  main  entrance.” 

“The  main  entrance?”  The  man’s 
lips  drew  together  in  doubt.  Then  he 
saluted.  “Very  good , Exzellenz.  There 
is  a great  crowd  in  the  square,  you 
know.” 

“Damn  them!”  answered  von  Boehn. 
There  was  very  little  to  do;  he  kept 
most  of  his  things  always  in  trunks;  but 
he  wished  to  change  his  uniform.  Once 
he  was  interrupted  in  his  preparations 
by  the  sound  of  marching  men  which 
came  up  to  him  from  the  street.  He 
went  to  the  window.  The  battalion  was 
going  by.  There  were  no  officers  with 
it;  old  Schmidt  was  in  the  lead.  Von 
Boehn’s  lips  curled.  The  old  fools! 
Wait  until  they  struck  the  real  army — 
the  army  returning  from  the  front! 
A fat  chance  their  revolution  would  have 
then!  He  would  remember  Schmidt — 
oh  yes,  he  would  remember  him!  He 
looked  at  the  retreating,  stolid  back  with 
the  speculative  eyes  of  a man  who  sees 
another  walking  to  the  gallows.  Then 
he  returned  to  his  trunks. 

But  their  packing  took  him  longer 
than  he  had  anticipated.  There  was  a 
tapestry  he  had  picked  up  lately  in 
Namur  that  must  be  got  in  some  way. 


It  was  quite  the  end  of  the  afternoon 
by  the  time  he  was  ready.  He  called 
his  chauffeur  and  bade  him  carry  down 
the  three  small  military  trunks.  When 
this  was  done,  he  drew  on  his  gloves  and 
made  ready  to  follow.  From  the  drawer 
of  a carved  chest  he  took  out  an  auto- 
matic pistol  and  slipped  it  into  his 
empty  scabbard.  He  smiled.  That  old 
fool  Schmidt!  He  stalked  down  the 
empty  corridor,  down  the  silent  stairs, 
and  out  onto  the  steps.  He  was  still 
high  above  the  square. 

The  sun  was  setting  opposite  him,  and 
for  a moment  he  paused,  blinded  by  its 
red  confusion.  He  had  dressed  himself 
very  carefully,  with  a contemptuous  de- 
sire to  show  these  Belgian  swine  that  his 
glory  was  still  undimmed  and  the  more 
practical  purpose  of  turning  up  at  the  near- 
est headquarters  with  a uniform  unmuti- 
lated. About  his  shoulders  was  a blue 
cloak,  faced  and  lined  with  crimson, 
and  he  had  put  on  his  Uhlan  tunic  and 
breeches  that  he  had  not  worn  since 
the  beginning  of  the  war.  On  his  head 
was  the  swaggering  dress  tschapka. 
with  the  drooping  plumes.  The  sunset 
surrounded  his  tall  figure  with  an  aura 
of  quivering  gold.  He  was  like  a statue 
set  up  to  the  glory  and  arrogance  of  war. 
As  he  hesitated  he  was  not  aware  that  in 
the  crowd  below  him  a thousand  faces 
turned  slowly  in  his  direction,  but,  as  his 
eyes  became  accustomed  to  the  light,  the 
blurred  mass  began  to  dissolve  into  in- 
dividual heads  and  shoulders.  He  sud- 
denly realized,  with  an  unaccustomed 
little  coldness  about  his  heart,  that  he 
was  very  much  alone,  except  for  his 
chauffeur.  . . . Von  Boehn!  He  drew 
himself  together.  “Von  Boehn!”  he  said 
to  himself  again.  These  last  few  days 
had  been  hard  on  his  nerves,  particu- 
larly this  last  business  of  the  non- 
commissioned officers.  But  they  were 
only  Landsturm  men.  He  mustn’t 
begin  to  i loose  ihis  faith  in  things. 
There  was  even  more  insolence  than 
usual  in  his  walk  as  he  descended  the 
steps. 

Between  him  and  the  motor  the  side- 
walk was  jammed.  He  touched  the 
man  nearest  to  him  on  the  shoulder. 

“Would  you  stand  back,”  he  said. 
“How  can  I reach  my  car?”  He  was 
astonished  at  the  difficulty  he  had  in 
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■putting  the  accustomed  harshness  into 
Jus  request. 

The  man,  a workman,  gave  way  sul- 
lenly. A narrow  lane  began  to  open 
out.  Von  Boehn  was  aware  of  the  rank 
smell  of  sweaty,  unwashed  bodies.  He 
saw  above  the  heads  of  the  crowd  the 
gray  hood  of  his  waiting  motor.  Sud- 
denly a woman,  a woman  he  could  not 
see,  began  to  screech  close  at  hand. 
What  a filthy  voice  she  had!  Damn 
women,  anyhow! 

“He  killed  my  son!”  said  the  voice. 
“Killed  him — sent  him  away  to  Ger- 
many to  die!  Do  you  let  him  go?” 

A deep  breath  went  through  the 
crowd,  like  wind  across  a lake. 

“Do  you  give  way?”  asked  von 
Boehn,  quietly.  He  had  been  rather  a 
.fool  to -delay  his  departure  so  long. 

“No!”  said  a man.  He  was  a stout 
man  with  a black  beard;  he  looked  like 
.a  lawyer. 

“ It  is  a truce,”  said  von  Boehn. 

The  man  wavered.  “Yes,  yes,”  he 
rsaid.  “It  is  so.  We  forget  ourselves.” 
His  full  lips  shut  with  a snap.  “But 
•you  don’t  deserve  it,”  he  added. 

Von  Boehn  stepped  forward  quickly, 
-a  feeling  of  relief  expanding  his  muscles, 
-and  stepped  full  into  a man  in  a blouse, 
who  dove  through  the  crowd  like  a 
-catapult.  Von  Boehn  threw  up  an  arm 
.and  a flailing  fist  caught  him  square  on 
the  mouth.  He  staggered  back,  as- 
tonished and  shaken.  Then  he  recov- 
ered himself.  This  was  no  time  to 
fight.  He  felt  the  blood  trickling  over 
his  lip,  and  reached  for  his  handkerchief. 
A hand  from  behind  pinioned  his  arm, 
and  he  felt  his  pistol  being  lifted  from 
-its  holster. 

“So!”  said  a voice.  “You  would 
-shoot,  would  you?  Here’s  a shot  for 
you,  then !”  And  a boot,  with  crushing 
force,  caught  him  on  the  end  of  his  spine. 
“Get  to  your  car,  Prussian,”  said  the 
voice,  “before  it  is  too  late!” 

For  a moment  yon  Boehn  saw  red, 
and  he  wheeled  with  a gasping  snarl, 
•broken  splinters  of  pain  running  up  his 
back  to  his  shoulder  blades,  his  face 
twisted  with  agony  and  fury.  And  then, 
as  suddenly  as  it  had  come,  his  rage 
dropped  from  him,  leaving  only  the 
trembling  sickness  of  his  hurt  and  a cold 
dearness  of  mind,  for  he  saw,  with  a 


comprehensiveness  that  had  escaped  his 
former  preoccupation  while  he  had  been 
attempting  to  reach  his  car,  the  circle  of 
faces  about  him,  distinct;  the  strained 
mouths,  the  glaring  eyes.  Beyond  them 
he  thought  he  saw  other  eyes;  and  be- 
yond these  still  more;  and  he  realized 
that  there  was  a movement  toward  him 
in  the  crowd;  that  it  was  shutting  in 
upon  him  like  a monstrous  vise  of  flesh. 
The  apex  of  its  control  was  past!  It 
would  crush  him  to  death!  He  would  be 
crushed  by  that  dirty  man  with  a 
beard  opposite — crushed  slowly  and  soft- 
ly! A hazy  recollection  of  the  words  he 
had  said  to  Kessler  came  back  to  him; 
a despairing  remnant  of  the  traditions 
he  had  lived  by.  But  he  was  unarmed! 
He  drew  himself  up.  “Stand  back!”  he 
said.  “This  is  a truce!”  But  even  as 
he  said  it  he  realized  that  he  was 
ridiculous.  His  voice  had  no  power  m 
it;  it  was  like  some  one  else  speaking 
far  off.  And  he  shouldn’t  have  pleaded 
with  them;  he  should  have  called  them 
“Dogs!”  On  the  other  hand,  had  he 
done  so  he  might  have  hurried  that  pres- 
sure toward  him,  broken  the  bubble  in 
which  he  stood.  And  he  didn’t  want 
to  do  that.  No,  ho  didn’t  want  to  do 
that  at  all!  . . . There  was  that  woman 
screeching  again!  ...  It  was — Good 
God ! . . . He  had  a confused  impression 
of  the  bearded  man:being  shoved  toward 
him,  a grotesque  giant,  half  unwilling, 
shoulders  pushing  back,  enormous  stom- 
ach protruding;  and  he  struck  out  wildly 
with  his  unaccustomed  fists.  They  were 
going  to  tear  the  clothes  from  his  body. 
No;  they  were  too  close.  Hands  flick- 
ered above  his  head  like  the  rain  of  a 
cyclone.  One  of  them  drove  his  tschapka 
cruelly  down  upon  his  head;  another 
brushed  it  entirely  off.  The  thought 
came  to  him  that  he  must  keep  his  feet; 
he  must  not  allow  himself  to  go  down 
under  these  shuffling  boots.  He  drew 
his  arms  up  with -an  immense  effort  and 
thrust  them  above  him,  and,  slowly, 
like  a cork  from  the  neck  of  a bottle  too 
small  for  it,  he  found  himself  rising  from 
the  crowd,  until  he  was  head  and 
shoulders  above  it. 

For  a second  or  so  this  was  a relief; 
at  least  he  had  more  air,  and  then,  as 
his  frightened  eyes  encompassed  the 
tangled  mass  of  humanity  surrounding 
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him,  a new  wave  of  sickness  swept  over 
him;  the  giddiness  of  agrophobia.  This 
thing  that  sought  his  death  wasn’t  indi- 
vidual; it  was  writhing  and  vermicular; 
and  it  was  reaching  for  him  with  a 
blind  intentness.  He  gave  a strangled 
cry  and  began  to  beat  with  his  fists  at 
the  heads  nearest  him.  His  right  hand 
was  caught,  held,  and  pulled  down.  He 
tried  to  drag  it  free.  That  was  a strong 
devil  that  had  hold  of  it!  What  was  he 
trying  to  do?  An  excruciating  pain  shot 
up  von  Boehn’s  arm.  He — they  were 
breaking  his  wrist!  Good  God!  He  beat 
impotently  with  his  other  hand.  It,  too, 
was  caught,  pulled  savagely  forward, 
and  twisted.  And  then,  suddenly,  von 
Boehn  raised  his  head  and  screamed- 
shrilly  and  continuously.  He  did  not 
know  at  first  that  it  was  his  own  voice, 
and  when  he  did  become  cognizant  of 
it,  he  heard  it  as  a man  would  who  was 
standing  off  and  watching  himself,  were 
such  a thing  possible.  He  mustn’t 
scream!  He  mustn’t!  He,  von  Boehn! 
A German;  an  officer!  He — but  his 
voice  wouldn’t  stop ! It  went  on  and  on. 
It  hurt  his  ears.  Where  were  they  taking 
him  ? The  pain  at  the  end  of  his  arms 
burst  with  a snap.-  Something  seemed 
to  break  inside  his  head,  as  well,  for  it 
fell  forward;  then  over  on  his  shoul- 
der. . . . 

When  he  came  to  himself  he  was  in 
a little  room  with  two  Belgian  police- 
men bending  over  him.  Near  at  hand 
others  were  standing.  He  stared  at 
them  for  a moment,  then  down  at  his 
hands.  His  wrists  were  in  splints.  He 
tried  to  speak,  but  only  a queer,  broken 
croak  came  from  between  his  lips.  The 
memory  of  some  intolerable  sname,  a 
memory  which  he  was  unable  quite  to 
analyze,  irritated  him  like  a fever,  made 
his  head  heavy. 

The  policeman  on  his  right  hand  stood 
up. 

“As  soon  as  your  Excellency  is  well 
enough  to  travel,”  he  said,  “I  should 
suggest  that  you  go.  We  will  see  to 
your  safety.” 

Von  Boehn  nodded.  They  helped  him 


to  his  feet,  through  a place  that  he  re- 
membered as  a court-room,  and  so  to 
a street  that  was  almost  deserted.  His 
motor-car  was  waiting,  the  lamps  shin- 
ing in  the  darkness.  Von  Boehn  sank 
back  on  the  cushions  of  the  tonneau. 
A policeman  took  the  seat  beside  him, 
another  sat  opposite;  on  the  running- 
boards  were  four  more.  They  rode  with 
him  until  the  town  was  left  behind. 
Then  they  descended. 

“I  regret,  your  Excellency,”  said  the 
policeman  who  had  first  spoken,  “this 
accident.  It  was  very  unwise  of  you 
not  to  let  us  know  the  exact  hour  of 
your  departure.”  He  hesitated.  He 
smiled.  “I  am  afraid  the  people  have 
become  lawless  in  the  past  four  years,” 
he  said,  as  he  disappeared. 

The  car  sped  into  the  night.  Von 
Boehn  lay  huddled  up  in  the  comer, 
rocking  with  the  motion.  There  came 
over  him  again  and  again  that  strange, 
nauseated  feeling  of  irritation  and 
shame.  Once  he  almost  whimpered. 
There  was  some  memory  of  that  last 
fight  of  his  trying  to  make  itself  clear 
in  his  mind.  It  was  an  unwashable 
memory  he  felt.  How  could  he  wash  it 
out  except  to  go  back  and  face  those 
people  again,  or  else  kill  himself?  And 
either  of  these  atonements,  atonements 
that  a little  while  ago  would  have  seemed 
so  simple,  so  inevitable,  now  seemed 
impossible.  ... 

Here’s  the  third  communication  I got 
on  the  subject  from  Truxton,  turned 
war  correspondent.  I said  “the  third,” 
didn’t  I?  Well,  that’s  all  right.  I hadn’t 
meant  to  name  Truxton  as  the  writer  of 
the  letter  that  gave  me  a detailed  de- 
scription of  von  Boehn’s  flight,  but  it 
makes  no  real  difference  if  I do.  The 
third  letter  was  one  of  Truxton’s  inev- 
itable postscripts.  He  thinks  too  fast 
ever  to  say  or  write  at  one  time  all  he 
means  to  say  or  write. 

“ By  God !”  said  the  third  letter,  with 
a profanity  that  was,  as  is  so  often  the 
case,  the  most  sincere  of  prayers,  “his 
damned  shining  armor  is  stripped  from 
him.  He’s  naked  to  the  world!” 
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Solving  the  Problem  of  the  Arctic 

HUNTING  CARIBOU  AND  BUILDING  SNOW  HOUSES 

BY  VILHJALMUR  STEFA NSSON 

PART  IV 


OUBTLESS  the  aver- 
age man  turns  to  polar 
narratives,  if  he  turns 
to  them  at  all,  with  the 
desire  and  expectation 
of  reading  about  suf- 
fering, heroic  persever- 
ance against  formidable  odds,  and  trag- 
edy either  actual  or  narrowly  averted. 
Perhaps,  then,  it  is  the  “law  of  supply 
and  demand”  that  accounts  for  the 
general  tenor  of  Arctic  books.  However 
that  be,  my  main  interest  in  the  story  I 
am  telling  is  to  “get  across”  to  the 
reader  the  idea  that  if  you  are  of  ordi- 
nary health  and  strength,  if  you  are 
young  enough  to  be  adaptable  and  inde- 
pendent enough  to  shake  off  the  influ- 
ence of  books  and  belief,  you  can  And 

f'ood  reason  to  be  as  content  and  com- 
ortable  in  the  north  as  anywhere  on 
earth.  An  example  to  me  is  the  fall 
of  1914,  to  which  I frequently  look 
back  as  a time  I wish  I might  live  over 
again. 

To  begin  with,  we  had  that  all-im- 
portant thing,  an  object  for  which  to 
work.  The  Mary  Sachs  had  brought  us 
the  news  that  the  Karluk  had  been 
wrecked  near  Wrangell  Island,  that  the 
main  resources  of  our  expedition  were 
gone,  and  it  was  up  to  us  to  make  good 
in  spite  of  that.  1 confess  I had  found 
the  idea  of  a large  expedition  less  of  a 
challenge  than  the  new  conditions  im- 
posed. When  you  have  under  you  many 
officers  and  more  subordinates  of  a lower 
rank,  it  is  with  a commander  largely  a 
case  of  “He  spake  and  it  was  so,”  an 
easy  but  uninteresting  way  of  bringing 
anything  about.  Now,  with  most  or  our 
best  men  and  resources  gone,  it  had 
become  a matter  of  individual  prowess. 
We  had  to  show  that  by  adapting  our- 
selves, unaided,  to  local  conditionsa  few 
could  do  the  work  of  many. 
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The  first  point  was  that,  although  the 
Mary  Sachs  had  brought  a certain 
amount  of  food,  it  would  by  no  means 
have  been  enough  even  for  one  winter, 
if  men  and  dogs  had  subsisted  entirely 
on  the  cargo.  Furthermore,  as  polar  ex- 
peditions have  proved  from  the  earliest 
times  down  to  Scott,  living  on  ship's 
food  brings  danger  of  scurvy.  We  did 
not  have  dozens  of  competent  and  locally 
familiar  Eskimo  hunters  as  Peary  did, 
for  instance,  to  send  out  here  and  there 
to  bring  in  meat  of  walrus  or  musk-ox 
or  caribou.  We  had  only  one  Eskimo 
hunter,  Natkusiak,  my  companion  of 
many  years,  and  we  had  not  even  those 
easily  secured  walrus  and  musk-ox  to 
depend  on,  for  they  are  absent  from 
Banks  Island  and  its  vicinity. 

That  the  native  resources  in  this  place 
were  less  than  are  commonly  found  in 
the  north  made  the  task  all  the  more 
absorbing.  It  was  purely  a question  of 
caribou  and  seals,  and  the  seals  we  left 
to  the  midwinter,  turning  our  attention 
to  caribou  in  the  fall.  This  for  two 
reasons:  first,  you  can  kill  seals  under 
favorable  circumstances  even  in  the 
twilight  of  winter  when  the  sun  never 
rises;  but  for  caribou-hunting,  where  the 
field-glasses  are  as  important  as  the  rifle, 
daylight  is  necessary  for  any  consider- 
able success.  Then,  to  us  who  have 
lived  long  in  the  north,  the  lean  caribou 
of  midwinter  and  spring  are  only  a food, 
and  not  a very  satisfactory  one  at  that; 
but  the  fat  caribou  of  the  autumn  are  a 
delicacy  which  the  ordinary  civilized 
man  of  to-day  is  not  fitted  by  experience 
to  imagine,  although  King  Arthur  and 
King  Alfred  would  have  understood  the 
matter,  for  theirs  was  an  age  which 
judged  meat  by  taste  and  called  it  sweet, 
and  not  as  our  toothless  generation  who 
bestow  strange  flavor  on  meat  by  season- 
ing and  praise  it  by  calling  it  tender. 
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Wilkins,  Nitkusiak,  And  "i, therefore,  But  at;  this  drhe  of  the  year  the 
commenced  .out  hunt  ai  once.  darkness  was  coming  on  rapidly  and 

Wt$  traveled  three  days  northeasterly  we  had  to  nuke  pur  harvest  i|*  ns 
from  **n i base  ;<r  K.cticrr,  h was  snow-  proper  season.  Thi?  caribou  vere  get- 
ing  haul  oiosrofrhv  fimt,  Wc  could  not  ring ' leaner  and  their  meat  less,  desir- 

see  mote  than  a mile  or  two.  and  all  able  every  day.  Oft  the.  fourth  day 

cariboo  tracks  were  ojmraliy  buried  by  f asked  Wilkins,  as  the  mart  then  feast 

the  iaSr-faUmg  >n;>vv.  it  is  an  idiosyn-  expeneneed  of  the  three  of  us,  ! although 
cracy  with  MH-. nr  possibly  a matter  of  he  later  became  a Hrs? -class.  Kumvr) 

pride,  rhati  hoover  abundant  the*  food-  to  stay  in  camp  r<>  see  that  nothing 

SUppIV  is  in  titt- camp  from  which  we  happened  to  it  and  the  dogs  while 

■.tract  upon  a hunt,  wc-  seldom  carry  raoie  Natkusiak  and  I .struck  off  m different 

than  two  or  three  days'  provisions.  We  dtreerions  through  u mndefatdy  Thick 

have  never  yef  faded  to  get  some  game  blizzard  to  hunt.  The  visibility  ofcart~ 

before  thefuiiff  was  gone.  To  start  with  htiti  in  that  sort  of  Was  undyt  four 

little'  food  is  generally  good  policy,  for  hundred  yards,  but  there  is  this  com- 

one  travels  more  rapidly  and  hunts  more  peToatory  ad  vantage  in  a b!iy,?;ard,  that 

•energetically  and  teds  a greater  reward  by  real  vratphiidness  yon  me  practically 

in  hi?  • success  w-hrn  lie  knows  that  ir  is  ’ cci/tam  to  sec  caribou  before  they  see 

a ijiiestusnol  eecrntg  yavru' or  g-.'-i.rigyvitb;  yin.  and  that  at  a rouge  v,'here:y<ya  van 

out  Inealf..  It  (wed  mu  be  thoygbr,  begin  sbnoring at  <>nce.  Fu  ft  be  rmotc, 

eiiher,  that  the  .method  is  dangerous,  for  rive  wind  drowns  any  noise  you  might 

o':  one  who  link  tried  starvation  can  be  make  and  rhe  . storm  itself  septus  to  make, 
induced  ro  (ear  font  ••pi'  five  days  without-;  tie-  animaK  less  watchful.  While,  there- 
(■>..()  Yom  go-  no  'hmifinrr  after  tin  ’ fore,  you  have  a small  db  a net.  of  finding 
after ih.'OIj  of  the  first  .lays  and  any,  ony  • caribou  av  all,  yet  if  you  do  happen  to 
who  tdls  about  having  srdfeiyd  from  tun  ifihvt hern  you  have  a good  chance  of 

going  three  or  four  days  without  lobcl  killing  them. 

oil!  get  statu  sympathy  from  me.  I lav-  We  Wer,  to  < country  which  none  of 
ing  three  days' piovn 'ions  in  the  sled  us  had  previously  seen,  and  rluo-e  were 
really  means  that  your  party  is*  good  for  no  riypif  epurscs.ar  tailciwarks;  that  could; 
at  least  ten  da  y s,  before  ■ which-'  time  • be  i thought  levs ly  followed  • iSway  from 
something  is  sure  to  turn  up.  camp  with  the  asriucance  that  yoti  could 
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with  equal  thoughtlessness  follow  them 
back  again.  In  that  sort  of  weather  it  is 
a matter  of  the  closest  observation  and 
the  most  careful  reckoning  to  find  your 
way  home  to  camp.  As  you  advance  you 
must  notice  the  speed  with  which  you 
are  walking  and  the  time  you  are  pro- 
ceeding in  any  given  direction,  and  you 
must  know  exactly  at  what  angle  to  the 
wind  you  are  traveling.  Furthermore, 
you  must  check  the  wind  occasionally, 
either  by  your  pocket  compass  or  by  a 
snowdrift  on  the  ground,  to  see  that  it 
isn’t  changing,  for  an  unnoticed  change 
in  the  wind  would  throw  otherwise  care- 
ful reckoning  completely  out  of  gear. 
The  method  of  such  a hunt,  if  you  are 
leaving  a camp  in  unknown  topography, 
is  first  to  walk  around  the  hill — for  our 
hunting-camps  are  commonlv  on  high 
hilltops — and  examine  each  face  of  the 
hill  carefully  enough  so  that  you  feel 
sure  that  if  you  strike  any  point  of  it 
within  half  a mile  of  camp  you  will 
recognize  it  on  the  return.  When  the 
topography  of  the  half-mile  square  or  so 
surrounding  camp  has  been  memorized, 
you  strike  out  perhaps  right  into  the 
wind  or  perhaps  at  an  angle  of  forty-five 
or  ninety  degrees  to  it,  and  travel 
straight  for  an  hour  or  two  hours,  accord- 
ing to  the  degree  of  confidence  you  have 
in  your  ability  to  get  back.  If  no  game 
has  been  found,  you  turn  at  some  known 
angle  (commonly  a right  angle)  to  your 
original  course  and  walk  in  that  direction 
a carefully  estimated  distance,  perhaps 
as  far  as  you  did  in  the  first  direction. 
If  then  nothing  has  been  found  you  turn 
again,  and  if  you  this  time  also  make  a 
right-angle  turn,  it  is  easy  to  calculate 
at  what  time  you  are  opposite  camp  and 
one  hour  or  two  hours’  walk  away  from 
it.  Turning  a third  right  angle,  will  face 
you  directly  for  camp,  and  if  you  have 
been  careful  you  will  land  within  half  a 
mile  of  your  mark,  or  within  the  area 
which  you  memorized  before  starting. 
But  should  you  miss  it,  you  will  know,  at 
any  rate,  at  what  time  you  are  close  to 
it,  and  by  carefully  thinking  the  matter 
out  you  will  see  how  to  walk  around  in 
circles  or  squares  of  continually  increas- 
ing size  until  you  find  a place  you  know. 

If  in  the  course  of  your  walk  you  do 
see  game,  your  first  thought  must  be  to 
take  the  time  by  the  watch  or  make 


some  similar  observation  to  assure  your- 
self at  that  moment  of  the  direction  of 
your  camp.  If  you  can  kill  the  game  at 
that  spot  the  matter  is  simple,  but  if 
you  have  to  follow  about  a good  deal, 
or  if  it  is  a trail  you  come  upon  rather 
than  the  game  itself  and  you  follow  the 
trail,  then  it  is  not  so  easy  to  lay  down 
the  proper  rules  for  getting  back.  Every- 
thing can,  however,  be  summarized  by 
saying  that  you  must  continually  memo- 
rize your  course;  and  if  you  do  this  it 
is  only  a matter  of  angles  to  determine 
the  course  you  must  eventually  take 
when  you  start  for  home. 

This  simple  outline  of  our  procedure 
in  a storm,  and  in  fact  at  all  other  times 
when  direct  vision  will  not  serve,  will 
show  at  once  why  it  is  that  a white  man 
of  trained  mind  can  find  his  way  home 
so  frequently  where  an  Eskimo  has  to 
camp  away  from  home  and  wait  for  clear 
weather. 

In  the  hunt  under  discussion  I walked 
about  three  miles  into  the  wind,  then 
three  miles  to  one  side  and  back  to  camp 
without  seeing  any  sign  of  game,  but  it 
turned  out  that  Natkusiak  had  been 
more  lucky.  Within  two  or  three  hours 
after  my  return  we  knew  that  this  must 
be  so,  for  otherwise  he  would  have  been 
back.  And,  sure  enough,  just  as  day- 
light was  disappearing  he  returned  with 
an  account  of  seeing  about  thirty  caribou 
and  killing  and  skinning  seventeen  of 
them.  Wolves  were  very  numerous  at 
this  time  and  we  frequently  saw  them 
in  bands  of  ten  or  less,  and  our  first 
concern  was  to  get  the  meat  of  these  deer 
home.  By  the  next  evening  we  had  more 
than  three-quarters  of  it  safe,  although 
the  wolves  did  get  some.  When  tne 
meat  had  been  gathered,  Natkusiak  and 
I again  hunted,  but  in  clearer  weather. 
This  time  the  luck  was  reversed;  Nat- 
kusiak saw  some  deer  which  he  failed  to 
get,  while  I saw  a band  of  twenty-three 
and  secured  them  in  twenty-seven  shots. 

It  must  not  be  supposed  that  killing 
twenty-three  caribou  in  twenty-seven 
shots  is  anything  remarkable.  This  will 
appear  when  you  see  how  it  was  done. 
To  begin  with,  with  my  powerful  field- 
glasses  I saw  the  band  at  a distance  of 
seven  or  eight  miles.  I advanced  to 
within  about  a mile  of  where  they  were 
grazing,  climbed  a hill  much  higher  than 
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the  rest  of  the  country,  and  spent  half  an  ard  me,  and  in  another  one  of 

hour  or  so  in  memorizing  all  the  topogra-  the  twenty-three  w as  wirluu  two  bun- 
phy  in  that  vicinity.  There  were  various  dred  yar<JLs  of  me,  and  some  of  them 
small  hills  and  little  hollows  and  creek-  within  fifty  yatdjs,  Caribou  and  other 
beds  here  and  there,  with  branches  in  wild  animals  commonly  fail  to  recognize 
Varied  directions.  All  this  could  be  dar^bpifft/'an.^tHihg  that  is.  motionless, 
studied  from  the  greater  elevation,  and  so  tong  as  they  are  not  aide  to  smell  it, 
the  main  difficulty  of  the  hunt  Was  to  They  saw  me  plainly,  e>f  course,  just  as 
remember  the  important  details  after  they  ssbv  a|l  the  rest  of  the  sccirery,  b\it 
von  had  descended  into  the  lower  conn-  their  intelligence  «'as  nor  eijuaf  to  rcaliz- 
try,  where  everything  on  closer  ■view.:,  ing  ’that  1 was  something  quite  .‘different' 
looked  different.  The  wind  was  fairly  from  the  other  things  they  saw 
steady  and  l made  the  approach  from  About 'This t>m£;  when  the  Takes  are 

leeward.  But  1 found,  when  1 got  within  fretriripg ’ ■ ificAtrililtfd*.  the  lafce  fee  and, 
half  a mile  of  the  deer,  that  they  had  even  the  ground  'itself,  keeps  r racking 
moved  to  the  top  of  a ridge  and  were  W'ifb  a Uuwi.  explosive  noisy,  so  caribou 
feeding  along  the  top,  as  it  happened,  fre<juenrly  seem  ro  take  rifle-shots  fm 
abnut  sidewise  to  the  wind,  There  was  the  cracking  of  ice  and  are  not  disi:urbedri 
no  cover  by  which  they  could  i>e  directly  I took  pains  ro  see  that  my  first  shot 
approached,  ^ l writ  tt>  the  ridge  about  especially  should  he  of  the  right •vjrihdy 
half  a mile  from  ttieitt  and  lay  down  tx>  I n a-  situation  like  this  the-  brain  or 
wait-  They grazed  stymy  direction  very  spine  is  the  best  place,  to  hi*,  , foi , if 
slowly  fox  half  an  hopf  og  so,  ;aud  then  the!  animal  drops  .stone  dead  the  herd 
lay  down  Add  rested  An  hop/  amd  a half  is  nor  inclined  to  be  frightened.  What 
or  more,,  Meantime  I had nothing  to  d<>  you  must  guard  against  is  a wound 
but  Wint.  If,  when  they  got  through  through  or  near  the  heart,  for  an  animal 
resting^  they  had  decided  either  to  de-  shot  that  w ay  w ill  commonly  startle  thri 
scend  from  the  ridge  or  reverse  their  herd  by  making  a sprint  of  fifty  to  two 
course  and  gwe  back  to  where  they  hundred  yards  at  top  speed  and  then 
came  from,  I should  merely  have  had  dropping,  turning  a somersault  its  .fall- 
to  snake . smother  detour  and  start  the  ing.  But  he  will  always  i.pn  in  the  direc- 
hunt  over  again.  But  they  grazed  tow-  tion  be  is  facing  when  shot,  so  that  you 
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can  control  his  movements  by  waiting 
until  he  is  facing  in  a suitable  direction. 
When  an  animal  is  frightened  he  will 
run  toward  the  center  of  the  band,  and 
if  he  is  already  in  the  middle  of  the  band 
will  probably  not  run  at  all,  at  least  for 
the  moment.  But  caribou  shot  through 
the  body  back  of  the  diaphragm  will 
usually  stand  still  where  tney  are,  or, 
after  running  half  a dQzen  yards,  lie 
down  quietly  as  they  would  when  well 
fed  and  inclined  to  rest.  I therefore  now 
did  a thing  that  may  seem  cruel,  but 
which  is  necessary  in  our  work;  I shot 
two  or  three  animals  through  the  body, 
and  they  lay  quietly  down.  The  noise  of 
the  shots  had  attracted  the  attention  of 
the  herd,  but  had  not  frightened  them,  be- 
cause they  were  so  used  to  the  cracking 
of  ice.  Furthermore,  the  sight  of  an 
animal  quietly  lying  down  is  conclusive 
with  canbou  and  allays  their  fear  from 
almost  any  source.  I was  therefore  in 
no  hurry,  so  that,  after  shooting  one 
animal,  I moved  my  rifle  so  slowly  that 
the  caribou  did  not  notice  the  movement 
and  brought  it  to  bear  on  the  next  one, 
holding  it  so  near  the  ground  that  the 
working  of  the  bolt  in  reloading  was 
equally  not  noticed.  After  the  first  ani- 
mals had  lain  down,  I shot  two  or  three 
near  by  through  the  neck,  and  then  I 
began  shooting  for  the  hearts  of  those 
farthest  away,  so  that  any  of  them,  if 
they  ran,  would  run  toward  me.  The 
calves  I left  till  the  last. 

The  very  deliberation  with  which  this 
sort  of  hunting  is  done,  while  it  makes 
conspicuous  the  element  of  cruelty, 
makes  it  the  least  cruel  method  possible 
from  the  point  of  view  of  tne  pain 
caused  the  aniryals.  A number  of  hunt- 
ers greatly  excited  and  blazing  away  in 
the  manner  of  those  inexperienced  or 
afflicted  with  “buck  fever,”  will  result 
in  all  sorts  of  painful  wounds  that  are 
not  fatal  and  that  may  be  borne  for  days 
or  weeks  by  animals  that  escape.  Tne 
most  cruel  of  wounds  to  caribou  is  a 
broken  leg,  for  there  is  no  hope  of  recov- 
ery, and  yet  they  can  escape  for  the  time 
being.  I have  on  two  or  three  occasions 
had  a chance  to  study  these  animals 
afterward.  They  appear  to  realize  that 
their  speed,  now  that  they  have  only 
three  legs  to  run  on,  is  inferior  to  the 
rest  of  the  herd,  and  they  are  in  evident 


and  continual  dread  of  the  wolves  that 
are  sure  eventually  to  drag  them  down 
unless  a hunter’s  bullet  mercifully  inter- 
venes. In  a properly  conducted  hunt  by 
such  a method  as  ours,  a wounded  ani- 
mal hardly  ever  escapes,  and  with  our 
powerful  rifles  even  a shot  through  the 
abdominal  cavity  will  tear  so  many 
blood-vessels  that  death  takes  place  in- 
side of  five  minutes. 

The  reason  for  killing  entire  bands  of 
caribou  is  that  of  convenience.  If  you 
kill  them  in  scattered  places  the  freight- 
ing problem  becomes  serious,  and  espe- 
cially the  matter  of  protection  from 
wolves.  But  with  a big  kill  you  can 
camp  right  by  the  meat  and  see  that 
none  of  it  gets  lost.  Furthermore,  in 
islands  like  Banks  Island  caribou  are  so 
scarce  that  in  the  ordinary  fall  hunts,  in 
order  to  get  enough  meat,  we  have  to 
kill  75  per  cent,  or  more  of  all  animals 
seen.  In  the  fall  of  1914  we  had  only 
two  or  three  weeks  of  reasonably  good 
daylight  in  which  to  get  meat  for  all 
winter.  For  when  the  daylight  comes 
again  in  the  spring  we  are  not  only  busy 
with  the  ice  exploratory  work,  but 
also  the  meat  is  lean  and,  while  edible, 
neither  nutritious  nor  half  as  palatable 
as  the  fall-killed  meat. 

Any  one  who  sees  charm  in  the  life  of 
a hunter  or  life  in  the  open  will  need  no 
argument  to  convince  him  that  the  lives 
of  Arctic  hunters  are  interesting,  but  he 
may,  nevertheless,  think  they  are  uncom- 
fortable enough  for  that  to  be  a serious 
drawback.  This  is  by  no  means  the 
case,  thanks  to  the  comfortable  dwell- 
ings in  which  we  spend  our  nights  and 
excessively  stormy  days  and  any  periods 
that  are  idle  through  necessity  or  choice. 

A snow  house  that  is  essentially  as 
comfortable  as  a room  of  the  same  size 
in  an  ordinary  dwelling-house  can  be 
put  up  in  fifty  minutes  or  an  hour. 
Somewhere  near  the  deer-kill  we  find  a 
snowbank  that  is  of  the  right  depth  and 
consistency.  With  our  soft  deerskin 
boots  we  walk  around  on  the  drifts,  and 
if  we  see  faint  imprints  of  our  feet  but 
nowhere  break  through,  we  assume  that 
the  drift  is  a suitable  one,  but  examine 
it  farther  by  probing  with  a rod  similar 
to  the  rod  of  an  umbrella  or  a very  slen- 
der cane.  When  the  right  bank  has  been 
found  we  get  out  our  sixteen-inch  butch- 
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er-knivss  oir  twenty-inch  mdfhetes  and 
cut  the  snow  into  donhnu;sh.5ped  blocks 
about  four  .inches  thick,  fifteen  to  twenty 
inches  wide,  and  twenty  t£‘  thirtv*fiVt* 
inches  long.  These  blocks.  according  to 
their  s;.-'c  and  the  density  of  the  enow, 
wijl  weigh  from  fift  y f.b  over  ,$4  hundred 
pounds,  and  must  W stiong  enough  to 
stand  nor  only  'thc-tr  own  weight  when 
propped  dp  tm'  edge  or  when  being  par- 
ried around,  hut  d they  a ic  j n ten idcd  fot 
the  lower  tiers  of  the  Ikuwc:  they  must 
also  be  capable  cdnippotcivig  the  weight 
of  three  to  five  hundred  pounds  of  othet 
blocks  resting  upon  them- 
The  house  •itself  should  lie  built  prefer- 
ably  np  a level  part  of  the  drift  where  the 
snow . is  th«-c  or  mote  feet  deep.'  The 
first  block  i-g-get  on  edge  as  a domino 
might  be  on  a-  table,  but  with  your  knife 
you  slightly  undercut  the  inner  edge  of 
it  so  as  to  make  the  block  lean  inward 
at  a very  slight  angle  if  the  house  is  to 
he  a big  one,  or  at  a considerable  angle 
if  it  is  to  be  a srindf  otie.  If,  to,  use  the 


small  as  to  necessitate  this  would  he 
too  small  for  human  habitation. 

The  oca!  or  cirde  rivat  ts  to  be  the 
gt  bun d pip n o f the  house  may  be  deter- 
mined  by 'eye -as  the  builder  sort;  up  the 
hlocks  opt*  after  the  other,  hut  ip  prac- 
tice l make  an.outline  synit  a string.  with; 
pegs  4i  either  end,  one  peg  planted  in 
the  center  of  the  bouse  and  the  other 
used  ''to  describe  the  circumference, 
somewhat  as  p . scP etul-bbjb  m ay  use  two 
pencil?  and  * string  to  'make  a circle  on 
a privet  pf  paper.  1 find  t ha t^e vert  the 
best  pf ■ saow.dipuse  b udders,  Es k ium  or 
white,  it  they  rely  on  tbp.  eye,  alone  to 
dett'iapinirtg  the  si^e  and  shape,  wtHdtfiw 
arnt  tkert  err  jn  the  $we  of 'the:  Hpuse, 
makingsc  uncwnfortaldy  smaller  un- 
nfecessardy  large,  for  the  intended  rturti- 
ber  of  occupants.  Hut  with  ,a  string'  a 
simple  mathematical  calculation  always 
tells  you  hpw'  many  feet,  of  radius  will 
accommodate  the  Intended  number  of 
lodgers. 

It:  will  be  seep  by  the  photographs 
that  yvhen  you  once  have  yoiu  first  block 
standing  on  edge,  it  is  a simple  matter  to 
prop  all  f by  Othe*  hiocks  Up  by  leaning 
one  against  the  other.  The  nature  of 
snosv  iy  such  that  when  a hlock  has  been 
standing-  on  a svmwhank  o.r  leaning  on 
another  block;  for  a matter  of  five  or  ten 


tual  practice,  for 


minuted  in  frosty  wither,  it  is  c*?-  sticky  that  the  blocks  do  not  slip  on  the 
mented  t*o  the  vtlu  r blocks  and  to  th«t  snowbank  w here  you  ate  .building,  and 
snow  feiow? ".at Asll pomes  «f  contact  and  we  cut  the  eorotrs'in  such  a way  that 
can  be  moved  only  by  exerting  force  they  over  with  even  faces  and  do  not 
enough  to  break  it  lobse.  tendfo  slip  past  one-  anothyr  arty  more 

Wh«si»  tho-  first  tfar  has  been  com-  than  do  bloclts  in  a masonry  dome-.  The 
pleted. fhe  jjtifestihn  arises,  How  can  the  matter  of  building  with  snow  blocks  is 
second  tier  he  bejeuit^^M-^%*?  many  far  simpler  than  that  of  building  with 
ways,  but  the  }$xb  ifjy  blocks  of  masonry,  for  stone  is  an  in- 

point  ip  the  eirde  fWmM  hf  ^cyur  first  tractable  substance  and  1ms  to  be  shaped 
tier  and  from  the  top  edgetif  am <>f  the  according  to  a mathematical:  calculation 
blocks  make  a diagonal  cut  downward  to  or  molded  in  an  exact  form  before  it  is 
the  bottom  edge  of  the  far  corner  of  put  to  its  intended  position;  but,  snow 
the  same  blttck,  ot  of  the  second  or  third  being  a most  tractable  substance,  all 
block*  In  the  niche  thus  formed  you  Forethought  becomes  unnecessary.  We 
place  the  first  block  of  the  second  tier,  place  the  block  in  its  approximate  posi- 
tts  end  abutting  on  the  la$t  block  of, the  twin  in  the  wall  andddhsPi  .tea'll  if  gradg- 
g round  tier.  After  that  you  lean  the  ally  against  the  hkyk  ih*t  next  p re- 
mand block  op  the  second tigr  against  eed«d  it,  at«h  by  ihejffSjrhhd  Af^ltial  and 
the  ftriff  Mock  of  the  second  tter,  apif  so  error,  contiHMai))iy  siiip  off'  piece  after 
Wi.  huildihjl  rip  Spirally,  The  blocks  of  piece  iifttyf  the  Mock  settles  ctM«lbrt;ahIy 
. j'.-h  tier  must  be  inclined  inward  at  a into  the  position  where  it  belongs.  A 
gieater  angle  Than  those  of  the  tier  be-  -glance  or  the  photographs,  especially  the 
low  and  a less  angle  than  rhose  of  the  ones  illustrating  the  latte f stcps'  in  the 
tier  above;  In  other  words,'  wfiat  you  building,  shows  that'the  fal'acfcs.e.antipt 
are  trying  to  ao  is  to  build  an  approxi-  possibly  fall  Unless  they  hrst  break, 
mateiy  perfect  dome,  jt  becomes  tr'idem,  therefore,  that. 

By  the  simple  expenrnent  of  propping  with  photographs  A>»d  a description  and 
two  books  of  the  same  size  against  each  possibly,  for  surety  's  sake,  a diagram  or 
other  an. a r.ibh\  it  will  he  found  that  two  in  addition,  the  budding  of  snow 
they  cannot  fall  unless  they  slide  past  houses  tphld  be  taught  by  correspond- 
eacii  other  where  they  meet  at  the  cor-  ence  rn  boys  iri  any  place  Prt  earth  Where 
ners  t»r  slip  on  the  table,  Bur  swow  is  so  the  winters  arc  cold  enough  and  the 
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winds  strong  snOugh  to  forrp  hard  snow-  If  four  mtn  co-opersitc  rn  the  building, 
drifts  that  last,  for'se-v^tal  dbystor  weeks  of  a snow  house.  One  usually  i fits  tlte 
at  a time-  Vet  it  is  curious".  artd  hard  to  blocks,  a second  carries  them,  a third 
eiptain  that  ihehuilding  of  snow  houses  hwh  builds  tfrside,  anthtbe  fourth  follows 
h.as  until  jjust  Jacs'K  been  considered  a the  builder  around  and.  Thinks  in  all 
sort,  tif  mystery. . Sir' .Leopold  McClifttock  the  crevices  .■between  the  blocks  with 
Was  one  of  ihf  hm.Yif  nor  the  first)  of  soft  snow.  Ten  minutes ,ifoer  this  has 
polar  explorers  to  point  out  that  snow  been  done-  the  soft  sno-v  in  the  crevices 
houses  are  so  comfortable  that  their  use  has  Iwcnme  as  hiird  as.  and  even  a good 
would  make  Areri.e  ex  pi  oration  a sim-  deal  harder  than,  the  blocks  theitisdvcs. 
phr,  safer,  and  pleasanter  occupation,  so chat  the  house,  although  fragile  whim 
hut  he  goes  on  to  say  that  unfortunately  being  built,  becomes  moderately  strong 
W hite  men  cahnbr  make  snow  houees,  half  an  hour  later. 

and  that  he  himself  did  the  next  best  When  the  snow  dome  has  been  othei- 
tJiing  hy  erecting  vertical  walls  of  snow  wise  finished  a tiumvl  is  dug  through  the 
apd  rophtig  tbttw .oyief  with  ^tafpauKo,-.: ' . drift  into  fire  bouse,  ai&ihgy A: ;shjt£ :cX ' u 
fie  comments  on  thy  inferiority  of  tins  trap-door  onrrance  through . th*  floor : 
dwelling  to  the  real  snow  house,  but  in-  Most;  Eskimos,  Failing  to  tend  erst  and 
sists  that  it  is  wrcifK  superior  to  the  certain  -pi  maple.-,  of  du  rrinnh  naniicx. 
ordinary  rent-  used  in  exploration.  While  use  a dour  in  the  side  of  the  house.  But 
ii  i>  odd  that  McClmrock  should  be  so  k is  obvious  th .if  d'  lydom  in  the  wall  iv 
far  behind  the  Eskimos  with  whom  be"  hper:  and  if  the  inrei  idi  ol' rhii' liou'se  is 
associated,  in  that  he  could  not  build  the  being  artificially  boa  fed.  then  swarm  air 
snow  houses  which  they  biiilt  with  ease,  being'  lighter  than  •'cild'S  there  will  he  a 
it  is  als«  notable  that,  so  far  at  tv  hi  re  cuiumnsi  current  of  the  hyatid  air  going 
Mitt)  were  concerned,  he  wax  a generation  out  .through'  the  tippet  half  of  the-  door- 
aliead  of  his  tum“  nr  realr/iitg  their  value.  way  and  cold  current  bum  the  otirside 
Any  one  who  tries  it  will  agree  with  him  entering  along  the  floor.  Bur  if  the  door 
that  snow  walls  with  a tarpaulin  roof  is  on  a level  with  the  door  or  p little 
tviuke  a rnnch  better  yainp  than  the  silk  bdmv  it;,,  then  the  warm  air  from  the 
reins  used  h\  many  explorers  down  to  bouse  cannot  go  out  through  .the  door, 
tin-  present’  rune,  even  with  the  door  open,  because  warm 
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air  has  no  inclination  except  that  ot  ris-  nearlv  and  by; melting  it  would  make-  the 

jpg.  It  is  equally  obvious  that  the  cold  bedclothes  wet.  By  actual  experience  we 

air  cannot  come  tit  thnciugb  the  open  door  hod  that  when  t he  tempt  nature  of  the 

in  the  floor  so  foiig  as  the  house  above  weather  outside*  and  consequently  the 
the  floor  is  hlled  .With  partner  air,  for  snow  -mide;  is, anything  like  zero  Fah.-. 
two  bodies  cannot  occupy  the  sa me  space  ren  keif,  or  biwet,  then  a double  layer  of 

at  the  same  time.  In  heaving-  the  house,  deerskins;  will-  ptevehr  .toy  thawing  tafc- 

whether  it  be  by  biti^flgfne jt&reysepe*  mg  pk&deyhdettreath  fh&  bed,  the  snow 

stove,  $*al<n)  lamp,  or  Ate  bodies  ;tnd  there  remaining  a$  dry..'  as  sand  in  a 

breathing  of  people,  poisons  accumulate  de-eit. 

and  ventilation  becomes  necessa ryv  So  • When  the-  floor  has  been  covered,  and 
we  have  a ventilating  hole  in  the  roof,  de-  the  bedding,  coo  king-gear,  writing  .roa- 

peoding  in  diamcrcr  on  the  vaiions  coii-  rcrud.s.  and  other  things  brought  in,  a 

diiions  of  external  -'teiyiperature,  abun-  hreis  lighted,  the  fuel  varying  according 

dance  of  fuel,  and  op,  whether  people-  are  to  dreumstahegsy  The  cod  to  be  gained, 

awake,  or'  asleep.  if  fuel  is  alntmlnot.  is  to  heat  the  house 

When  the  runnel  and  door  have  been  until,  the  snow  in  its  roof  and  walls  he- 

excavated,  the  bedding,  is-  passed  into  gins  to  thaw.  If  the  fuel  allow's  it.  wc 

t ht  house,  and  3 layer  of  deerskins,  wirh  somet  imeS  bring  the  < cm  per  at me  w-jtkin- 

the '.: Ijia Ur  ’$$9$  is  spread  t<f  cover  the  dwrs  tehlpt^adfy  a s : hj^if  as  eighty  de- . 
entire  floor  except  just  where  the  cooking  grees  Fahrenheit.  Wc  keep  Reeling  of  thy 

is  done.  Over  this  layer  we  spread  an-  friof  iirnl  balls  to  watch  the  p» ogress  of 

other  layer  of  *kjus  with  the  hair  up.  rhWitvg,  The  thawing,  of  course,  is 

The  reason  foe  the  double  insulation  -is  west  rapid  sn  rh<-  roof,  as  rbe  hot  sir 

that  the' interior  of  thc.hbu.se.is.gpmg  to  accumulates 'against  it,  and  usually  the 

be  Warmer  presently  and  people  arc  go-  lowest ' tier  of  blocks  near  the  Hoof  does 

ing  m sit  around  no  the  floor  and  layer  r»or  thaw  at  all.  As  tlfas^;niif|jpna^fids-:' . 
au-  going  to  sleep  on  if.  and  if  the  insu-  no  dripping  m eins,  because  dry  snow  b 
lauem :?»nt  .practically'  perfect,  the  the  best  $#tt'  ©T-hiotiftt.'-^ttd  soaks  the 
heat  from  the  conking  and  from  the- '.  .nearer  into  itself  as  fust  as  it  forms, 
bodies  *f  the  sleepers  would  penetrate  When  the  Inner  layer  pf  the  rixrf  lias.' 
through  tbe  beddfng  to  the  snoiV  under-  become  properly  aVet  with  the  th'Aftttfg: 
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and  rhe  walls  dampfo  a less  degree,  we  will  explain  any  apparent  discrepancy 
either  put  out  the  fire  temporarily  or  between  our  accounts  of  the  comfort  of 
make  a large  hole  in  the  roof,  or  both,  our  snow  houses  and  the  accounts  of 
anti  irHiny  the  house  to  freeze,  This  others,  who  describe  the  temperature  in 
forms  a glazing  him  of  ice  for  the  house,  them  as  being  ten  or  Twenty  degrees  be- 
giving  it  far  greater  strength  than  It  had  low  freezing.  Those  who  have  depended 
before,  with  the  further  advantage  that  in  cooking  and  heating  on  the  alcohol  or 
if  you  rub  against  the  glazed  surface  other  fuel  brought  with  them,  have 
scarcely  anything  will  adhere  to  your  usually  omitted  heating  except  as  it  was 
clothing,  while  if  you  were  ro  rub  against  incidental  ro  the  cooking,  They  had 
fh*  dry  snow  before  the  gjawflg  takes  cunningly  devised  means  for  conceits 
place  you  would  get  yoilr  shoulder  white,  tratirig  the  flame  of  either  alcohol  or 
With  A good  deal  of  the  snow  perhaps  kerosene  stoves  against  the  bottom  of 
falling  on  the  bed.  After  tbi* glazing  tilt  the  pot,  and  if  any  heat  escaped  into 
house  is  so  strong  that,  without  taking  the  house  it  was  in  spite  of  rhem.  When 
special  cate,  any  number  of  men  could  the  cooking  was  done  the  stove  was 
climb  on  top  of  it,  and  polar  bears  may,  promptly  extinguished.  We,  by  contrast, 
and  occasionally  do,  walk  over  these  take  no  pains  to  concentrate  our  fire 
houses,  and  I have  never  known  of  one  against  the  pot  and  are  glad  to  have  half 
breaking;  -Their  strength,  however,  is  the  heat  escape  into  the  room,  but  even 
somewhat  the  same  as  the  strength  of  at  .that  our  houses  ;ire  seldom  warm 
an  egg-shell,  and  while  they  are  difficult  enough  when  the  cooking  Is  finished;  and 
to  crush  with  pressure,  they  are  easy  to  we  burn  the  srovt  for  suitrie  tinte 
break'  with  a blow.  A polar  bear  has  no  ward.  If  the  house  was  built  a t fifty 
trouble  in  getting  in  if  he  wants  to,  for  below  zero,  each  blockin  the  wall  was 
one  sweep  of  his  paw  will  scratch  a great,  also  of  that  temperature  and  contained 
penetrating  hole.  what,  we  may  unscientifically  speak  of  a.; 

Two  hours  after  the  building  of  the  a great  deal  of  "latent  cold.’'  To  neu- 
house  is  begun  every  one  is  comfortably  ttulize.  this  it  is  necessary  to  keep  the 
inside,  eating  a warm  supper.  Whether  house  at  si;  temperature.  of  khotit  sixty 
on  the  sea-ice  or  ashore,  we  usually  fel  degrees  Fahrenheit  for  a chnsidtuahle 
rhitt;we  ha  ve  an  abundance  of  fuel.  This  tinie,  which  we  usually  dp,  Thy  snow 
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oat  .of  which  the  house  h<hr  been  built  is  blanket  it  til!  the  formation  of  hoar  frosr 
so  neatly  wld-proof  that  when  t he  latent  stops, 

c<4o  has  <nvce  f>eett  nehtfafikted,  the  brat  If  you  reirtfembtr  that  all  of  us  who 

the  teaipeotyre  have  spent  more  than  a year  “ Imdg.mj 
^JIHL .'v. ’ .T  ; f hfe  country **  are  epme  of  the  Eskimo 
th*  hole  in  the  roof  for  yettijlatioh,  -ffut  opinion  that  no  food  on  earth  is vberter 
if  the  weather  outside  gets  a little  than  caribou  meat,  and  if  you  haveany 
warmer  than  when  we  made  camp,  our  experience  iiv  tin?  lift  of  a hunter . ahy-’ 
body  heat  may:-h*?'^''jfei!eat>r  the  eciolc-  where,  you  wilt  realize  that  in  the 
ing  may  produce  too  muyh  heat,  and  tyeivingsi;  when  We  itt  id  these  warm 
the  roof  in  that  case  wilt  begin  to  melt-  houses,  feasting  with  keen  appetites  on 
This  We  take  not  sy  much ins  a sign  that  uidmiked  tjitfthtitips  of  boiled  ribs,  Wg 
the  house  is  too  warm,  bur  rathet  that  h a vc  ill  the  -cpt sin re oamforhs, • What  we 
the  roof  is  too  thick,  so  we  send  a man  lack,  if  wt  fe>.l  -<nv  Jack  at  ail,  will  he 
out  with  a knife  to  shave  it  down,  per*  possibly  tin  presence  of  frie/ulkfar-away, 
baps  from  four  inches  to  two  inches,  oc  the  ehanceTh- heat  iiptrn  or  set  the 
giving  the  cold  from  outside  -a  chance  ipb-yic^,:-;'  At  att'V  riffe,  .it  tf  true  that  to* 
to  penetrate  and  ;m-ntral>y.e  the  heat  day  in  the  movie-lid’.; -ri  d city  1 long  for 
from  "Within,  stopping  the  thawing.  It  inure  snow-lions*  yvvningS  after  caribou- 
may  happen  -flits  next  day  that  the  lninr>  as  1 never  in  fW  north  longed  for 
weather  toms  cold  again  and  m tltati  clahifc^  cohcetts  w wabie-grovesi  And 
case  hoar  Jcost  begins  to  form  do  the  tins  is  nor  pe  cult  at  to  me...  The  rrtfn  wl-- 
roof  and  drops  in  the  form of  snow*  'haye  hunted  with  me  are  neatly  ^11  of 
fiakes  or.  the  bed,  That  h r.  vign  that  the  the  same  mind— they  are  either  in  the 
roof  is  now  too  thinv  iind  a man  cuer  out  north  how, 
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ELEN  NORDYKE 

herself  drew  the  small 
table  containing  cigars, 
cigarettes,  and  a curi- 
ous, gold-mounted  de- 
canter of  cognac  to  the 
chair  in  which  Israel 
Blanchard  seated  himself  with  an  antici- 
patory sigh. 

“My  dear  lady,”  he  said,  “you  are 
very  good  to  an  old  man — ah,  Planet , 
eh!”  He  turned  to  the  decanter  with 
glistening  eyes.  “Prohibition  in  Wash- 
ington, then,  is  an  adjustable  fact?” 

“Some  of  us,”  she  smiled,  “find  our 
cellars  susceptible  to  a waning  adjust- 
ment. In  this  case  the  weather  justifies 
ourselves  to  our  consciences.”  She 
turned  to  the  window,  against  which  the 
rain  of  a gusty  March  evening  was  beat- 
ing with  venomous  lash;  through  the 
watery  darkness  came  the  diffused  glow 
of  the  lamps  of  Dupont  Circle.  “What  a 
night  to  venture  forth  in  behalf  of  a 
lonely  woman!” 

The  man  gestured  and  spoke  gallantly. 
“Youmust  consider  the  attraction — eh?” 

Lighting  a cigar,  Blanchard  settled 
down  in  nis  chair,  slowly  turning  the 
glass  of  brandy  so  that  the  amber  rays 
lay  along  the  back  of  his  hand,  and 
hummed  tunelessly. 

But  Helen  Nordyke  fancied  she  knew 
the  attraction : it  related  to  an  irritating 
issue  between  the  mighty  corporation  of 
which  Blanchard  was  the  president  and 
a department  of  the  government  service 
whose  head  was  regarded — with  reason, 
perhaps — as  not  altogether  out  of  her 
sphere  of  influence. 

“There  is  no  reason,  really,  Mr. 
Blanchard,”  she  said,  with  her  charac- 
teristic manner  of  approaching  the  point 
of  things,  “why  you  and  Mr.  Phelps 
should  not  understand  each  other.  Most 
assuredly  you  cannot  appeal  to  him  on 
the  moral  points  involved,  because  his 
mind  and  his  instincts  are  legal.  Then 
again  he  is  not  so  sure — nor  I — that  your 


moral  grounds  are  either  sound  or  sin- 
cere.” 

“Well”  — Blanchard,  recognizing 
something  more  than  an  intimation, 
stared  thoughtfully  at  his  cigar — “the 
truth  is,  we  have  been  badly  advised  by 
our  attorneys — which,  by  the  way,  is  a 
point  I wish  later  to  bring  up  with  you. 
We  have  no  legal  case,  I admit;  and 
morally,  I fear,  we  are  at  best  on  dubi- 
ous— ’ 

“Then  go  to  him  and  admit  it,”  she 
interrupted.  “ He  recognizes  your  plight, 
don’t  you  know,  and  1 am  sure  will  be 
willing  to  compromise  in  such  manner  as 
to  permit  you  to  withdraw  from  an  un- 
tenable position.” 

He  regarded  her  a moment,  nodding 
and  smiling. 

“What  a woman  you  are!  Do  you 
know,  I heard  it  said  the  other  day  that 
your  position  at  the  capital  was  com- 
parable with  that  of  no  woman  since 
the  French  group  of  the — the  Bourbon 
restoration,  I think  it  was.” 

“That  is  a gorgeously  flattering  state- 
ment, Mr.  Blanchard.”  And  she  was 
flattered,  immensely  so,  at  the  implied 
tribute.  For  it  was  the  solid  structure 
of  affairs,  not  the  superficialities  of 
social  intercourse,  that  made  her  life 
worth  while.  With  Helen  Nordyke  the 
graces  of  the  drawing-room  and  the  tea- 
table  and  the  lure  of  her  personal  appeal 
were  altogether  negligible  when  they 
were  not  the  means  to  significant,  if  dis- 
interested, ends.  Social  prestige  per  se 
meant  nothing  to  her  at  all. 

“You  spoke,”  she  said,  sinking  into  a 
chair  at  his  side,  “of  some  point  you 
wished  to  bring  up  with  me.” 

“Yes,  I’ve  been  thinking  about  that.” 
He  puffed  his  cigar  with  eyes  half-closed, 
blowing  blue  clouds  of  smoke  toward  the 
ceiling. 

“The  Congressional  session  ends  to- 
night,” he  remarked,  at  length. 

“Yes,  out  they  go,  a great  many — in- 
cluding the  Senator.” 
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“Yes.  . . . Yes.”  He  glanced  at  her, 
not  failing  to  catch  the  little  note  of 
bitterness.  She  was  toying  idly  with  a 
fold  of  her  skirt,  her  eyes  fixed  upon  the 

nig. 

“You  will  stay  on  in  Washington,  of 
course,”  he  said,  breaking  the  pause. 

“Yes — -yes.  . . . Oh,  assuredly.”  But 
the  man  must  have  caught  the  lurking 
uncertainty  that  belied  her  words. 

“ I thought,  of  course,  that  you  would. 
You  are  so — so  well  placed  here.  Ahem! 
That  brings  me  to  Senator  Nordyke. 
Has  he  any  plans?” 

She  started. 

“Why,  really,  Mr.  Blanchard,  I don’t 
know.  We  haven’t  discussed  the  matter 
at  all  definitely  since  the  November  elec- 
tions. I have  been  tremendously  occu- 
pied, and,  of  course,  he  has  been.” 

“I  see.  Well,  let  me  lay  this  before 
you:  my  concern  needs  a big-gauge  man 
like  Nordyke — 'always  has.  Now  the 
Senator  isn’t  a man  of  the  approachable 
sort,  somehow.  I don’t  want  to  talk  to 
him  in  this  connection.  But  you  can. 
You  can  put  this  proposition  before  him 
in  the  right  way,  I am  sure.  He  can 
name  his  own  price;  money  is  no  object 
at  all,  Mrs.  Nordyke.  I have  had  a 
number  of  sizable  men  in  mind — but 
Senator  Nordyke  is  the  man  we  want, 
the  man  we  must  have.”  He  eyed  the 
woman  eagerly,  noting  the  flush  that 
was  slowly  darkening  her  face.  “It 
would  involve,”  he  added,  “legal  ser- 
vices both  here  and  in  New  York.” 

“Mr.  Blanchard!”  She  hesitated, 
then  leaned  forward  impulsively.  “I 
don’t  know  what  to  say,  really.  I’ll 
speak  to  him,  of  course,  if  you  wish  me 
to.” 

“I  want  you  to  do  more  than  that,” 
he  returned.  “I  want  you  to  lend  the 
proposal  your  personal  support.” 

“Well,  really — •”  She  laughed  ex- 
citedly. “I  think  I can  promise  you 
that — although  I don’t  guarantee  its  in- 
fluence.” 

“I’ll  take  that  on  faith,”  he  said, 
rising.  “In  the  mean  time  I can  be 
reached  any  time  tomorrow  at  the 
Willard.” 

After  Blanchard  departed  Helen  Nor- 
dyke lingered  in  the  wide  hall  of  the  old 
Colonial  mansion,  gazing  through  the 
doorway  which  led  into  the  drawing- 


room, marking  the  various  notes  of  hef 
individuality  which  the  apartment  con- 
tained. There  were  so  many  things 
suggestive  of  epoch  and  of  growth,  and 
yet  all  merged  in  one  dominant,  charac- 
teristic impression. 

Presently  she  moved  into  this  room 
and,  after  a moment  or  two  of  abstrac- 
tion, switched  off  all  but  the  central 
crimson-shaded  lamp,  thus  throwing  the 
recesses  into  a soft  gloom. 

“Twelve  years!”  She  went  to  the 
window  and  stood  looking  out  into  the 
tumultuous  night,  with  its  vague  way- 
farers, heads  bent  to  the  blast,  hurrying 
by,  the  pavement  scintillating  with 

Eools  of  light.  How  unformed  she  had 
een  in  those  early  years,  how  grooveless 
her  mind — yet,  filled  with  vague  pur- 
pose. And  now — She  recalled  with  a 
slight,  wry  smile  an  editorial  comment 
in  a home  newspaper  prior  to  the  No- 
vember election  that,  “ as  for  the  wife  of 
Senator  Nordyke,  she  resents  the  neces- 
sity of  conversing  in  terms  of  less  than 
three  nations.” 

Well,  perhaps.  At  all  events,  she 
spoke  no  language,  and  exercised  no  grace 
or  art  that  this  particular  journalist 
could  understand. 

The  measure  of  her  accomplishment, 
what  she  was  to  herself  and  to  those 
about  her,  was  the  place  she  had  won  at 
the  capital,  a definite  place  which  had 
but  expanded  and  increased  in  signifi- 
cance as  administrations  had  changed, 
and  men  and  women,  moving  for  the 
moment  in  brief  prominence,  had  waned 
and  disappeared.  Yes,  she  had  her  posi- 
tion, significant  in  the  varied  manifesta- 
tions of  its  influence,  unique  until  now 
in  its  security — until  now! 

Frowning,  she  moved  to  a pier-glass 
and  surveyed  her  tall,  poised  figure.  The 
quivering  of  her  hand  as  she  raised  it  to 
adjust  a loose  strand  of  hair  gave  her  for 
the  first  time  something  more  than  a 
hint  as  to  the  poignance  of  her  mood,  the 
result,  not  so  much  of  Blanchard’s  un- 
expected offer — which,  however,  was  al- 
together gratifying,  not  to  say  thrilling 
— as  of  the  concrete  form  his  offer  had 
given  to  a question  which  she  had  in 
the  past  months  persistently  forced  to 
the  background — the  question  of  their 
future.  Yet,  of  course,  they  would  not 
leave  Washington.  The  idea  was  grossly 
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inconceivable.  Senator  Nordyke  under- 
stood this — well,  tacitly  at  least.  She 
had  told  Blanchard  that  the  matter  had 
not  been  definitely  discussed.  As  a fact, 
it  had  not  been  discussed  at  all. 

She  wondered,  not  for  the  first  time, 
why  her  husband  had  not  spoken  to  her 
upon  a matter  so  important  in  its  bear- 
ing upon  their  future,  but,  as  in  the  past, 
she  had  decided  he  would  have  spoken 
had  he  had  any  intention  of  returning 
to  their  home  state  in  the  Middle  West, 
so  now  came  the  fear  that  his  silence  had 
been  as  largely  due  to  the  understanding 
that  they  would  leave  the  capital  as  her 
silence  had  been  the  result  of  the  oppos- 
ing assumption. 

She  did  not  wish  to  go  home.  Home! 
The  woman’s  lips  curled  in  a disagree- 
able smile.  Her  life  was  here.  She  had 
not  the  slightest  intention  of  leaving. 
She  was  waiting  for  Senator  Nordyke  to 
tell  him  so,  to  acquaint  him  with  Blanch- 
ard’s offer — and  yet,  not  altogether  cer- 
tain how  she  would  do  either.  For  while 
their  relations  in  the  home  had  been  as 
ideal  as  a high-minded  man  and  woman, 
deeply  in  love,  could  make  them,  yet 
there  had  been  always,  on  the  part  of 
both,  something  more  than  a tendency 
toward  reticence  in  all  that  pertained  to 
extraneous  affairs  of  his  career  and  of 
hers.  They  had  never  experienced  the 
need  to  dwell  upon  details  of  the  road 
when  each  was  sure  of  the  direction  the 
other  was  travelling. 

Helen  Nordyke  moved  impatiently  as 
the  big  clock  in  the  library  tolled  the 
hour  of  midnight.  Walking  into  the 
library,  she  selected  an  international 
review  from  among  the  magazines  on  the 
table  and  settled  herself  to  read.  But, 
unable  to  concentrate  her  faculties  upon 
aught  save  the  approaching  interview 
with  her  husband,  she  laid  the  period- 
ical aside  and  returned  to  the  drawing- 
room, where,  standing  by  the  window, 
she  watched  for  belated  taxicabs,  tap- 
ping her  foot  nervously  as  one  after  an- 
other signaled  its  approach  with  a vague 
honking,  appeared,  and  plunged  on  past 
the  house. 

It  vyas,  in  fact,  nearly  one  o’clock 
when  she  heard  his  key  in  the  lock  and 
advanced  into  the  hall  to  meet  him. 

Senator  Nordyke  blinked  surprisedly. 
His  dark  eyes  were  glistening,  and 


strands  of  his  black  hair  which  fell  upon 
his  forehead  were  damp  with  the  mist. 
The  ends  of  the  black  tie  lay  limply 
upon  the  bosom  of  his  shirt;  his  collar 
was  wilted. 

“Helen!  I didn’t  expect  you  to  wait 
up  for  me.  I said  so,  didn’t  I?  Just  the 
same,  I’m  grateful,  appreciate  it.”  He 
struggled  out  of  his  coat  and  kissed  her. 

“Yes — ” She  hesitated.  “Yes,  I 
waited.  I wanted  to  talk  to  you,  Stan- 
ton. . . . Are  your  feet  wet?” 

“No,  no,  not  at  all.  Storm  shoes. 
Well,  I don’t  mind  a talk.  As  a matter 
of  fact,  we’ve  had  too  few  of  them  in 
the  past  year.  I wonder  if  I could  have 
some  hot  tea  ?” 

“The  tea-things  are  in  the  drawing- 
room. I thought  perhaps  you  might 
want  something.  Or  brandy?” 

“No,  tea.”  He  followed  her  into  the 
drawing-room,  and  as  she  busied  herself 
over  the  lamp  he  threw  himself  heavily 
into  a chair,  sighing.  “Well,  it’s  over. 
We  cleaned  up  everything — river  and 
harbor,  income  tax,  the  railroad  mess — ” 

She  was  bending  over  the  tea-caddy 
and  made  no  reply.  He  regarded  her 
graceful  figure  and  handsome  profile 
with  a smile  of  appreciation. 

“We’re  out,  Helen  ...  I wonder 
how  we’re  going  to  find  Bolton?” 

“I — •”  Her  voice  was  muffled.  “I 
wonder.” 

“Eh?” 

“Then  we  are  going  back  to  Bolton?” 

He  glanced  at  her,  not  quite  compre- 
hending. 

“It  will  be  a change,  won’t  it?” 
He  waited  a moment,  and  then,  as  she 
did  not  reply,  he  went  on:  “ But  do  you 
know,  Helen,  I’ve  been  thinking — in 
fact,  wrestling.  But  now  the  outlook  is 
clear  and  definite  in  my  mind.  Helen, 
we’ve  been  living  so  long  in  the  brain  of 
the  country  that  it  ’ll  be  an  experience 
well  worth  while  to  live  again  in  tne  heart 
— especially  with  our  perspective.  It  ’ll 
be  mighty  interesting.  By  George — !” 
He  arose  and  began  to  pace  the  floor, 
pausing  presently  in  front  of  her. 

“I  tell  you,  Helen,  it  was  dishearten- 
ing, of  course — that  election.  But,  do 
you  know,  there’s  a great  opportunity 
for  both  of  us  back  there.  We’ve  learned 
things  here;  grown,  expanded  immeas- 
urably. There  is  raw  material  at  home 
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worth  any  one’s  handling,  a whole 
structure  to  be  built.  And  we  can  build 
it,  you  and  I.” 

She  studied  him  curiously,  fully  able 
to  follow  his  mental  processes.  The 
thought  came  that,  much  as  she  had 
grown,  she  had  not  outgrown  him;  that, 
in  fact,  her  attainment  of  stature  had 
but  enabled  her  the  better  to  know  and 
to  appreciate  him.  Withal,  he  had  his 
failings,  as  she  had  hers;  as  indeed, every 
one  had. 

“In  other  words,  Helen,”  he  con- 
cluded, “we  go  back  with  all  our  equip- 
ment to  make  due  and  proper  return  to 
the  people  who  sent  us  here.” 

“And  who  now  take  us  away.” 

His  voice  was  stem. 

“The  point  is,  Helen,  that  they  sent 
us  here;  gave  us  our  opportunity.” 

“And  we  pay  with  our  lives?  I sup- 
pose you’ll  agree.” 

“We  pay  with  our — yes,  with  our 
lives,  with  the  rich  fullness  thereof.”  He 
took  the  proffered  cup  of  tea  and  set  it 
upon  the  table,  stirring  the  steaming 
fluid  as  he  stood.  “We  pay  with  the 
advantages  in  the  way  of  breadth  and 
culture  and  knowledge  which  we  never 
would  have  acquired  had  we  remained 
in  Bolton — ” 

“I  wonder,”  she  interrupted,  coldly, 
“if  I quite  follow  you.” 

“You  mean  just  how  we  shall  pay?” 
He  hesitated  a moment,  then  laughed. 
“Well,  there  you  have  me  at  the 
moment;  I’ve  been  so  tremendously 
pressed.  . . . But  there  are  ways,  many 
ways,  never  doubt.  Bolton,  our  entire 
section  of  the  state,  needs  pulling  up, 
needs  all  sorts  of  enlightenment.” 

“That” — she  smiled  ruefully — “has 
been  made  most  clear.” 

He  gestured  hurriedly.  “Oh,  I didn’t 
mean  that!  The  election  was  never  in 
my  thought.  As  to  that,  of  course  our, 
my,  constituents  have  the  perfect  right 
of  their  preference.  ...  By  the  way, 
there  was  a committee  on  from  Bolton 
at  to-day’s  session — Cruikshank,  Har- 
mon, Witherbee,  and  others.  They  leave 
tomorrow  noon  and  are  going  to  drop 
in  here  in  the  morning.  You  don’t  mind, 
of  course.” 

“But  I do  mind,  Stanton.”  She  arose 
from  her  chair  and  confronted  him,  her 
eyes  flashing.  “I  hate  them  all,  every 


one,  and  I wish  neither  to  see  nor  hear 
of  any  of  them,  ever.  Boors!  Bounders! 
Common  miscellany!  Stanton,  I detest 
and  despise  them.  And  you,  I suppose 
you  palavered  with  them  and — and — 
forgive  me,  Stanton,  but  the  very 
thought  of  them  makes  me  hateful. 
Harmon!  Witherbee! — the  Reverend 
Doctor  Samuel  J.  Witherbee,  who  had 
the  effrontery  to  preach  a sermon  against 
you  because  we  served  wine  with  dinner 
until  Washington  became  dry!” 

“Well,  you  know  Bolton.  You  know 
Witherbee,”  he  smiled. 

“Yes,  altogether  too  well.  . . . Stan- 
ton, we  are  not  going  back  to  Bolton. 
We’re  going  to  stay  here.  All  your  life 
you  have  been  leaning  backward,  to  your 
utter  detriment  and  I’ve  said  nothing. 
But  now  I interfere.  I — ” 

“Leaning  backward!”  he  interpellated 
with  some  show  of  warmth.  “Just  what 
do  you  mean  by  that?” 

“Let  me  see  if  I can  give  you 
my  meaning  through  examples.  She 
aused,  collecting  her  thoughts.  “Well, 
ere,  for  instance:  when  we  were  first 
married,  struggling  along  on  the  pro- 
ceeds of  your  meager  legal  practice, 
you  refused  to  accept  a benefaction  from 
Mrs.  Stimson  whom  yo^  had  befriended 
and  bulwarked  to  the  day  of  her  death — 
you  refused  the  legacy  because  she  had 
a son  whom  you  decicled  was  entitled  to 
the  money.” 

“Well,  wasn’t  he?” 

“He  was  dissolute,  a drunkard,  a 
criminal;  he  was  in  jail  when  his  mother 
died.  Now  what  did  he  do  with  that 
money  you  turned  over  to  him?  You 
needn’t  answer,  because  I happen  to 
know  what  he  did  with  it.  Drank  him- 
self to  death  inside  of  two  years.” 

She  waited  a moment  and  then,  as  the 
man  did  not  speak,  she  went  on: 

“That  was  the  question  for  you  to 
decide  in  the  original  instance—  who 
would  put  the  money  to  the  highest  use? 
It  was  not  at  all  a question  of  the  ab- 
stract rights  of  relationship,  Stanton; 
the  issue  was  downright  practical.” 

He  sat  staring  at  her,  not  speaking, 
and  yet  somehow  she  gathered  he  was 
not  at  loss  for  a reply.  She  swept  on: 

“You  refused  to  advocate  that  river- 
dredging  bill,  although  it  was  supported 
by  the  Congressmen  of  the  district,  on 
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the  ground  that  there  was  no  need  for 
the  work.  So  it  has  gone,  throughout — 
ever  leaning  backward  on  the  slightest 
pretext.  That’s  the  reason,  the  only 
reason,  why  you’re  retiring  from  Con- 
gress to-night;  your  inhibitions  have 
not  been  practical.  You — ” 

“Wait  a moment,  Helen.”  He  raised 
his  hand,  his  voice  dull  and  toneless. 
“All  this  is  rather  new — I’m  not  sure  I 
care  to  go  into  these  matters,  which, 
after  all,  involve  merely  points  of  view. 
...  I have  not  minded  my  recall  by 
the  people  of  my  state;  others,  better 
than  I,  have  tasted  that  medicine.  What 
does  afflict  me  is  that  I have  failed  in 
your  sight.” 

She  came  to  him  with  a sharp  cry. 
“But  that’s  it,  you  old  darling;  you 
haven’t  failed  in  my  sight!  Don’t  I 
know  the  great  heart  of  you — and  that 
frightful  conscience?  If  I gave  you  the 
impression  that  I held  you  at  anything 
under  the  highest  value  it  was  because 
of  my  earnestness  in  attempting  to  con- 
vince you  that  you  were  not  meant  to  be 
a politician  and  that  you  were  not  ap- 

Freciated — and  never  will  be — in  Bolton. 

know  your  greatness,  your  ability.  So 
do  others.  That’s  what  I wish  to  speak 
about.” 

“The  others?”  he  asked,  dryly. 

“Yes,  others.  Stanton,  what  would 
you  think  of  an  offer  from  the  Inter- 
national By-Products  Corporation  to  al- 
ternate between  Washington  and  New 
York  as  their  legal  representative?” 
There  was  a long  silence. 

“So,”  he  said, at  length, “you  got  that 
proposition  out  of  old  Blanchard?” 

“ He  came  to  me,”  she  replied,  sharp- 
ly, “ appealing  to  me  to  use  my  influence. 
And  so  I most  conscientiously  do.” 
“Why  did  he  not  come  to  me?” 

She  did  not  hesitate  a moment. 
“Frankly,  because  he  did  not  dare. 
Not  that  he  did  not  believe  unquali- 
fiedly in  the  genuineness  and  honor  of 
the  project.  You  know  more  than  I do 
about  Blanchard  as  a business  man  and 
about  his  corporation.  Tell  me,  is  there 
anything  wrong  with  either?  Certainly 
I never  heard  of  anything.” 

“ H’m !”  Nordyke  set  aside  his  teacup 
and,  rising,  began  slowly  to  pace  up  and 
down  the  floor.  “So  you  don’t  wish  to 
return  to  Bolton  ?” 


“I  do  not,  Stanton,  most  certainly 
not.  You  are  not  understood,  not  ap- 
preciated, there,  and  I,  of  course,  am  not. 
Oh,”  she  continued,  “it  is  all  very  well 
to  talk  of  uplift  and  of  other  ideals  which 
we  are  to  implant.  But  what  would  be 
the  result,  can  you  imagine?  I can: 
‘Senator  and  Mrs.  Nordyke,’” — her 
voice  became  nasal  in  mimicry — " ‘ Sena- 
tor and  Mrs.  Nordyke  putting  on  airs; 
trying  to  show  how  superior  they  are, 
now  that  they’ve  got  their  come-upance 
and  been  put  back  in  their  proper  place.’ 
Ah,  Stanton” — she  came  to  him  and  put 
her  arms  about  him — “be  practical,  for 
my  sake.  What,  really,  have  we  to  do 
with  Bolton,  you  and  I ? For  everything 
it  may  have  given  us  we  have  given  good 
measure  in  return,  pressed  down  and 
running  over.  Am  I right?” 

She  had  drawn  him  close,  her  soft,  firm 
arms  tightening  upon  his  neck,  and  then 
as  his  arms  went  about  her  she  yielded 
to  the  embrace. 

“And  suppose,”  he  whispered,  “I  in- 
sist upon  returning  to  Bolton?  Suppose 
I were  to  say  that  our  duty,  our  hignest 
future,  lay  m Bolton?” 

She  kissed  him.  “I  can  say  no  more 
than  I have  said,  Stanton.” 

“Suppose,”  he  insisted — “suppose  I 
say  / am  going  back  to  Bolton?’ 

_ Helen  drew  back  her  head,  studying 
him  a moment. 

“Then,”  she  replied,  finally,  “I,  of 
course,  shall  go  with  you.  You  never 
for  a moment  thought — that,  did  you, 
Stanton?” 

“No.”  He  hesitated  a moment,  de- 
liberating. Then,  without  further  words, 
with  head  lowered,  brows  knitted,  he 
began  to  pace  the  floor.  At  length,  with 
a sharp  click  of  his  lips,  he  confronted 
his  wife,  who  had  been  watching  him, 
immobile,  yet  suprised  at  the  force  of 
her  own  intensity. 

“Helen,”  he  said,  “it’s  a long  cry,  as 
I look  back,  to  the  time  when  we  first 
began  together — a perfect  team,  as  I 
recall.” 

“Always,  Stanton.” 

“I  owed  a lot  to  you.  You  began 
earlier  with  your  education  than  I and 
you  had  things  to  give  me,  a very  great 
many.” 

“Stanton — ” 

“ Let  me  go  on,  Helen.  You  may  have 
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you  know,  inti  will  have  your — ahem — 
yo«»-  responsibilities — char  is — -er — as  an 
nvunple. ” . _ ’ ; '■ 

" l hank  you.  Doctor  Witherbee.”  Re- 
sisting the  temptation  to  assure  the  man 
that  he  need  indulge  m no  fears  concern- 
ing her  status  as  an  exemplar  in  Bolron. 
she  smiled  wanly  anti  wits  about  to  turn 
a w ,i  \ when  ' her 
evil  genius  asserr- 
Hftie  ed  itself. 

*'  Vun  k rr 

- D o !.  t o r Wn-he.r- 

- . bee,  we've  been 

y' ' \ Episcopalian  since 

; we’ve  been  in 

Washington,” 


poise  and  all  het  courtesy  TO  meet  the 
ends  even  of  .perbrnertny  hospitality 
wltun  the  corn  nn Wet  of  etninent  c tiigeif s 
of  the  owy  ■»!  Bolton  entered  the  utaw- 
ing-foom  sijme  hours  later. 

! he  defek  rriahtterismsf  the  Pecksivifi- 
fian  smiles  and  rubbing  of  hands:  the 
patronizing  familiarity,  carrying — and 
no  Jouht  i n t e mi  ed 
to  r.arry the  ,-m- 

plicat  ion  that  -jj 

these  peufde  knetv  yfl| 

the  N o c d y kes 
" w h e n the  y 

amounted  to  noth-  , ->:'og  ’• 

iug  at  all”;  the 

l>i Seif  - .U\ur-  o ;.v.';Vv  %> 

aftcEofu  tte  r non  - 

cV1  fy-  :,Yy  V- 


see.  ’*  The  good 
man  rose  upon  his 
foes,  rubbing  his 
h a nds  gently.  ‘‘It 
occurs  to  me  r«nv 
that  I heani some- 
thing of  thesott--- 
m the  days  print 
to  the  election.” 

Doctor  Wir.hc.r- 
bee’s  church  was 
the  largest  of  sev- 
eral of  similar  de- 
noniinal  ions  in 
Efultany  The  An- 
glican following  in 
that  particular 
metropolis  was 
small, 

Htlt-D  Nordyke 
accepted  the  pith 
pgblg.  dntimafjptt 
as  penance  fur  indiscreet  utterance/  Rift 

moved  aw’ay,  hastily  to  ivstrain  the  re- 


jsdlfitry 

thing  about  them,  l 
in  truth.  Irtitated 
H e.lv  n Nordyke 
and  filled  her  with 
a.stt  t g;.i;  n g con- 
tempt, tfc 

She  noted  in  ? 

the  b #cfc  geo  u rid  i 

the  saturnine  face  ; 

of  Ezra  Eem  ptonv 
editor  and  owner 
of  the  Bolton  }Mf~: 

spa  re,  rtsonam, 
twanging  sort  til 
man,  *>!d  enough 
to  he  figt  father . 

H v.  1 e n Wandered  1 , 
at  the  magnanim-  f 
i ry  of  her  hushartd 
in  even  trying  tn 
he  decent  to  him.  Vet,  a*  site  recalled, 
he  had  been  eV£h.  mpf*  than  that/  had 
keen.  as  it  seetnt-i),  Yt-  special  pains.  t»> 
make  the  mutt  welcome  and  fu  give  him 
the  assurance  that  Noydylyy  treasured 
nothing  at  ;d)  aga'inst  hiiti:  tVd.ifbrianS----! 

” Well, . Sister  Noudykt'.  this  is  good! 
This  I . Vjjwk  , do 

doubt,  pictured  ync  'woh  imis  extended, 
meraphcu'lcuftyspe,iki»^<.wcicOmlngy..tU 
back  fa  the  fold.”  It  xeenwd  e,  J-bh-n 
as  though  she  m«*tJircrt>m  m the  very 
fact-  of  tlse.  unctvfuis  clergyman  ;m  he 
confnmri-d  hi-c  with  bis  >mIo  smile, 
” The  ladies  of  the  wfugi  egatnut.  were 
discussing  you  «r  the  •;<*• table  the  *nh<  r 
night.  . . You  arc  a great  lady  ho\t. 


g movpo  as  tue  clock 

votaeu  TiiE  ptu%  ot'  MioyiUitT 


nut  that  was  on  her  tips. 

Thus,  w^iking  with  po  definite,  inten- 
tion fithtj'  th.un  that  of  placing  herself 
beyond  thu  sphere  of  the  clergy  man's  ar- 
tentferts,  the  woman  paused,  flushing 
slightly  as  she*  tajcounccrid.  the  thin- 
lipped  Smile  of  the  wjfe  iof  the  editor  of 
the  £b,?pme//,  whom  she  had  known  from 
childhood,  ■ ■ S 
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er  the  contrary,  indeed.  She  raised 
nod  was  about 


her  air  of  ineffable  intellectuality!. 

a girl  —as  a wting  woman,  indued-"  herhaitd  as  Helen  with  a , 
she  had  feared  this  haughty  arbiter  of  to  pass  on 
local  literary  destiny,  this  court  of  lasr  “I  apprehend  that  you  do  not  find 
resort  in  all  that  pertained  to  movements-;  out  Vittie  ceremony  or  visitation  alto- 
in  art,  in  letters,  and  in.  such  current  gether  to  your  liking,  ’ she  ssid. 
events  as  wefe-nieet  and  fitting  to  engage  . Helen  Kuftied  swiftly.  ‘‘  To  be 

the  attention  iT  women. 

•And  now  ? Helen  surveyed  her  self- 
constituted  guest  with  the  detached 
curiosity  of  one  whose  thoughts are  con- 
cerned not  so  much  with  pcrsoii.iliry  as 
with  type;  something  of  .-which 
woman,  with  her  semi tive. 


attuned;  to  imfoOf-siuns,  cluighfc 

- i s TT^r  '•  * *>W  *'  ’ / • *'4  * * - ■ ' '■* 


per* 

Mrsy  TCemptoo,  I have 
what  amount s ro  a profound  distaste  fo  r 
obsequies.”  ‘ A ' • . . 

’‘Indeed!”  Then,  afTfofort’sf  meaning 
became  clear,  the  twniaiyshtiiggyd;.  "At 
least  you  will  nor  deny  the  pleasure  to 
those  who  Kiav  let  I diderenttvv? 


■'Not:  tit  all,  Mrs;  Kemptony  on  the 

> < •»  ■ * j-  c...v  . 


“ Don't  underestimate  me,  Helen.”  contrary,  1 should  be  pained  were  | to 
rhe  ittji'usictioh  yeas  surcharged  With  fed  thar  yt?u  were  depnyedyif  any  amia- 
.-^■Cvu^W  • hbt  emotion.  " 

*' WdL  thatT  something,  then  If  I 


auth^tity'f  •. :. 

.-sJMPIL  •••-•  . - 

''0&  i 'doif  t;  I asWtt.  you  1 don’t,  may  speak  mv mind,  i’ll  say,  hmvvvtt. 


Mrs.  Kemptem” 


Nor  did  she  do  so.  het  vision 
was  t0<>  dear,  her  sense 


that  so  far  as  my  personal  emotions  are 
Yet  her  vision  concerned  they  are  not  so  amiable  as 
of  background  you  might  think.  Personally,  I admire 
too  nicely  ■balanced,  her  appraisals  of.  Senator  Nordyke,  always  have  since  he 
character  and  personality  teso  exact  not  was  a very  young  man,  and  1 regard  the 
ro  catch  m all  its  essenrfol  facts,  as  in  all  halting  of  his  cateer  as  criminal.  He  is 
its  shadings,  tb.e  epntrast  becw'ccn  her-  regarded  throughout  the  country  as 
self  ami  this  woman.  Bur  if  Mrs.  Kemp-  one  of  the  few  real  statesmen.-  in  Co«- 
ton  had  esnm  an  inkling  of  ft  larive  hii-  grt-ss  ’’ 

man y^fj^'dyhTys^ij.tfeis  khhwterl^, wait.  ” Not  without  fostipes,  I think.’*  Helen 

indicated-  in  neither  svotd  nur  demcauot,.  studied  the  woman  less  impersonally. 
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wondering  as  to  her  drift,  which  she 
divined  was  in  no  wise  aimless. 

“Mr.  Kempton,”  she  went  on,  “dis- 
agrees with  him  politically — ” 

“That  has  been  my  impression,  too.” 
Helen  laughed  mirthlessly. 

“ But,”  Mrs.  Kempton  proceeded,  un- 
heeding, “politics  is  neither  here  nor 
there,  so  far  as  I am  concerned.  I re- 
spect and  honor  him  as  a man  of  stature, 
as  a big  man,  as  a credit  to  our  state  and 
to  our  nation.” 

“Who  has  fallen  upon  the  fate  of  all 
men  of  the  sort.” 

“Well,  in  a manner  of  speaking.  Yet, 
if  you  cherish  a grievance  against  us  on 
that  score,  Helen,  pray  dismiss  it.  We 
didn’t  defeat  Senator  Nordyke;  at  least 
not — not  essentially.” 

“I  don’t  think  I quite  follow  you, 
Mrs.  Kempton;  in  any  event,  ‘essen- 
tially’ or  otherwise,  the  effect  seems  to 
be  clearly  established.” 

Mrs.  Kempton’s  eyes  lighted  trium- 
phantly. “Oh  yes,  unquestionably;  be- 
yond perad venture.  Have  you  given 
thought  as  to  the  cause?” 

Helen  had  not  the  slightest  desire  to 
stay  the  processes  leading  to  the  point — 
whatever  it  might  be — toward  which, 
most  obviously,  the  woman  was  work- 
ing. Indeed,  her  wish  was  to  hasten  the 
issue  and  have  done  with  it. 

“It  does  not  require  much  thought, 
does  it,”  she  smiled,  “to  arrive  at  con- 
clusions concerning  the  perversity  of  the 
greatly  esteemed  public?” 

“An,  I thought  so!”  Mrs.  Kempton 
moved  a step  nearer  and  laid  a long  in- 
dex finger  upon  the  palm  of  the  other 
hand — a characteristic  gesture.  “ Helen, 
it  is  a pity  to  disillusion  you;  none  the 
less  I don’t  know  but  that  it  is  the  duty 
of  an  old  lady,  of  an  old  friend,  if  I may 
call  myself  such,  to — to  do  this.  You, 
my  dear,  were  the  cause.  It  was  you 
who  defeated  Senator  Nordyke.” 

“Mrs.  Kempton!”  With  an  effort 
Helen  checked  her  rising  emotions  and 
searched  the  older  woman’s  face  with 
the  thought  of  determining  whether  the 
indictment  were  honestly  intended  or 
the  vehicle  of  a deliberate  affront.  Some- 
thing in  the  woman’s  manner  inclined 
her  to  the  former  theory. 

“I  think,  Mrs.  Kempton,  I am  justi- 
fied in  asking  you  to  explain.” 


“So  you  are,  so  you  are.  It  will  re- 
quire plain  speaking — ” 

“Please  don’t  consider  me.” 

“Really,  you  may  not  believe  it,  but 
that’s  just  what  I wish  to  do.  I don’t 
feel  unkindly  toward  you,  Helen;  rather 
I pity  you.  In  a way  I’ve  always  re- 
garded you  as  one  of  my  girls.” 

“Thank  you,  Mrs.  Kempton.” 

The  cold  acknowledgment  effectually 
checked  the  vein  of  lofty  condescension 
and  brought  a flush  of  anger  to  the 
woman’s  face. 

Before  she  could  speak  Helen  took  her 
graciously  by  the  arm,  marking  the  ap- 
proach of  the  garrulous  Jervis,  a banker. 

“If  you  don’t  mind,  Mrs.  Kempton, 
let  us  go  into  the  library.  Your  point  of 
view  regarding  the  election  interests  me 
so  deeply  that  I should  like  to  hear  it  in 
full  without  interruption.” 

The  woman  nodded,  smiling  grimly. 

“So  you  shall,”  she  said,  following 
Helen  out  of  the  room  and  across  the 
hall.  “No,  I prefer  to  stand,”  she  said, 
as  they  entered  the  apartment  and 
Helen  pointed  to  a chair.  Helen  nodded, 
and  herself  remained  standing. 

“My  one  desire  in  saying  wnat  I have 
to  say,”  began  Mrs.  Kempton,  “ is  to  do 
you  good — or  at  least  tell  you  some 
things  you  should  know.”  She  gestured. 
“Otherwise  I should  most  certainly  hold 
my  peace.  One  is  never  thanked  for 
frankness,  that  I know.” 

“ I shall  thank  you  unutterably,  Mrs. 
Kempton,  if  you  will  be  so  good  as  to 
come  directly  to  the  point.  You  have 
made  a rather  grave  assertion.” 

“I  have,  and  I repeat  it,”  flashed 
the  woman.  “You  caused  Senator  Nor- 
dyke’s defeat  for  the  reason  that  never, 
from  the  moment  you  began  to  catch  on 
in  Washington,  did  you  consider  your 
husband’s  interests.  It  wasn’t  what  he 
did,  or  was  ambitious  to  do,  that  occu- 
pied your  mind;  it  was  what  you — ” 
She  broke  off  suddenly.  “And  you  stand 
here  smiling  at  me  as  though  nothing, 
I least  of  all,  could  assail  your  position 
as  a good  and  helpful  wife.  Well,  you 
haven’t  been  a good  and  helpful  wife  to 
Stanton  Nordyke  in  a big  and  broad 
way — you  haven’t  been  a partner  in  his 
career,  adding  to  his  natural  ability  such 
tact  and  intuition  and — and  finesse  and 
support  as  every  good,  intelligent  woman 
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attitude  win  votes ? How  could  he?  Con- 
sider how  you've  acted  to-dayt  it rs  al| 
ejf.a.'jrie^,  uf;M 

As  the  voice  ceased.  Helen. ; whose  eyes 
had  never  left  the.  woman's  face,  gestr. 
umi.  ..  • 

.^f.er  r»e  see  if  I follow  you  perfectly: 
ytiu  hold  that  in  making  myself  i im- 
madt  him;  von  infer  that  t had  the- 
ability,  hot  not  the  unselfishness,  to  do 
both.'  Ymr— ” ■,/'  '"•/ 


am  listening, 
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am  telling  you  while  I have  the  chance; 
for,  of  course,  you’re  not  coming  back  to 
Bolton.  You  don’t  have  to  tell  me  that. 
You  wouldn’t.  Bolton  isn’t  good  enough 
for  you.  You’ve  lost  no  pains  to  estab- 
lish that  impression  throughout  the  city, 
throughout  the  state,  since  you’ve  been 
here.  No,  you’ll  stay  here,  and  the 
Senator  will  become  some  one’s  legal 
lapdog — and  get  rich.  And  Bolton  will 
never  see  either  of  you  again.” 

“Do  you  believe,”  asked  Helen,  qui- 
etly, “that  you  make  this  prediction 
through  knowledge?  Or  is  it  that  you 
cannot  conceive,  in  view  of  my  status,  of 
our  daring  to  return  to  Bolton?” 

“Not  so  much  that  as  my  inability  to 
conceive  of  your  willingness  to  do  your 
duty  by  your  husband  in  his  further 
career  among  his  own  people,  to  co- 
operate with  him  as  a wife  should  do.” 

Helen  waited  a moment  and  then 
leaned  slightly  forward. 

“Mrs.  Kempton,  I have  listened  pa- 
tiently while  you  indulged  in  your 
specialty  of  plain  speaking.  Now  be  so 
good  as  to  listen  as  patiently — ” 

Her  intention  when  she  began  speakr 
ing  had  been  to  assail  the  woman  as  to 
her  authority  as  an  arbiter  of  wifely  co- 
operation, her  career  having  notoriously 
been  one  of  almost  complete  indepen- 
dence of  her  husband,  the  lecture  forum, 
the  club,  the  society  having  long  years 
ago  brought  about  the  transplanting  of 
the  Kempton  household  gods  to  a board- 
ing-house milieu , not  to  speak  of  an 
increasing  misanthropic  harshness  in  the 
character  of  Bolton’s  leading  editor. 
There  were,  in  truth,  many  things  she 
had  intended  to  say,  confident  of  her 
power  so  to  blight  this  woman  that  ever 
after  she  would  recall  this  interview  with 
emotions  of  unenviable  poignancy. 

But  as  she  began  to  speak,  all  that  she 
had  learned,  all  that  she  now  was, 
brought  her  to  silence.  A smile  light- 
ened her  eyes;  she  placed  a hand  upon 
the  woman’s  shoulder. 

“I  am  sorry,  Mrs.  Kempton,  that  you 
feel  the  way  you  do — because  I had  felt 
throughout  that  I was  but  carrying  out 
the  precepts  of  a lecture  I heard  you  de- 
liver not  long  before  I was  married, 
‘The  Wife  and  the  Home’;  perhaps  you 
recall  it.  You  spoke  of  home-making  as 
a profession,  as  an  essential  art  to  be 


pursued  as  such.  I never  forgot  that 
lecture.  It  never  ceased  to  inspire  me. 

I have  done  nothing  here  but  make  a 
home  where  many  great  persons  love  to 
come  as  to  asylum  from  the  cares  of 
the  world.  That  has  been  my  business, 
my  profession.  If  I have  followed  it  to 
the  exclusion  of  co-operation  in  the 
Senator’s  political  life,  I can  plead  only 
in  extenuation  that  my  profession,  as 
you  pointed  out,  is  infinite  in  its  exac- 
tions. I had  often  thought  of  you,  had 
hoped  for  your  applause.  And  now, 
really,  Mrs.  Kempton  vou — you — ” 
Helen’s  voice  died  away,  her  shoulders 
raised  slightly  in  a shrug  of  resignation. 

For  a moment  there  was  silence.  Then 
suddenly,  to  Helen’s  utter  surprise,  the 
woman  stepped  forward,  Hung  her  arms 
about  her,  and  implanted  a kiss  upon  her 
cheek. 

“ Helen,  can  you  forgive  a cross, 
cranky  old  woman,  who  says  things  she 
regrets  just  because  she  is  ill-natured  and 
dyspeptic  and — ” 

Helen  Nordyke,  laughing,  touched  the 
woman  upon  the  arm.  “Nonsense,  Mrs. 
Kempton!  I understand  perfectly.  We 
understand  each  other,  I think.  At 
least  I entertain  the  belief  that  you  are 
the  one  woman  in  Bolton  who  would.” 

“Ah!”  Mrs.  Kempton  smiled  and 
adjusted  her  glasses.  “ Shall  we  join  the 
others?” 

Helen  gestured.  “If  you  don’t  mind, 

Mrs.  Kempton,  I’ll  join  you  later.  Don’t 
wait  for  me.” 

She  stood  for  a moment  or  two  in  the 
middle  of  the  apartment,  an  inscrutable 
smile  playing  about  her  lips. 

“So,  Stanton,”  she  said,  “this,  all  un- 
consciously, is  what  I have  learned  from 
you! — Politics!” 

And  yet  as  she  stood  pondering  she 
found  certain  undercurrents  of  Mrs. 
Kempton’s  words  far  more  difficult  to 
handle  than  the  woman  herself  had  been. 
Something  deep,  ineradicable,  seemed  to 
have  struck  into  the  very  essence  of  her 
worn  anhood . Y e t — wh  a t ? 

Slowly  she  made  her  way  out  into  the 
hall  and  into  the  drawing-room.  Her 
husband  was  the  center  of  a group;  she 
could  see  the  rugged  outlines  of  his  face, 
the  tumbling  mass  of  jet-black  hair  with 
its  hints  of  gray,  as  he  talked  upon  the 
easiest  and  freest  terms  with  those  about 
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caliber  taken  ;«$  a matrrf  of  emu  no  - -rtiui 
therc:tQre  slijficient  unto  hsirtsfclE  jusr  .is 
in  her  Sphere  sh*  had  f<rlrhtrf$elf  tobb. 
He  himself  had  referred  In  their 

talk  of  a few  hours  ago.  ami  she  now  rt> 
caUpd  fhe  vivid  (ticrUn?  of  his  sturdy 
self-tyb MCI,  she  calm..  unwavering  belief 
in  himself  and  ui  hi*  siriglemanded 
strength,  which,  at  the  rune,  his  words 
had  fashioned  in  her  iftirufe 

Yet,  as  he  admitted,  this  had  nor  al- 
ways heyrti  r;v.i.  H't»#  had  they  drifted, 
he  and  ^hcf/yimd'  whither?  Before  her 
vision  rolled  , the  .pageant  of  the  years, 
crow ded  w:i th  their  cam u.l ,i i i it  t n umphs, 
their  colorful  precessions  of;*  vents,  their 

impulses  always  forward  and  upward; 
and  now  for  a CUlrnuuiSHm — this  - 

coveyy Whither? 

Was  itihtsifhdd^ht  th*£t  had  underlain* 
her  husband- s solemn  incatsin'n  into  the 
years  Iyihghtddn*d,  groping,  as  it were,  tq 
find  rife  reasons  for  fef  witltngness  tq 


ol  that  which  Mrs.  Nemptnn,  all  uncon- 
scions! y,  perhaps,  had  brought  to  h-  > 

that  Senator  Nordyke  was  not  setE 

sufficient;  that,  big  as  he-  Was,  he  needed 


mart,  she  loved;  not  in  the  least,  brae 
w as  mat  an  euiqrional  woman. 

Jf  sacrifice  there  must  he  on  the  part 
of  either,  whose  act  rtf . self-abnegation 
would  involyy  titter  finality  in  . the  li  fey 
plan  of  -ikfe or  the  other,  arid  whose 
would  mean  biff  a more  glorious  course 
upon  the  road  thar  leads  to  the  stars? 
Whose?  With  face  proudly  lifted  she 
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faced  the  facts  as  they  marshaled  them- 
selves in  orderly  array. 

Her  mind  lingered  upon  the  caress  she 
had  won  from  a woman  who  hated  her, 
upon  further  victories  to  be  won  in  her 
own  state,  among  her  own  people.  Could 
she  not  win  them — if  she  desired?  Was 
this  the  answer  to  all  the  years,  full, 
indeed,  and  yet  never  so  significant  in 
their  fullness  as  now  when  she  glanced 
swiftly  into  the  vistas  of  the  future. 


She  straightened  resolutely,  gazing  at 
the  group  about  her  husband  no  longer 
with  detachment,  but  with  the  keen 
light  of  speculation  in  her  level  gray 
eyes.  . . . Th  n,  as  the  Rev.  Dr.  With- 
erbee  was  about  to  pass  her  on  his  way 
to  the  hall,  she  laid  a hand  upon  his  arm, 
smiling  brightly. 

“Of  course.  Doctor  Witherbee,”  she 
said,  “we  shall  expect  to  have  our  old 
pew  when  we  return  to  Bolton.” 


Desiderium 

BY  RICHARD  LE  GALLIENNE 

ALWAY’  it  was  the  same — alway’  the  same: 

i I called — she  heeded  not;  my  heart  ached  on. 
Then  to  my  side,  without  a word,  she  came, 

Sat  with  me,  and,  without  a word,  was  gone. 

All  my  poor  supplication  was  in  vain. 

And  my  life  stopped,  until  she  came  again. 

Once,  a whole  summer  day,  beneath  the  trees, 

I drank  her  beauty  with  my  famished  eyes, 

My  head  at  peace  upon  her  quiet  knees; 

The  rustle  of  her  gown  was  Paradise: 

An  altar  stands  forever  in  the  place 
Where  once  all  day  I looked  into  her  face. 

And  then  a year  went  by:  nor  sight,  nor  word. 

Had  1 to  live  on  whose  whole  life  was  she, 

Till,  like  the  sudden  singing  of  a bird, 

Once  more  she  came  and  stood  and  smiled  on  me, 
And  took  a little  pity  on  my  drouth, 

Lifting  to  me  the  mercy  of  her  mouth. 

One  night  she  came — the  stars  were  in  her  hair; 

She  took  my  head,  and  kissed  it  into  rest, 

And  then  the  moon  rose,  white  and  unaware, 

The  moon — or  did  I dream  it  was  her  breast? 

I think  no  moon  that  ever  walked  the  night, 

Nor  any  lily,  was  ever  half  so  white. 

Then  came  a hush  of  days  like  none  before, 

A distance  echoing  and  full  of  dread, 

That  seemed  to  tell  me  she  would  come  no  more, 

A frozen  whisper  saying  she  was  dead; 

Yet  I whose  life  she  is,  and  so  well  knew 
Her  silent  ways  would  not  believe  it  true — 

Nor  will  I yet — for  ever  was  it  so: 

Silent  and  far  so  long  would  she  remain, 

Then,  like  a spirit,  softly  come  and  go — 

So,  on  a sudden,  shall  she  come  again, 

Step,  silver-footed,  out  of  the  still  air, 

Finger  on  lip,  for  me  to  follow  her. 
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Prophets  and  Pattern-Followers 

HOW  GREAT  INDUSTRIES  PLAN  FOR  THE  NEXT  GENERATION 

BY  ROBERT  R . UPDEGRAFF 

Author  of  “Obvious  Adams' * 

T is  related  that  during  foreseen  the  emergency,  the  pattem- 
the  Russo-Japanese  followers,  the  rank  and  file  of  the  army, 
War,  at  a time  when  held  the  enemy  and  saved  Paris, 
the  Russian  and  Japan-  But  this  is  not  to  be  an  article  about 
ese  armies  were  in  the  the  war.  There  are  prophets  and 
thick  of  the  most  de-  pattern  - followers  in  every-day  busi- 
cisive  Manchurian  war-  ness,  and  it  is  about  these  that  I would 
fare,  a newspaper  correspondent  came  write.  There  are  comparatively  few 
upon  General  Kuroki  fishing  in  a stream  prophets.  Most  of  us  are  pattern-fol- 
near  Japanese  army  headquarters.  lowers.  We  jog  along  from  day  to  day, 

“General!”  exclaimed  the  correspond-  following  the  pattern  of  the  times,  the 
ent,  “you  don’t  seem  to  be  worrying  pattern  of  our  business  or  industry,  and 
much  about  the  battle!”  until  recently  the  pattern  of  the  war  as 

“No,”  replied  the  fisherman  upon  it  affected  all  other  patterns.  Our  pat- 
whose  shoulders  rested  the  principal  re-  terns  resembleGreek  borders;  they  are  an 
sponsibility  for  the  Manchurian  cam-  endless  series  of  advances,  sudden  stops, 
paign,  “this  battle  was  fought  two  years  drops,  back-ups,  rises,  advances,  stops, 
ago  in  Tokio.”  drops,  set-backs,  advances,  stops.  And 

The  prophets  of  the  Japanese  army  yet  many  of  us  could  stretch  out  our 
had  foreseen  the  Manchurian  campaign;  patterns  a little  more,  so  that  we  should 
they  had  planned  where  and  how  the  not  come  to  such  abrupt  stops,  have 
enemy  should  be  met.  On  the  day  when  such  severe  set-backs,  and  start  on  such 
the  general  was  fishing  in  the  little  rash  spurts,  only  to  run  up  against  some 
stream  his  army  machine,  made  up  of  stone  wall  and  fall  back  again  far  enough 
thousands  of  pattern-followers,  was  fol-  to  see  that  the  wall  can’t  be  gone  through 
lowing  the  pattern  of  the  battle.  They  but  has  to  be  climbed  over.  It  is  a matter 
saw  nothing  but  the  enemy  guns  and  of  perspective  and  method,  this  stretching 
soldiers  before  them  and  the  almost  im-  out  of  the  pattern  to  make  it  a series  of 
possible  task  of  overcoming  them.  They  undulations  instead  of  a train  of  jolts, 
were  too  close  to  the  pattern  and  too  Wherever  we  find  a business  that 
busy  following  it  to  see  beyond.  The  stands  solidly  in  the  face  of  competition, 
general,  sitting  on  the  bank  of  the  river  change,  panic,  and  the  vicissitudes  of  life 
fishing,  saw  beyond  the  pattern:  he  saw  and  the  world  in  general,  we  shall  nearly 
victory.  He  knew  that  the  pattern  of  always  find  a prophet  at  the  head  of  it. 
the  battle  would  have  to  be  followed,  Only  a few  years  ago  a man  whom  we 
but,  wise  general  that  he  was,  he  avoided  will  call  Mr.  Bradley  devised  and  pat- 
getting mixed  up  in  it.  ented  a new  article  for  household  use, 

Likewise,  it  is  said  that  General  Joffre  and  started  immediately  to  manufacture 
stopped  the  Germans  at  the  Marne  and  it.  Almost  instantly  it  caught  on,  and 
saved  Paris,  not  in  1^14,  but  nearly  ten  in  a comparatively  short  time  he  was  a 
years  before  that.  The  prophets  of  the  wealthy  man.  The  inevitable  happened: 
French  army  saw  the  battle  of  the  his  rapid  rise  and  sudden  success  at- 
Mame  years  in  advance  and  planned  tracted  attention  and  other  men  began 
their  defense  for  the  day  when  the  Ger-  to  study  how  they  might  compete  with 
mans  should  strike.  The  pattern  of  the  him.  Had  he  been  a pattern-follower 
battle  had  to  be  followed  through  and  his  success  would  have  ended  very 
the  taxicabs  of  Paris  had  to  be  requisi-  shortly.  But  he  was  by  nature  a 
tioned,  but  because  the  prophets  had  prophet,  and  a wise  one,  for,  while  the 
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other  members  of  his  organization  were 
following  the  pattern  of  the  business  as 
it  climbed  up,  up,  up,  picturing  to  them- 
selves long  years  of  monopoly,  Bradley 
was  looking  into  the  future  and  pre- 
paring, or,  more  strictly  speaking,  trying 
to  prepare  for  just  the  emergency  that 
came. 

Leaving  the  conduct  of  the  organiza- 
tion to  his  associates,  so  that  he  should 
not  get  caught  in  the  pattern,  he  kept 
studying  the  future.  He  had  revolu- 
tionized certain  housekeeping  methods; 
what  would  be  the  result?  Competition, 
inevitably,  and  keen  competition,  once 
others  realized  the  magnitude  of  the 
change  that  his  device  was  bringing  into 
housekeeping.  Some  one  might  discover 
a way  to  make  a similar  appliance 
cheaper  than  his.  He  could  not  see  how, 
but  he  did  not  let  that  blind  him  to  the 
danger.  He  became  convinced  of  this 
one  fact:  the  future  of  his  business 
hinged  upon  his  ability  to  make  a cer- 
tain vital  part  of  his  appliance,  which 
was  manufactured  of  a certain  material 
of  great  hardness,  even  harder — harder, 
in  fact,  than  that  material  had  ever  been 
made  commercially.  If  he  could  do 
that,  even  a very  low  price  would  not 
mean  ruinous  competition. 

He  focused  his  prophetic  eyes  upon 
that  one  fact  and  started  out.  The  pat- 
tern he  had  to  follow  would  have  dis- 
couraged any  but  a prophet  who  refused 
to  see  the  pattern  at  all,  but  kept  his 
eyes  on  his  prophecy.  The  company 
that  was  supplying  him  with  the  ma- 
terial he  was  then  using  laughed  at  the 
idea  of  his  needing  to  fear  competition. 
His  own  organization  thought  him  an 
alarmist.  They  were  doing  a fine  busi- 
ness; the  volume  of  sales  was  climbing 
month  after  month,  and  they  were  ad- 
vertising their  product  into  the  public 
mind.  (The  pattern  was  running, 
smoothly.)  Before  any  competitor  could 
get  around  their  patent  (which  was  im- 
possible anyway,  they  argued)  the  arti- 
cle would  have  become  so  standard  that 
no  one  else  could  have  a “look-in.” 

But  Bradley  argued  that  such  might 
be  the  case,  provided  no  one  found  a 
way  to  make  a similar  article  at  a lower 
price.  Getting  no  sympathy  or  encour- 
agement from  his  associates,  he  went  at 
the  problem  by  himself.  He  became 


convinced  that  it  was  possible  to  make 
on  a commercial  scale  material  of  the 
required  hardness.  With  his  findings  he 
went  to  the  company  that  was  supplying 
him  with  the  material,  supposing,  of 
course,  that  they  would  take  nis  definite 
order  for  the  harder  material  at  a little 
advance  in  price.  But  here  he  bumped 
against  a very  abrupt  stop  in  his  own 
pattern,  for  they  turned  down  his  order, 
courteously  but  flatly.  This  was  the 
only  company  equipped  to  produce  this 
material,  and  they  declined  to  make  it! 
The  real  truth  was  that  they  were  get- 
ting large  orders  for  the  material  as  then 
used  in  the  appliance,  and  they  were 
making  a very  good  profit;  to  change 
over  and  make  a material  of  greater 
hardness  would  mean  new  equipment 
and  new  processes;  it  would  require  the 
investment  of  a considerable  sum  of  new 
money.  They  were  satisfied  with  the 
orders  they  were  getting  and  they  knew 
Bradley  could  not  take  his  business 
away  from  them.  They  again  assured 
him  that  he  had  nothing  to  fear.  Why 
did  he  continue  to  look  for  trouble  ? 

Indeed,  the  sale  of  the  appliance  was 
shooting  up  like  a sky-rocket  and  the 
sales  - sheet  alone  would  have  been 
enough  to  lull  any  one  but  a prophet  to 
sleep.  But  Bradley  consistently  fought 
shy  of  the  pattern,  for  he  knew  in  liis 
prophetic  soul  that  unless  he  could  get 
the  harder  material  the  pattern  of  that 
business  would  some  .day  bump  abruptly 
up  against  the  solid  wall  of  competition, 
and  then  it  would  take  an  awful  drop. 
He  must  have  the  harder  material.  He 
begged  the  company  to  make  it  for  him; 
he  threatened  them.  But  they  were  im- 
movable. 

Finally,  at  the  end  of  two  years,  com- 
peting appliances  began . to  appear. 
Some  of  them  were  lower  in  price,  and 
now  Bradley’s  associates  began  to  wear 
long  faces  as  they  saw  that  their  com- 
petitors were  going  to  make  inroads  on 
their  business.  The  pattern  was  chang- 
ing. But  once  again  the  prophet  of  the 
organization,  because  he  kept  his  mind 
“in  perspective,”  so  to  speak,  saw  far- 
ther than  they,  for  he  foresaw  that  these 
competitors  would  have  to  go  through  a 
period  of  experimenting  and  perfecting 
before  they  could  offer  substantial  com- 
petition, and  he  had  gone  far  enough 
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in  his  own  plans  now,  after  fighting 
them  through  for  nearly  two  years,  to 
know  what  he  was  going  to  do.  Repeat- 
edly he  had  threatened  to  build  a fac- 
tory and  produce  the  harder  material 
himself,  but  the  material  manufacturers 
had  never  taken  him  seriously.  Now  he 
started  to  build  the  factory,  but  it  never 
rose  above  the  foundation,  and  it  never 
will;  for  when  the  material  manufactur- 
ers saw  the  foundation  of  Bradley’s 
factory  they  looked  into  the  big  hole  in 
the  ground  and  saw  where  their  profits 
were  going,  and  they  decided  that  they 
could  equip  to  make  material  of  the 
proper  hardness  to  please  their  cus- 
tomer! The  strategy  employed  is  merely 
incidental  to  the  point  of  this  narrative. 
The  outstanding  fact  is  that  the  busi- 
ness was  saved  by  a prophet  who  refused 
to  be  fooled  by  the  pattern  of  sales 
curves  and  dividend  checks.  That  busi- 
ness is  still  a prosperous  and  flourishing 
one  to-day,  in  spite  of  the  keenest  kind  of 
competition.  I relate  the  incident  at 
length  in  order  to  show  clearly  the  essen- 
tial difference  between  the  prophet  and 
the  pattern-follower. 

But  that  incident  is  an  illustration  of 
a prophet  seeing  ahead  and  working  out 
only  one  little  prophecy  in  connection 
with  one  business  that  was  relatively  of 
small  importance  to  the  general  public. 

Far  more  interesting  are  the  modem 
rophets  who  work  almost  as  a habit 
ve,  ten,  yes,  twenty  or  twenty-five 
years  ahead  of  the  times.  Needless  to 
say,  they  do  not  go  around  shod  in  san- 
dals and  wearing  tunics,  like  the  proph- 
ets of  old.  On  the  contrary,  they  are 
very  business-like  business  men,  the  only 
remarkable  thing  about  them  being  that, 
instead  of  getting  all  mixed  up  in  the 
pattern  of  the  immediate  present,  they 
sit  in  their  offices  and  dream  dreams  of 
the  future,  and  their  dreams  affect  every 
one  of  us.  The  men  in  the  offices  all 
around  them  may  be  working  in  July, 
1919,  while  they  are  working  in  July, 
1936,  perhaps,  or  even  in  1950.  Or,  on 
the  other  hand,  the  particular  matter  in 
hand  may  be  one  concerning  1922.  In 
any  event,  they  work  in  1919  only 
enough  to  see  that  the  plans  they  worked 
out  in  1900  or  1910  or  1015  are  moving 
as  smoothly  as  possible  through  the  pat- 
tern of  the  present,  and  not  running  into 


blind  alleys  in  the  pattern  which  would 
make  it  necessary  for  the  business  to 
retrace  its  steps  for  a new  start,  after  the 
manner  of  a man  tryingato  find  his  way 
out  of  a maze. 

Among  the  most  interesting  of  the 
prophets  are  the  rubber  prophets.  But, 
when  I accused  one  of  the  chief  of 
them,  as  I sat  in  his  office  on  the  twen- 
tieth floor  of  a great  New  York  office- 
building, of  being  a prophet,  he  smiled 
amusedly.  He  was  no  prophet;  he  was 
just  a business  man.  But  let  me  tell 
you  how  his  organization  works  and 
what  it  is  doing,  and  you  may  judge  for 
yourself  whether  the  men  who  guide  its 
development  and  control  its  policies  are 
not  prophets. 

Let  me  begin  by  relating  a little  inci- 
dent about  a banquet  attended  by  a 
group  of  men  engaged  in  the  rubber 
industry.  My  friend,  who  was  “just  a 
business  man,”  was  asked  to  take  charge 
of  the  table  arrangements.  He  called  in 
the  head  of  the  company’s  development 
laboratory  and  they  put  their  heads 
together.  On  the  night  of  the  banquet 
when  the  diners  entered  the  banquet- 
hall  they  found  large  bunches  of  roses 
on  the  tables.  Some  of  these  roses  were 
made  by  Mother  Nature,  and  some 
were  made  in  the  laboratory  of  this 
rubber  company.  At  each  place  at  the 
table  was  a rosebud.  Some  were  prod- 
ucts of  the  bush  and  some  of  the  labora- 
tory. Yet,  so  realistic  were  the  rubber 
flowers  that  it  was  a good  while  before 
the  diners  noticed  the  difference. 

“ But  I didn’t  know  you  made  flowers 
in  rubber,”  I ventured,  after  the  prophet 
had  told  me  of  this  little  incident. 

“We  don’t,”  he  replied,  “excepting  in 
our  laboratory.  But  we  are  always  ex- 
perimenting on  all  sorts  of  things  that 
some  day  may  be  made  in  rubber.  One 
of  these  days,  perhaps  many  years 
hence,  perhaps  not  so  many,  the  ladies 
may  be  trimming  their  bonnets  with 
artificial  flowers  made  from  rubber!” 

It  is  in  the  laboratory  where  these 
roses  were  made,  and  in  other  similar 
laboratories,  that  the  prophecies  of  the 
rubber  prophets  are  being  worked  out. 
This  particular  rubber  company  has  two 
such  laboratories,  one  engaged  it)  the 
development  of  general  commercial  ap- 
plications of  rubber  and  the  other  de- 
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voted  to  experimenting  with  textiles. 
The  men  in  charge  of  the  laboratories  are 
men  of  education  and  imagination,  and 
they  are  allowed,  hired,  in  fact,  to  let 
their  imaginations  run  away  with  them 
— in  rubber.  They  are  not  asked  to 
work  any  definite  number  of  hours  a day. 
They  are  not  expected  to  produce  so 
many  ideas  per  week.  Their  business 
is  not  to  produce  definite  data  of  a com- 
mercial nature  for  the  company’s  manu- 
facturing departments;  there  are  other 
laboratories  for  that  purpose.  These 
laboratories  are  the  workshops  of  the 
prophets.  Through  them  we  enter  the 
future.  The  men  at  the  head  of  these 
laboratories  think  in  rubber,  three,  five, 
ten,  twenty-five  years  ahead,  and  then 
work  out  their  thoughts.  There  are  on 
the  shelves  of  these  laboratories  models 
of  some  of  the  articles  that  will  be  made 
in  rubber,  say,  ten  years  from  to-day. 
There  are  others  that  will  not  be  put  on 
the  market  for  perhaps  fifteen  or  twenty 
years.  There  are  some,  unquestionably, 
that  will  never  be  marketed,  though  they 
are  ready  should  conditions  ever  prove 
favorable. 

The  method  by  which  these  rubber 
prophets  work  is  interesting  in  itself, 
and  ought  to  be  highly  suggestive  to 
other  business  men.  Assume,  for  the 
purpose  of  illustration,  that  one  of  the 
rubber  prophets  were  to  decide  that  the 
time  was  not  very  far  distant  when 
picture-molding  might  be  made  from 
rubber.  (For,  you  understand,  of  course, 
that  the  prophets  are  working  in  hard 
and  semi-nard  rubber,  as  well  as  in  soft 
rubber.)  He  starts  out  to  work  up  a 
suitable  composition  with  rubber  as  a 
basis,  and  finally  perfects  it  and  figures 
out  just  how  much  it  would  cost  to 
manufacture,  with  crude  rubber  at  the 
present  price  and  labor  paid  at  the  pre- 
vailing scale.  He  makes  out  a detailed 
report  of  formula,  method  of  production, 
and  the  material  and  labor  costs.  He 
sees  on  the  face  of  it  that  there  is  no 
immediate  chance  to  make  or  market 
this  rubber  molding  on  a commercial 
scale,  because  the  cost  of  the  rubber, 
or  the  cost  to  manufacture  it, is  too  great. 
But  he  does  not  stop  there.  He  has  at 
hand  all  the  facilities  for  gathering  full 
information  concerning  the  cost  of  wood 
molding  and  steel  molding,  and  he  gets 


all  of  these  facts  and  figures,  taking  in 
the  cost  of  the  raw  material,  the  cost  of 
labor  in  converting  these  two  materials 
into  molding,  the  methods  of  manu- 
facture, the  selling  price,  weight,  and  so 
on.  These  facts  and  figures,  together 
with  the  report  on  rubber  molding,  are 
filed  away — put  on  the  shelf,  so  to  speak 
— for  future  reference,  and  the  prophet 
goes  on  to  something  else.  But  the 
molding  on  the  shelf  is  not  forgotten. 
It  has  been  put  there  to  await  the  day 
when  the  price  of  crude  rubber  may  have 
dropped  so  low  or  the  price  of  steel  and 
wood  molding  may  have  risen  so  high 
that  rubber  molding  becomes  a commer- 
cial possibility.  Or  else  some  new  and 
considerably  cheaper  method  of  working 
the  rubber  may  be  invented,  bringing 
down  the  labor  cost  to  a point  where  the 
rubber  molding  may  have  an  even 
chance  with  its  competitors. 

They  do  not  get  carried  away  with 
foolish  ideas,  these  rubber  prophets, 
though  they  do  not  consider  an  idea 
foolish  just  because  it  is  new  or  very  un- 
usual. All  of  their  work  is  based  on 
sound  facts  and  figures.  It  is  their 
business  to  look  into  the  future  and  be 
ready  to  produce  articles,  yes,  whole 
classes  of  products,  in  rubber  as  soon  as 
it  is  commercially  practicable  to  do  so. 

As  a practical  example  of  the  work  of 
the  rubber  prophets,  we  have  only  to 
consider  the  composition  shoe  soles  re- 
cently put  on  the  market  by  at  least 
three  large  rubber  companies.  The  rub- 
ber prophets  had  known  for  several 
years  that  a rubber  composition  shoe  sole 
could  be  made  that  would  successfully 
compete  with  leather,  once  the  price  of 
that  material  reached  a certain  point, 
so  they  went  to  work  to  prepare.  It  is 
an  interesting  fact  that  in  this  particular 
case  they  were  not  ready  as  far  in  ad- 
vance of  the  times  as  they  had  thought 
to  be,  for  the  war  sent  the  price  of  leather 
up  to  a point  where  the  market  was 
ready  for  the  new  composition  sole 
ahead  of  schedule.  But,  by  being  ready, 
the  rubber  prophets  not  only  did  their 
industry  a good  turn,  but  undoubtedly 
helped  to  keep  the  prices  of  shoes  from 
jumping  even  higher  than  they  have 
gone. 

As  an  illustration  of  how  carefully  and 
how  practically  the  rubber  prophets 
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work,  I might  mention  that  for  many, 
many  months — indeed,  for  more  than 
two  years — before  the  laboratories  pro- 
nounced these  composition  soles  ready 
for  the  market,  pairs  of  shoes  soled  with 
compositions  of  different  formulas  were 
given  to  policemen  and  letter-carriers, 
and  other  men  whose  work  requires  al- 
most constant  walking,  and  a record 
card  was  kept  in  the  laboratories  for 
each  pair. 

Some  of  the  articles  which  the  proph- 
ets have  worked  out  are  being  tried  out 
not  only  for  wearing  qualities  and  gen- 
eral practicability,  but  also  for  market- 
ability. For  it  is  an  interesting  handicap 
which  attaches  to  the  work  of  the  proph- 
ets that  some  of  the  things  they  think 
of  in  projecting  their  minds  into  the 
future  are  so  unusual,  and  the  very  idea 
of  them  so  novel,  that  it  is  hard  for 
other  people,  who  have  been  following 
the  pattern  of  the  particular  trade  or 
industry  affected,  to  stretch  their  imag- 
inations to  accept  and  to  accustom  them- 
selves to  a given  product  or  article 
being  made  in  any  but  the  conventional 
material.  So  it  is  that  the  -prophets 
sometimes  have  to  take  it  upon  them- 
selves to  introduce  to  the  public  a new 
product,  or  an  old  one  made  in  a new 
material,  to  demonstrate  to  some  par- 
ticular trade  or  industry  that  it  can  be 
marketed.  The  prophets’  interest  may 
be  in  selling  only  the  raw  or  semi-finished 
material,  but  their  work  is  not  finished 
until  they  have  sold  their  vision,  their 
prophecy,  to  the  masses.  This  done, 
they  turn  it  over  to  the  pattern-follow- 
ers and  once  more  plunge  into  the  future. 

But  we  shall  miss  tne  main  point  of 
the  work  and  methods  of  the  rubber 
prophets  if  we  assume  that  all  of  this 
experimenting  and  dreaming  of  dreams 
is  merely  for  the  purpose  of  bringing 
out  new  articles  in  rubber  to  beat  out 
their  competitors,  to  work  out  their  own 
hobbies,  or  to  compete  with  other  lines 
of  business  and  try  to  “ hog  ” everything 
m sight.  The  latter  purpose  is  far  from 
the  minds  of  the  rubber  prophets  with 
whom  I havetalked.  They  say  it  would  be 
short-sighted  policy,  and  that  when  they 
do  bring  out  a new  product  in  rubber, 
such  as  rubber  harness,  for  instance, 
rather  than  make  it  themselves,  they 
would  prefer  to  hand  the  result  of  their 


research  and  experimenting  over  to  the 
harness  industry,  and  be  content  to  sell 
the  raw  material  to  that  industry.  They 
have  no  desire  to  upset  an  established 
industry;  their  idea  is  co-operation,  not 
competition,  with  the  industries  into 
whose  fields  their  prophecies  lead  them. 

Why  all  of  this  dreaming  of  rubber 
dreams  ? Briefly, 'to  utilize  the  enormous 
and  growing  output  of  the  extensive  new 
rubber  plantations  in  the  Far  East.  The 
work  of  the  prophets  is  based  on  a solid 
foundation  of  economic  law,  the  law  of 
supply  and  demand.  They  have  set 
themselves  the  task  of  finding  new  uses 
for  rubber  to  utilize  this  tremendous 
supply  which  is  coming  along,  in  order 
to  stabilize  the  market,  to  insure  the 
millions  of  dollars  invested  in  their 
tremendous  plants,  and  to  protect  the 
thousands  upon  thousands  of  workers  in 
the  rubber  industry. 

The  electrical  industry  also  has  its 
prophets  who,  like  the  rubber  prophets, 
are  working  constantly  years  and  years 
ahead,  making  experiments  to-day  on 
electrical  machines,  devices,  processes, 
which  this  generation  may  never  hear 
of,  as  well  as  others  which  may  be  in 
common  use  ten,  fifteen,  or  twenty  years 
from  now.  Their  problem  is  twofold: 
to  discover  ways  and  means  of  producing 
cheaper  electrical  current,  and  to  produce 
new  current-consuming  appliances  and 
processes  to  use  this  cheaper  current. 

Then  there  are  the  telephone  prophets 
who  have  to  work  fifteen  or  twenty 
years  -ahead,  planning  to  have  the  tele- 
phone ready  whenever  and  wherever  the 
people  are  going  to  need  it.  Their  task 
is  very  different  from  the  work  of  the 
rubber  or  the  electrical  prophets.  They 
have  to  foresee  how  much  a city  is  going 
to  grow  and  how  the  population  will  be 
distributed.  They  must  know  this  for 
two  reasons:  firstly,  so  that  some  day, 
say  ten  years  from  now,  you  may  not 
seek  for  a telephone  in  some  place  where 
you  would  naturally  expect  to  find  one, 
only  to  be  told  that  the  telephone  is  not 
available  because  ten  years  before,  when 
planning  its  lines,  the  telephone  com- 
pany did  not  put  in  large  enough  cables 
to  take  care  of  the  telephone  needs  of 
that  section.  Secondly,  they  must  know 
how  the  population  is  going  to  be  dis- 
tributed so  that  they  can  properly  locate 
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their  exchanges,  for  the  placing  of  ex- 
changes has  considerable  bearing  upon 
the  profits  of  a telephone  company. 

Briefly,  this  is  how  the  telephone 
prophets  go  about  their  work:  Taking 
the  present  population  of  the  city,  and 
the  population  for  many  years  back, 
they  plot  a population  curve,  projecting 
this  curve  eighteen  or  twenty  years  into 
the  future,  establishing  the  population 
in  1937,  let  us  say,  so  far  as  the  past 
growth  of  the  city  can  help  in  estimating 
the  future  growth.  They  then  check  this 
up  in  every  way  possible,  by  analyzing 
the  industrial  development,  past,  pres- 
ent, and  future;  by  studying  the  trans- 
portation facilities  present  and  proposed, 
the  labor  situation,  the  real-estate  mar- 
ket, the  geographical  location  of  the 
city.  When  this  is  done  and  they  have 
arrived  at  what  they  believe  the  popu- 
lation of  the  city  will  be  in  1937,  they 
proceed  to  “place”  that  population,  to 
prophesy  how  and  where  it  will  dis- 
tribute itself.  This  involves  a tremen- 
dous amount  of  detail  work.  There 
must  be  a house-to-house  count  in  the 
residential  sections  to  show  just  how 
many  families  are  living  in  each  square 
block  of  the  city,  what  percentage  of 
them  have  telephones,  and  what  class 
of  service  they  are  using.  The  character 
and  nationalities  of  the  population  have 
to  be  taken  into  account,  for  some  na- 
tionalities have  a tendency  to  huddle 
together  in  great  numbers  in  congested 
areas,  while  others  show  a marked  ten- 
dency to  live  in  separate  little  Hbuses, 
thus  spreading  out  over  a larger  area. 
The  old  settlers  in  each  section  must  be 
talked  with,  as  well  as  real-estate  men 
and  other  well-informed  citizens. 

When  the  prophets  get  to  the  business 
section  of  the  city  they  are  confronted 
with  a different  problem,  but  one  that, 
nevertheless,  has  to  be  met;  they  have 
to  prepare  for  new  office-buildings,  per- 
haps as  yet  undreamed  of,  for  hotels  and 
department-stores.  It  is  one  thing  to 
determine  how  a city  is  going  to  spread 
out , and  quite  another  to  tell  where  it  is 
going  to  shoot  up,  suddenly  demanding 
telephone  cables  to  take  care  of  from 
five  hundred  to  a thousand  telephone 
installations,  as  in  a large  office-building 
or  hotel,  on  one  little  spot.  This  requires 
a careful  study  of  existing  business  con- 


ditions and  a calculation  of  the  probable 
future  commercial  growth  which  is  based 
primarily  on  population.  If  a popula- 
tion of  so  many  thousands  supports  one 
hotel,  three  department  - stores,  and 
twenty  large  office-buildings,  there  will 
be  a certain  ratio  of  increase  in  depart- 
ment-stores, office-buildings,  and  notel 
patronage  if  the  population  increases, 
say,  fifty  per  cent.  This  can  be  checked 
up  by  studying  other  cities  which  corre- 
spond in  population  and  general  char- 
acteristics. 

Hundreds  of  tables  and  charts  are 
drawn  up.  Scores  of  maps  are  made, 
maps  showing  areas  available  for  busi- 
ness and  residential  expansion,  maps 
showing  density  and  character  of  popu- 
lation, maps  and  charts  showing  the 
relation  of  the  present  telephone  service 
to  the  present  population. 

When  this  is  all  done,  the  prophets 
study  all  of  this  data  and  from  it  make 
a huge  map  of  the  city,  “placing”  the 
population,  locating  new  office-build- 
ings, apartment  - houses,  department- 
stores,  schools,  and  hotels,  and  indicat- 
ing on  the  map  in  every  square  block  in 
the  city  just  now  many  telephones  and 
how  many  private  branch  exchanges 
will  probably  be  required  in  1937.  The 
prophets  do  not  expect  always  to  strike 
it  right,  but  they  have  found  that 
this  method  of  prophesying  is  safer 
and  more  accurate  than  the  “hunch” 
method  of  a few  years  ago.  The  effec- 
tiveness of  the  system  is  just  beginning 
to  show.  In  one  New  England  city  a 
department- store  was  located  by  the 
telephone  prophets  ten  years  ago  less 
than  a block  away  from  where  it  has 
recently  been  built.  In  another  city  an 
office-building  was  placed  very  close  in- 
deed to  the  spot  where  the  building  has 
just  been  erected.  Many  other  instances 
might  be  cited  if  space  permitted. 

I have  seen  the  telephone  prophets* 
map  for  the  city  of  New  Haven,  Con- 
necticut, for  1935.  It  was  like  peeping 
into  the  future  to  look  at  it.  Everywhere 
there  were  little  circles  with  figures  in 
them.  Blocks  which  are  now  vacant 
lots  have  their  little  circles  with  the 
number  of  telephones  they  will  probably 
support  by  1935.  A street  I had  passed 
on  my  wpy  to  the  telephone  company’s 
office  whicn  is  being  torn  up  to  be  paved 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


PROPHETS  AND  PATTERN-FOLLOWERS  231 


was  pointed  out  to  me  on  the  map.  “We 
are  putting  down  our  cables  for  1935 
under  that  street  now.  Cities  no  longer 
allow  their  streets  to  be  torn  up  every 
few  months.  We  have  to  watch  every 
street  and  take  advantage  of  repaving  to 
put  down  our  cables  tor  the  future,” 
said  one  of  the  prophets.  “Sometimes 
the  cables  will,  not  be  required  for  ten 
years,  but  they  will  be  ready  when  they 
are  needed.” 

Every  business  that  is  to  succeed  and 
perpetuate  itself  must  have  a prophet  in 
its  organization.  And  there  lies  an  in- 
teresting fact:  in  nearly  every  fairly 
large  business  there  is  likely  to  be  a 
prophet,  or,  perhaps  we  might  better, 
say,  a potential  prophet.  He  may  not 
be  the  president  or  the  vice-president  or 
the  secretary  or  the  treasurer;  perhaps 
he  is  not  even  an  executive  or  depart- 
ment head,  but  some  humble  worker.  In 
the  latter  case  he  is  generally  regarded 
as  a dreamer. 

Many  a young  man  with  the  making 
of  a prophet  in  him  has  been  discharged 
from  some  small  organization,  or  per- 
haps has  left  of  his  own  accord,  because 
he  was  a failure  at  the  job  assigned  him 
and  could  not  keep  his  mind  on  nis  work. 
The  next  thing  his  erstwhile  employer 
hears  of  him  is  that  he  is  holding  down  a 
big  job  in  the  city  with  some  big,  impor- 
tant organization.  He  has  found  his 

Elace  in  the  watch-tower,  where  he  be- 
ings, instead  of  staying  at  some  job  down 
in  the  pattern.  Of  course,  these  budding 
prophets  have  to  be  harnessed  or  they 
would  sometimes  run  away  with  a busi- 
ness. The  surest  way  to  harness  them  is 
to  put  them  at  the  chief  executive’s  el- 
bow where  they  can  see  the  business 
from  the  top.  The  financing  and  man- 
agement of  a business  have  a very 
sobering  effect,  a way  of  fading  out 
mirages,  and  it  is  mirages  that  need  most 
to  be  feared  in  the  work  of  the  prophets. 
That  is  why  it  will  nearly  always  be 
found  that  the  successful  prophets  work 
against  a background  of  facts  and  fig- 
ures. They  have  to  work  carefully,  in- 
vestigate carefully,  make  their  final  de- 
ductions carefully. 

Some  one  has  well  said  that  “faith 
deals  in  greater  marvels  than  fact.”  It 
is  true,  out  it  is  also  true  that  such  a 
prosaic,  practical,  and  essentially  “ fact- 


ful” thing  as  a steam  shovel  is  a great 
aid  to  faith  in  removing  mountains  I 

It  must  be  admitted  that  sometimes 
even  the  most  careful  prophets  are  pre- 
mature in  their  prophesying.  An  old 
man  who  runs  a store  in  a little  Con- 
necticut town  recently  exhibited  to  a 
group  of  friends  a poster  advertising  one 
of  the  new  temperance  drinks  now  being 
introduced  by  a large  brewery.  The 
men  saw  nothing  remarkable  in  the 
poster  until  the  old  storekeeper  told 
them  that  it  had  been  sent  him  nearly 
twenty  years  ago.  It  seems  that  the 
brewers  tried  to  introduce  this  par- 
ticular drink  back  in  the  ’90’s,  but  finally 
decided  that  they  were  too  far  ahead  of 
the  times,  so  they  had  put  it  on  the  shelf. 
When  time  caught  up  with  the  brewery 
prophets,  they  simply  took  down  the 
“new”  drink  and  put  it  on  the  market. 

Another  illustration  of  prophesying,  z 
current  one,  concerns  the  affairs  of  a cer- 
tain well-known  company  manufacturing 
food  products.  Shortly  after  the  start 
of  the  war  the  sale  of  one  of  the  prod- 
ucts put  out  by  this  company  dropped 
to  about  one-fifth  its  normal  volume. 
The  reason  was  that  the  price  of  one  of 
the  main  ingredients  had  almost  dou- 
bled, making  the  price  of  the  food  when 
made  up  and  sold  by  this  company  a 
luxury  above  the  means  of  the  average 
family.  Had  the  executives  of  this  com- 
pany been  completely  tangled  up  in  the 
pattern  of  the  times,  they  would  have 
assumed  that,  once  the  war  was  over,  the 
price  of  this  particular  commodity  in  the 
caw  would  drop  back  to  normal  again 
and  that  their  business  would  once  more 
pick  up.  But  some  one  in  that  organiza- 
tion was  prophet  enough  to  keep  out  of 
the  pattern  of  the  present  and  to  project 
his  mind  ahead  to  the  time  when  the 
war  should  be  over.  What  he  thought 
he.  saw  was  that  the  price  of  that  food 
commodity  would  never  again  go  down 
to  its  previous  level.  It  would  probably 
drop  somewhat,  but  not  enough  to  bring 
the  sales  ever  again  up  to  their  previous 
level.  So  he  started  out  to  get  the  facts 
from  the  Department  of  Agriculture  at 
Washington,  and  from  every  other  pos- 
sible source,  and  he  found  that  the  other 
prophets  agreed  with  him.  That  com- 
pany fortified  its  business  by  putting  out 
a new  drink.  A beverage  is  rather  dif- 
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ferent  from  the  company’s  other  prod- 
ucts, but  in  itself  this  selection  snows 
shrewd  prophetic  vision. 

As  a shining  example  of  a business 
prophet,  consider  Charles  M.  Schwab. 
While  his  great  steel  plants  and  ship- 
yards were  busy  night  and  day  on  war 
materials,  and  in  the  face  of  the  fact  that 
some  of  his  companies  were  building  even 
larger  plants  and  shipyards  for  turn- 
ing out  still  more  of  the  machinery  of 
war,  Mr.  Schwab  was  looking  far  into 
the  future,  to  a time  when  the  twenty- 
five  parts  of  his  plant  should  be  devoted, 
four  parts  to  ship-building,  twenty  parts 
to  commercial  work,  and  only  the  re- 
maining twenty-fifth  part  to  military 
products!  v 

If  the  head  of  the  great  steel  industry, 
rushed  to  the  limit  with  war  orders,  could 
keep  his  perspective  and  keep  himself 
mentally  and  physically  clear  of  the  pat- 
tern of  the  times  and  look  so  far  ahead 
through  the  period  of  the  recent  colossal 
world  upheaval,  surely  the  rest  of  us  can 
get  away  from  the  correspondence-bas- 
kets on  our  desks,  and  from  the  order- 
files  and  the  monthly  balance-sheets,  and 
all  the  rest  of  the  details  of  our  jobs,  for 
a little  while  each  day,  or  at  least  once 
or  twice  a week,  and  crawl  up  out  of  our 
patterns  and  look  ahead,  study  ahead, 
work  ahead.  “Yes,”  said  a man  at  the 
club  the  other  day,  “but  we  can’t 
prophesy  very  much.  So  many  trans- 
formations are  taking  place.”  True,  but 
because  it  is  hard  to  see  clearly  on  a 
foggy  night  on  the  ocean  does  not  make 
it  any  the  less  necessary  to  have  a look- 
out on  duty  on  the  bridge  of  a ship. 
Sometimes  things  can  be  heard  or  “<felt” 
before  they  can  be  seen,  but  it  is  the 
lookout  up  forward  who  hears  or 
“feels,”  not  the  man  who  buries  himself 
down  in  the  engine-room  amid  the  grind- 
ing whir  of  the  machinery. 

“Do  the  professional  prophets  never 
grow  weary  or  discouraged?”  you  may 
ask.  Let  me  answer  by  relating  a little 
incident  that  happened  during  the  dark 
days  of  the  autumn  of  1917. 

I was  sitting  one  morning  in  the  office 
of  one  of  the  rubber  prophets  in  a big 
New  York  office-building.  It  was  a holi- 
day in  New  York,  and  the  great  building 
was  silent  and  almost  deserted.  As  we 
sat  there  talking,  in  walked  another 


?rophet  who  had  just  arrived  in  New 
ork  from  San  Francisco  where,  just 
five  days  before,  he  had  landed  from  a 
steamer  from  the  Orient.  Five  months 
this  prophet  had  been  out  of  the  coun- 
try, visiting  the  Far  East  to  see  how  one 
of  his  prophecies  of  eight  years  before 
was  progressing — for  this  man  was  none 
other  than  one  of  the  two  prophets  who, 
in  1910,  saw  the  need  of  plantation  rub- 
ber for  the  rubber  industry  of  this  coun- 
try. He  is  one  of  the  men  you  can  thank 
because  you  don’t  have  to  pay  more  to- 
day every  time  you  buy  an  automobile- 
tire. 

He  was  weary  from  his  long  trip  and 
disappointed  to  get  back  and  find  how 
little  visible  progress  we,  as  a country, 
had  made  in  getting  ready  for  our  share 
in  the  war.  He  felt  depressed,  he  said. 
He  dreaded  to  look  ahead.  He  knew  we 
were  coming  through  all  right  in  the 
end — oh  yes,  he  was  sure  of  that.  And 
he  knew  nis  company  would  weather  the 
war  storm  all  right.  But  he  dreaded 
what  we  all  had  to  go  through  in  the 
mean  time.  He  said  that  when  he  was 
in  China  they  told  him  a story  of  a 
Chinaman  who  was  smitten  with  some 
bodily  disorder  which  required  an  im- 
mediate operation.  The  Chinaman  in- 
quired of  the  doctor  whether  the  opera- 
tion would  make  him  sick,  and  the 
doctor  admitted  that  it  would.  How 
long  would  he  be  sick  ? About  six  weeks, 
he  was  told.  And  would  he  be  all  right 
at  the  end  of  the  six  weeks  ? Would  he 
surely  live?  The  doctor  assured  him 
that  he  would  live  and  that  he  would  be 
well  again  within  that  time. 

TheChinamanthoughtthematterover 
for  some  time  and  then  asked,  “And 
how  long  will  I live  if  I don’t  have  the 
operation  ?” 

“Until  about  three  o’clock  this  after- 
noon,” was  the  doctor’s  reply. 

After  another  period  of  deep  thought 
the  Chinaman  announced  his  decision: 
he  would  rather  live  until  three  o’clock 
without  the  operation  than  go  through 
that  six  weeks  of  sickness,  though  he 
might  live  to  a ripe  old  age  afterward. 

And  this  modern  prophet,  one  of 
the  two  men  on  whose  prevision  and 
optimism  a great  industry  years  ago 
gambled  nearly  ten  million  dollars,  said 
he  felt  like  the  Chinaman — he  would 
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rather  die  at  three  o'clock  that  afternoon 
than  go  through  what  he  saw  immedi- 
ately ahead  of  us.  A simple  case  of  a 
weary  prophet,  temporarily  caught  in 
the  pattern. 

As  we  sat  in  the  great  quiet  office- 
building and  looked  out  over  the  roofs 
of  New  York  and  across  the  Hudson  to 
the  Palisades,  the  other  prophet  spoke: 
“An  optimist  resting  1”  (You  can't  get 
these  men  to  admit  that  they  are 
prophets.)  “Can't  you  see  Elijah  sit- 
ting there  under  the  juniper-tree,  weary 
from  his  strenuous  experience  with  the 
prophets  of  Baal,  whom  he  had  slain  the 
day  before,  foot-sore  after  his  day’s 
journey  into  the  wilderness,  his  tunic 
tom,  his  throat  parched,  his  stomach 
empty,  and  his  courage  gone?  And 


can’t  you  hear  him  say  it,  ‘Now,  O 
Lord,  take  away  my  life'?’’ 

It  seems  to  be  all  in  the  day’s  work 
with  these  prophets  occasionally  to  get 
to  the  place  where  they  want  to  die, 
when  they  have  been  caught  in  the  pat- 
tern and  realize  all  which  must  be  gone 
through  before  they  can  reach  the 
vision  they  see  off  in  the  future. 

But  before  our  friend  from  the  Far 
East  left  the  office  he  said  that  he  had 
decided  to  live  until  five  o’clock  instead 
of  three.  And  a week  later  I heard  that 
he  was  rested  and  ready  to  go  through 
whatever  might  lie  ahead.  Once  more  he 
had  climbed  up  where  he  could  look  into 
the  future. 

You  simply  can’t  keep  a good  prophet 
in  the  pattern  1 


Time  Hath  No  Lance  to  Wound  Her 

BY  ALAN  SULLIVAN 

TIME  hath  no  lance  to  wound  her, 

Age  follows  not  her  feet, 

For  time  hath  ever  found  her 
Unaged — divine — complete, 

With  all  that  men  may  cherish 
In  her  clear  gaze  exprest, 

And  all  for  which  men  perish 
Hid,  potent,  in  her  breast: 

Kin  with  all  perfect  creatures, 

Serving — as  serve  the  free, 

Bearing  all  lesser  natures 
With  proud  benignity; 

Lavish  of  her  heart’s  treasure, 

Just — as  the  Gods  are  just. 

And  conscious  of  the  measure 
Of  all  she  holds  in  trust: 

As  wheels  the  still  night’s  splendor 
About  its  changeless  pole, 

All  mercies  calm  and  tender 
Circle  her  steadfast  soul; 

And  starry  things  that  wander 
Through  caverns  in  the  skies 
Pause,  and  peer  down — then  ponder 
O’er  the  mirror  of  her  eyes. 
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His  Fiancee 

BY  BETIT  BRADFORD  GILCHRIST 

T had:  not  occurred  to  Huldah  had  been  brought  up  on  a theory 
Huldah  Baring  as  with-  that  what  you  did  Pot  acknowledge  was*, 
in  the  bounds  of  pos-  so  far  as  you  were  concerned,  non-exist- 
sible  human  fortuities,  ent,  and  she  had  practised'  it  with  dex- 
that  she  could  ever  terity  and  acumen.  If  you  did  not  care 
dislike  coming  home,  to  see  a thing,  look  another  way. 
Baring  Ridge  was  too  Though  for  the  most  part  this  theory 
deeply  a part  of  herself;  its  brooks,  its  had  fed  on  the  flimsiest  of  textures*  jus- 
woods,  its  ledges,  its  sunsets  and  high-  tifying  itself  by  a.  gay  courage  that 
shouldering  hills  and  far-flung  pasture  found  life  good  because  it  had  not.  gone 
steeps  were  too  intricately  interwoven  deep,  yet  in  her  supreme  moment  it  had1 
with  her  happiest  memories  to  make  found  apotheosis.  Facing  Pfeter  Hfew- 
such  contemplation  comfortable.  To  itt’s  death,  the  girl  had  been  wholly 
admit  it  opened  a vista  of  ugly  possi-  transcendental.  Without  premeditated 
bilities.  It  was  like  admitting  a distaste  philosophy  or  conscious  religious  impul- 
for  yourself  or  your- family,  you  shud-  sion — habited  to  church -going  all  her 
dered  back  as  from  the  brink  of  a life,  she  had  remained  apparently  imper- 
chasm.  . . vious  to  more  than  the  rubber  stamp,  of 

Especially,  to  evade  Baring  Ridge  in  churchliness — at  once  Huldah  Baring 
springtime  was  unthinkable.  .As  far  had  oriented  herself  by  an  other-world- 
back  as  she  could  remember  into  her  liness  as  simple  and  instinctive  as  it  was 
little  girlhood  had  not  pussy-willows  in  early-Christian.  Like  Peter  Hewitt’s 
city  florists’  windows  stirred  her  veins  comrades  in  arms,  she  had  reacted  in- 
to a delicious  tumult  ? It  mattered  noth-  stantly  in  intuitive  denial  of  the  finality 
ing  that  snow  lay  deep  on  The  Ridge  of  death. 

and  would  so  lie  for  months;  Huldah  How  clearly  she  remembered  the  Sep- 
was  thereafter  uneasy  until  with  the  tember  afternoon  when  word  came  that 
birds  she  could  turn  her  face  toward  the  Peter  had  “gone  west.”  She  had  been 
coquettish  Northern  spring.  . roaming  the  hill,  as  she  and  Peter  had 

In  those  happy  far-off  years,  remote  in  loved  to  do,  and  the  chauffeur’s  boy  had 
mood,  not  time,  she  would  have  laughed  been  sent  out  to  find  her.  Between 
at  the  suggestion  that  a day  could  ever  Huldah’s  eyes  and  the  houses  thickening 
come  when  pussy-willows  would  have  no  outside  the  car  window  flashed  a vivid 
power  over  her  save  to  exact  repulsion;  memory  of  the  boy’s  face,  white  and 
when  even  from  pink-and-white  mats  of  scared,  as  it  peered  at  her  through  the 
arbutus  she  would  turn  her  face  as  from  reddening  pendants  of  a barberry-bush, 
a tryst  she  had  no  wish  to  keep.  But  “Mis’  Hewitt  wants  you  down  to  the 
now,  as  through  level  sun-rays  familiar  house.”  His  voice  had  gone  quite  out  in 
houses  and  barns  and  chicken-coops  be-  the  middle  of  the  sentence,  spent  by 
gan  to  lurch  past  the  car  window  below  nervousness.  She  had  known  then  what 
the  more  slowly  wheeling  hills,  Huldah  news  was  waiting  for  her;  it  had  not 
knew  that  she  was  where  she  was  solely  needed  the  broken  speech  of  Peter’s 
because  of  her  mother’s  letter.  mother  to  tell.  But  wnile  she  made  her 

“Aren’t  you  ever  coming  homef.  Feo-  way  down  the  hill  to  meet  it,  skirting  the 
pie  will  be  saying  next  that  the  thing  is  little  waterfall  that  Peter  loved,  past  the 
true.”  pool  where  the  biggest  trout  rose  to  their 

That  was  what  had  drawn  her.  She  bait,  through  the  grove  of  white  birches 
had  been  afraid  to  come  home,  but  she  where  the  boy  Peter  had  burst  in  on  her 
had  been  more  afraid  of  the  other  thing,  the  first  time  she  ever  saw  him,  all  the 
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earth  seemed  full  of  Peter — Peter.  It 
had  been  so  throughout  that  autumn  be- 
fore she  left  The  Ridge.  Wherever  she 
walked  she  went  companioned.  Peter’s 
resence  haunted  every  familiar  spot; 
is  voice  hallooed  in  the  wind,  his  laugh 
rollicked  in  the  crackle  of  dry  twigs,  his 
footsteps  ran  in  the  swirling  leaves. 
Huldah  had  not  wished  to  go  away;  all 
she  asked  had  been  to  stay  forever. 
Even  now  she  could  not  shake  off  a 
superstition  that,  if  she  had  not  left  The 
Ridge,  it  would  not  have  happened. 
Nothing  could  have  touched  her  there. 

It?  Nonsense!  What  had  happened? 
To  admit  was  to  besmirch  Peter.  A girl 
had  filled  her  mouth  with  windy  fancies 
and  people  had  talked.  People  always 
would  talk  so  long  as  they  had  tongues. 
Talk  could  not  hurt  you,  if  you  took  no 
notice  of  it.  But  Huldah  wished  she  had 
not  been  made  to  come  back.  The 
brakes  ground  to  a shrieking  halt  and 
she  gathered  her  bags  together,  hoping, 
nervously,  that  there  would  not  be  many 
at  the  station.  Then  she  squared  her 
shoulders  defiantly.  Let  there  be  the 
whole  village  and  all  the  summer  colony, 
they  should,  not  find  her  cringing. 

Her  mother  had  sent  the  car.  That 
act — her  mother’s  absence — seemed  to 
stamp  this  arrival  with  a blessed  com- 
monplaceness that  restored  Huldah’s 
momentarily  shaken  poise.  It  was  only 
an  ordinary  home-coming,  after  all,  such 
as  she  had  known  innumerable  times  be- 
fore. There  was  nothing  momentous, 
nothing  sinister  or  significant  about  it 
to  make  it  stand  out  from  its  fellows. 
She  nodded  to  the  loiterers  on  the  plat- 
form, shook  hands  with  the  station 
agent,  waved  to  a girl  at  the  window  of 
a limousine,  kissed  another  stepping 
toward  the  bus — “Yes,  just  back.  I’m 
late  this  year.  Let  me  give  you  a lift. 
Oh,  no  trouble  at  all.  You’re  at  The 
Pines  again  ? Drive  by  The  Pines,  Jim. 
Now  tell  me  about  everybody.  Is  all 
the  old  crowd  back  ?” 

How  easy,  how  incredibly  easy  it  was 
to  do  it!  To  talk  and  talk,  raising  a 
camouflage  of  words  to  conceal  the  path 
of  thought.  Peter  had  never  had  much 
use  for  words,  preferring  deeds  instead. 
“I  let  them  do  my  talking,”  he  had 
said.  “Then  people  know  what  I 
mean.”  The  remark  occurred  to  Huldah 


with  a strange  impersonal  emptiness 
that  stabbed  her  with  foreboding. 

“Do  you  know,  I think  it’s  rather  a 
good  plan  to  come  late,”  her  tongue 
chattered.  “You  see  spring  all  put  on,  so 
to  speak.  Before  this,  I have  always 
watched  the  act  being  set  up.  It’s 
a change,  anyway.  On,  here  we  are. 
Don’t  forget  to  come  over  soon.  . . . 
No  trouble  at  all.  Please  don’t  mention 
it.” 

Words,  words,  mere  words.  But  she 
had  held  her  head  high;  mother  would 
approve  of  that.  The  gesture  she 
thought  no  particular  credit  to  her.  A 
high  nead  may  cover  a faint  heart,  and 
Huldah  knew  her  physical  attitudes  for 
a mere  matter  of  inheritance  and  train- 
ing, a bold  front  put  on  to  conceal  the 
weakness  of  the  defense  within.  You 
did  not,  if  you  were  a Baring,  wear  your 
heart  on  your  sleeve  for  even  the  most 
loving  solicitude  to  peck  at;  in  Huldah’s 
case  not  so  much  from  dislike  of  daws 
as  from  fear  of  treachery. . You  could 
control  your  thoughts  only  if  no  one  else 
knew  you  had  them.  Then  you  could 
deny  what  you  chose  not  to  acknowl- 
edge. To  share  was  to  give  standing, 
body,  and  reality.  No,  if  her  fear  ever  got 
out  into  the  open  in  front  of  her,  the 
battle  was  lost.  She  could  always  see  it 
out  of  the  tail  of  her  eye,  feel  it  skulking 
at  her  back  ready,  at  a moment’s  weak- 
ness, to  spring  and  fell  her.  But  so  long 
as  she  didn’t  face  it,  she  could  pretend — 
sometimes  — that  it  wasn’t  there. 
Though  she  knew,  all  the  while,  that  it 
was  there. 

Oddly  enough,  her  mother  was  ner- 
vous, too.  To  Huldah’s  supersensitive 
fancy  it  almost  seemed  as  though  her 
mother  were  also  afraid  of  something,  as 
though  she,  too,  were  bent  on  keeping 
something  back.  She  watched  the  girl 
too  closely;  provided  too  assiduously 
for  her  creature  comfort,  veiled  her  so- 
licitude too  lightly.  Huldah  knew  her- 
self in  a mood  to  pick  flaws  in  the 
faultless,  but  was  it  all  imagination,  this 
strange,  impalpable  barner  between 
them? 

“I’ve  said  what  I could.”  Mrs. 
Baring’s  ringed  hands  played  futilely 
with  the  tea  things.  “A  temporary  in- 
fatuation. We  all  know  how  such  af- 
fairs come  about  — propinquity  — a 
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French  girl  and  an  American  aviator — 
one  of  the  saviors  of  her  country.  Peter’s 
machine  came  down  on  her  father’s 
estate,  didn’t  it?  Before  that  he  had 
been  home  two  or  three  times  with  the 
brother,  tn  permission.  Dying  for 
France.  Ana  undeniably  they  have 
charm,  those  French  girls.  You  were 
three  thousand  miles  away.  If  it  had 
been  a question  of  life — but  it  wasn’t, 
and  Pete  knew  it.  He  was  too  clear- 
headed a fellow  not  to  know.  The  mis- 
take Marcia  Hewitt  made,  as  I see  it, 
was  in  acknowledging  the  girl’s  first 
letter.” 

“She  couldn’t  very  well  do  anything 
else,  could  she?  Mrs.  Hewitt  was  Pete’s 
mother  and  this  girl  was  with  him  when 
he  died.  There  were  things  she  could  tell 
her—” 

“Oh  yes,  of  course,  of  course.  Well, 
young  men  will  be  young  men.  It  isn’t 
as  though  your  engagement  hadn’t  been 
announced.  A pretty  face  on  the  spot — 
But  you  were  his  fiancee.  That  is  the 
ground  I have  taken.  I’m  thankful 
you’re  here,  Huldah.  As  I wrote  you, 
people  were  beginning  to  talk,  hinting 
there  might  be  more  to  the  story  than 
we  were  giving  out  and  that  you  didn’t 
care  to  be  seen.” 

“I’ll  settle  people,”  said  the  girl.  She 
felt  tired  and  very  old. 

Her  mother  sighed,  though  not  quite 
with  the  relief  that  might  have  been 
expected. 

“I  don’t  know  what  you’ve  done  to 
deserve  this,  Huldah.” 

The  words  grated  on  her  daughter’s 
ear.  “ Is  it  a question  of  deserts, 
mother?  Never  mind.  We  will  put 
people  right.” 

“The  Belchers  will  be  here  to  dinner,” 
said  Mrs.  Baring.  “So  much  depends 
on  how  you  begin.  And  when  it  is 
known  that  we  had  guests  the  first  night 
you  were  home — ” 

“Don’t  overdo  it.  You  know  I’m 
supposed  to  care  something  about  Pete.” 

Huldah’s  mother  moved  an  acknowl- 
edging hand.  “But  the  Belchers  are 
such  intimate  friends.  And  it  isn’t  as 
though  either  Anna  or  her  mother  were 
going  out.  Anna  tells  me  she  feels  Bob’s 
death  more  and  more  as  time  passes. 
You’d  think  she  might  get  used  to  it  in 
eight  months,  wouldn  t you  ? And 


every  one  knows  Pete’s  death  didn’t 
crush  you  as  Bob’s  did  Anna.  The  whole 
colony  saw  you  last  fall,  remember.  If 
that  didn’t  make  the  difference,  then  it 
must  be  this — if  there  is  a difference. 
That’s  dear  reasoning.  I didn’t  mean 
to  tell  you,  but  I think  you  ought  to 
know,  after  all: — People  are  beginning 
to  say  you  didn’t  care  for  Pete  as  much 
as  they  thought.” 

“I?—  Oh,  I see.” 

“You  know  how  people  talk.  If  you 
show  a difference,  tney  will  draw  infer- 
ences.” 

“Yes,  I know.  All  right,  mother. 
Bring  on  your  Belchers.  I don’t  mind 
them.” 

Mrs.  Baring  hesitated  a moment. 
“Suzanne  will  come  to  you  when  I am 
through  with  her.  Though  I know  you 
don’t  care  for  such  things,  as  a rule, 
Huldah,  still — just  for  to-night — And 
Suzanne  has  quite  a wonderful  way  with 
her.” 

“Do  I look  so  bad?” 

“You’re  tired.  You  have  been  knock- 
ing about  the  country  rather  long,  you 
know.” 

“Oh  yes,  Fm  tired.  And  traveling  is 
stupid.  Very  well,  mother.”  She 
dropped  a light  kiss  on  her  mother’s 
forehead.  “I’D  try  to  be  a credit  to 
you.” 

But  in  her  own  room  Huldah  Baring 
went  over  to  the  window  and  knelt 
down,  her  elbows  on  the  sill,  looking  out, 
a queer  feeling  of  panic  in  her  heart.  Her 
mother  had  failed  her — her  mother!  She 
could  trust  her  for  appearances,  nothing 
more.  Now  Huldah  knew  how  a drown- 
ing man  feels  who  sees  his  succoring 
plank  torn  from  his  frantic  grasp.  She 
was  awash  in  seas  of  menace,  at  the 
mercy  of  towering  waters.  Until  now 
she  hadn’t  realized  how  completely  she 
had  depended  on  her  mother  to  see  with 
her  eye  to  eye.  Perhaps  her  mother  was 
right.  If  only,  in  all  the  years,  she  hadn’t 
made  such  a habit  of  being  right!  Per- 
haps, after  all,  Peter  had — 

Could  she  finish  the  sentence  ? No,  no, 
not  yet.  But  why  not?  What  was  the 
use  of  struggling  against  the  inevitable? 
If  facts  were  facts,  wasn’t  she  merely 
prolonging  her  own  torture?  What  a 
waste  of  energy!  And  she  was  tired, 
nobody  knew  how  tired  she  was,  how  ut- 
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teriy  spent;  The  sensible  thing  was.  to 
give  up — she  would  give  up.  Simply  to 
cease  fighting  would  be  almost  bliss. 
Let  the  water  cover  her  then,  let  the  seas 
carry  her  where  they  would.  At  last  she 
was  through  battling — through. 

And:  then  Huldah  made  a discovery. 
She  couldn’t  give  up.  Something  in  her 
refused  to  allow  her  to  let  herself  go* 
under  easily.  Easily?  Good  heavens, 
what  a false-faced  word:!  To  her  surprise 
she  found  herself  in  the  grip,  not  of 
desire,  not  consciously  of  will,  perhaps 
merely  of  instinct;  she  could  not  name 
it,  but  something  drove  her  to  a finish. 
They  must  beat  her  to  her  knees  and 
lower;  they  must  crush  her  irresistibly 
into  the  dust  to  make  her  acknowledge — 
that  Peter  had  loved  another.  There!  it 
was  out  at  last,  straight  in  front  of  her, 
the  thing  she  had  not  dared  to  name. 
The  desperate  courage  of  the  defeated' 
rose  in  the  girl’s  veins. 

“I  don’t  believe  it!”  She  flung  defi- 
ance into  the  May  dusk,  straight  into 
the  teeth  of  the  malignant  powers.  “I 
don’t  believe  it.  And!  won’t.  I wont/” 

But  she  said  it  without  hope  or  expec- 
tation. A sense  of  utter  desolation  was. 
upon  her,  the  final  bitter  irony  of  a 
loneliness  that  moves  in  the  midst  of 
people,  walks  with  them,  talks  with 
them,  sees,  touches,  loves  them,  and 
knows  itself  prisoned  as  by  impalpable, 
unscalable  walls,  in  a desert  world.  The 
sensation  would  have  been  curious  had 
jt  not  been  so  terrifying,  so  appallingly 
inescapable  and  final.  Peter’s  mother? 
The  thought  of  the  little  thistle-down 
woman  brought  no  succor  to  the  girl’s 
harassed  heart.  The  Ridge?  It  had 
never  failed  her  yet.  But  the  very  re- 
luctance which  she  felt  to  put  it  to  the 
test  confessed  the  dubiety  with  which 
she  faced  it  now.  Might  not  The  Ridge 
give  her  away  the  more  fatally  because 
she  loved  it  so  ? 

The  girl  turned  from  the  window  and 
began  disguising  her  desolation.  As  she 
moved  about  the  room,  opening  closets 
and  drawers,  all  the  bitterness  of  her 
betrayed  youth  focused  momentarily  in 
a consuming  envy  of  Anna  Belcher.  It 
wasn’t  that  Anna  and  Bob  had  been 
married,  though  there,  too,  Anna  had 
scored  upon  her;  it  was  that  Anna’s 
title  to  Bob  stood  undisputed,  dear  of 


the  slightest  shadow  of  discredit.  Anna 
still  held  the  deeds  to  her  own  grief. 
Lucky  women,  who  kept  the  right  to 
mourn  their  dead.  Lucky  Anna!  Lucky 
to  have  lost  Bob  while  she  so  indubitably 
had  him;  now  he  was  hers  forever. 
Was  it  cynical  to  feel  so?  Perhaps.  But 
life,  thought  Huldah,  was  not  very  pleas- 
ant. What  was  pleasant  when  you  pene- 
trated below  its  surface  ? A decent  per- 
son would  turn  his  eyes  from  his  own 
thoughts,  unless  he  liked  viewing  ugli- 
ness. Huldah  hated  herself  for  hating 
Anna  Belcher,  but  the  flame  of  her  feel- 
ing seared  her  like  a hot  iron.  And  Anna 
was  coming  to  dinner,  the  little  pink- 
faced chit  who  didn’t  know  when  she 
was  well  off.  Jealousy  whipped  the  color 
into  the  giti’s  cheeks,  put  life  and  sparkle 
in  her  face.  Her  whole  being  bent  to  one 
crafty  purpose — to  conceal  from:  the 
Belchers’  kmdly,  curious  eyes  her  naked, 
heart. 

Suzanne  helped'  her  here.  Suzanne’s: 
skilful  hand,  deft  with  the  art  that  con- 
ceals art,  gave  her  soul  sanctuary.  No 
one,  thought  Huldah,  surveying  herself 
in  the  glass,  could  now  be  shocked,  as 
her  mother  had  been,  at  the  sight  of  her 
devastated  face.  Suzanne,  she  perceived, 
henceforth  must  be  her  chief  ally.  Time 
had  been  when  Huldah  scorned  such 
aids.  She  scorned  nothing  now.  She 
snatched  at  straws  of  which  to  weave, 
defense. 

' Under  a facile  canopy  of  words  the 
girl  moved  through  the  evening.  She 
talked  of  Peter,  not  apologetically  or 
purposefully,  but  indirectly,  with  an  art 
as  subtly  unapparent  as  that  of  her 
painted  face  and  a simplicity  of  pro- 
prietorship as  authentic  as  that  with 
which  she  spoke  of  her  mother.  She 
ignored  as  beautifully  as  she  appro- 
priated. Peter  was  hers;  she,  his. 

“Oh,  is  young  Herrenden  engaged  ? I 
hadn’t  heard.  You  know,  mother,  Jack 
Herrenden  was  devoted  to  Peter.  It 
was  Jack  who  told  me  about  the  acci- 
dent. He  was  -there  and  helped  Lieu- 
tenant Duthoit  pick  Peter  up.  Who  is 
the  girl?  Any  one  I know?” 

“A  sister  of  Lieutenant  Duthoit’s  1 
heard.”  Anna  Belcher’s  pause  was  al- 
most imperceptible. 

“Jeanne’s  younger  sister?  Oh,  really? 
Isn’t  that  interesting?” 
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“Do  you  know  anything  about  her, 
Huldah  ? We  are  all  curious.” 

“Nothing,”  said  Huldah,  promptly, 
“except  that,  if  she  is  as  nice  as  her 
sister,  she  must  be  very  nice  indeed. 
Jack  said  Mademoiselle  Jeanne  was 
quite  charming.  She  was  the  one  Peter 
liked,  you  know.” 

“You  have  a wonderful  thing  in 
Huldah,”  Anna  Belcher’s  mother  told 
Huldah’s  mother  when  she  said  good 
night.  “ Such  poise  in  so  young  a woman 
is  marvelous.” 

“Yes,  Huldah  has  quite  grown  up, 
hasn’t  she  ? It  makes  me  feel  old,  Mary, 
to  have  lost  my  little  girl.” 

The  motor  slid  noiselessly  away  be- 
tween fragrant  lilac-hedges  and  the  two 
women  turned  back  into  the  house. 

Mrs.  Baring  laid  a hand  on  her  daugh- 
ter’s arm.  “I  was  proud  of  you  to- 
night, Huldah,”  she  said,  lightly. 

“I’m  glad  of  that,  mother.  If  you 
should  miss  me  at  breakfast,  don’t  start 
search-parties.  If  I wake  early,  I am 
going  out.” 

“I  wouldn’t  try  to  wake  too  early,” 
suggested  her  mother.  “There  is  time 
enough — and  you  need  your  sleep.” 

“Oh  yes,”  said  Huldah,  “there  is  time 
enough.”  Her  voice  sagged  wearily  as 
she  lifted  her  bedroom  candle.  Bedroom 
candles  were  an  institution  at  The  Ridge, 
part  of  its  carefully  studied  charm. 
“Good  night,  mother.  Sweet  dreams.” 

Timel  she  thought,  bitterly,  as  she 
mounted  the  stairs.  Time!  What  was 
the  use  of  time  that  had  lost  its  savor? 
You  could  have  too  much  of  time  like 
that.  Death  wasn’t  the  worst  thief  in 
the  world.  Huldah  remembered  when, 
only  a few  scant  months  ago,  she  had 
looked  forward  to  eventual  death  as  to 
a tryst.  Now  the  mere  thought  of  it 
was  mockery.  There  was  then  no  solace 
in  all  the  universe  except  extinction. 
And  the  war  had  done  for  extinction  as 
completely  as  it  had  done  for  northern 
France.  It  wasn’t  possible  to  restore 
either  of  them,  short  of  at  least  a genera- 
tion— too  late,  thought  Huldah,  for  her. 
As  a tenet  of  finality,  so  far  as  any  one 
now  alive  was  concerned,  death  was  dis- 
credited; it  had  committed  suicide  in  an 
orgy  of  repletion. 

She  dismissed  the  maid  and  herself  let 
down  her  hair.  Peter  had  loved  her 


hair.  As  a boy  he  had  begged  strands 
of  it  for  rabbit-snares.  Once,  only  last 
ear,  when  they  were  climbing,  her  hair 
ad  come  down  and  fallen  in  a splendid 
glory  to  her  knees,  and  Peter  had  turned 
quite  white,  and  when  he  handed  her  the 
hair-pins  she  had  felt  his  fingers  tremble. 
Why  had  such  memories  no  power  to 
stir  her  now? 

They  were  empty,  empty  as  the  over- 
coat Peter  had  left  behind  him  that  last 
night  at  The  Ridge.  She  had  brought  it 
up-stairs  and  hung  it  in  her  closet  among 
her  filmy  gowns.  It  was  there  now.  She 
crossed  the  room  with  swift  steps  and 
Bung  open  the  closet  door.  She  passed 
her  hand  gently,  caressingly  over  the 
coat;  she  laid  her  cheek  against  its 
rough  sleeve.  No,  illusion  had  left  her. 
Memory  had  lost  the  art  to  fill  out  that 
sagging  sleeve  with  Peter’s  strong,  im- 
petuous clasp.  The  girl’s  hand  dropped 
at  her  side.  It  was  only  an  empty  sleeve. 
Utterly  forlorn,  she  crept  into  bed  and 
waited  forebodingly  for  dawn. 

In  her  darkest  moods  of  premedita- 
tion Huldah  had  not  dreamed  the  reality 
could  be  so  cruel.  The  Ridge  might,  she 
thought,  fail  her;  it  had  not  occurred 
to  her  that  it  could  mock  her.  Con- 
ceivably, a person  might  walk,  wrapped 
in  the  chilly  warmth  of  glad  remembered 
days,  not  without  peace,  in  the  path 
where  you  and  joy  had  once  footed 
blithely  hand  in  hand,  and  see,  peeping 
from  behind  every  tree  and  rock,  sprites 
of  happy  memory.  So,  in  fact,  had  Hul- 
dah walked  last  autumn.  But  to  pass 
that  way,  tortured  by  doubt  of  the  re- 
ality of  what  you  had  thought  your  own, 
turned  the  sprites  to  demons.  To  walk 
that  path  through  the  carnival  of  May, 
with  every  tiniest  twig  breaking  into 
jocund  life,  the  air  vocal  with  the  songs 
of  mating  birds,  was  to  set  the  demons 
dancing  on  a grave. 

In  torment  Huldah” Baring  fled  before 
them.  Her  frantic  feet  ranged  from  the 
birch  grove  to  the  rock  where  at  this 
very  hour  she  and  Peter  had  been  wont 
to  meet,  by  frank  appointment  in  their 
careless  childhood,  by  shy  premedita- 
tion in  their  conscious  youth,  by  confi- 
dent expectation  in  their  brief,  radiant 
engagement.  Nowhere  could  she  re- 
capture her  sense  of  Peter.  The  world, 
which  still  clicked  off*  for  her  brain  the 
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setting  of  innumerable  happy  episodes.  Obviously,  solution  was  not  to  be  had 
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spirit.  Huldah  closed  her  eyes  and  Huldah  suspected  no  solution  was  to 

leaned  against  a tree,  spent  and  a little  be  had  at  all;  the  mere  idea  of  solution 
dizzy.  The  slimy  trail  lay  over  all  her  was  a will-o’-the-wisp,  fabricated  to 
most  treasured  past.  Not  one  of  her  delude.  Be  that  as  it  might,  it  did  no 
dearest  haunts  could  she  look  at  without  good  to  fall  down  when  you  were  hit. 
wincing.  Now  at  last  she  saw  the  world  The  only  decency  left  you  was  to  scram- 
as  it  really  was,  this  hideous,  painted,  ble  to  your  feet  as  soon  as  possible 
jocund,  fluid  world.  All  the  old  moor-  and  stand  up  to  what  had  hit  you; 
mgs  were  gone;  nothing  in  all  the  urii-  by  your  very  attitude  to  throw  back, 
verse  was  stable  or  fixed  or  constant,  into  the  teeth  of  what  had  made  you 
Huldah  felt  like  a chip  on  a current,  a your  defiance  of  this,  steam-roller  of  sl 
straw  whirled  and  tossed  and  spun  about  world. 

by  forces  malignant,  purposeless,  cha.-  Slowly,  wearily,  with  infinite  effort, 
otic.  She  distrusted  her  closest  friends,  Huldah  put  her  hands  to  her  head  and 
even  her  mother.  Hadn’t  she  learned,  fastened  in  place  once  more  her  heavy* 
what  ties  of  the  dearest  were  worth?  coils  of  burnished  hair.  The  action  was 
"It  is  just  that  I happen  to  be  here,”  a rite,  a symbol.  Then  she  stiffened  her 
she  told  herself.  "It  isn’t  really  I who.  shoulders  and  went  in  to  breakfast, 
matters.  Any  one  else  would  do  as  well  At  the  table  with  her  mother  sat  Mrs; 
— for  a peg  to  hang  emotions  on — will  Hewitt. 

da  as  well  when  I’m  not  here.  A "Oh,  my*  dear,”  said  the  little  thistle- 

peg’s  the  thing.  Propinquity  — that’s  down  woman  when  she  had  kissed  Hul- 
the  constant  denominator.  The  numera-  dah  and  cooed  over  her  and  cried  a little, 
tor  changes.  Propinquity!”  And  she  too — "oh,  my  dear,  I have  news  for- 
laughed  a light  and  dreadful  laugh.  . you.  Such  news!  It  has  put  me  all  m a 
Her  laugh  scared  a little  bird  happing  flutter.  But  I couldn’t  let.  you  hear  it 
about  on  a bough  above  her  head,  de-  from  any  one  else,  dear.  I said  to  John, 
luded  by  her  immobility  into  thinking  ‘No,  if  it  kills  me,  I shall  tell  Huldah 
her  a part  of  the  tree  trunk  against  which  myself.’  She — that  person,  Huldah— is 
she  leaned.  Huldah.  watched  his  flight  coming  here.” 

with  careless,  unhappy  eyes.  Of  what  "Jeanne  Duthott?”  asked  Huldah, 
use  was  it  to  run  away,  since  with  all  buttering  a roll-  "Really?  Isn’t  that 
your  running  you  had  to  bring  up  some-  interesting?” 

where?  If  the  thing  were  true,  one  world  “No,”  said  little  Mrs.  Hewitt,  "no. 
held  no  slightest  advantage  over  an-  I do  not  find  it  in  the  least  interesting, 
other,  since  the  only  meaning  that  could  But  she  wrote  and  asked  if  she  might 
make  either  tenantable  was  lost.  Death  come.  She  has  written  me  every  week 
had  not  taken  Peter  from  her;  so  there  since— since  Peter  went,  Huldah — you 
was  no  logic  in  supposing  death  could  didn’t  know  that,  did  you? — and  what 

£ve  him  back.  And  what  good  could  could  I say?” 

:ath  do  her  unless  it  gave  him  back?  "Nothing  but  what  you  -wrote  her. 
If — how  persistently  she  still  postulated  I’m  sure.” 

that  if — If  the  thing  were  not  true,  she  **  I don’t  know  what  I wrote  her.  John 
could  hardly  fancy  herself  meeting  says  I ought  to  keep  copies  of  my  letters. 
Peter’s  keen,  steady  eyes  with  the  ill-  Copies — imagine  it! — of  such  intimate 
balanced  excuse  on  her  shadow-lips  that  personalities  as  one’s  private  corre- 
she  had  been  in  such  haste  to  see  him  spondence.  Her  first  letters — I didn’t 
that  she  had  taken  matters  into  her  own  dare  tell  any  one  but  John  about  them, 
hands.  Peter  hated  presumption.  And  But  yes,  I suppose  I must  have  said 
wasn’t  the  only  salvation  in  this  world  sometime  we  snould  be  glad  to  see  her. 
or  another  for  the  perfection  of  their  re-  Then,  too,  I — I wanted  to  hear  about 
larionship,  to  keep  it  perfect?  If  he  Peter  from  the  girl’s  lips.” 
hadn’t  smirched  it,  she  mustn’t.  The  Huldah  rose  and,  walking  around  the 
thing  had  -rounded  on  itself  in  a vicious  table,  dropped  a kiss  on  die  little  lady’s 
drde,  a maze  of  inescapable  windings,  hand.  "Of  course  you  did.  Dear  Mrs. 
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Hewitt,  you  were  quite  right  in  asking 
Jeanne  to  come.” 

‘‘And  it  won’t  make  you  feel  bad, 
Huldah?” 

‘‘No,  indeed.” 

“You  won’t  need  to  meet  her,  you 
know.” 

“Surely  not.” 

“Huldah  may  be  called  away,”  sug- 
ested  Mrs.  Baring.  “A  little  trip  may 
ecome  unavoidable.” 

“Oh,  I can  dispose  of  myself  some- 
how,” said  Huldah. 

Mrs.  Hewitt  looked  from  one  to  the 
other  uncertainly.  “I  thought  perhaps 
I ought  to  let  her.  She  wanted  so  to 
come  here.” 

“ She  would,  of  course.” 

“ But  I don’t  altogether  like  her,  Hul- 
dah. She  must  be  quite  a common  per- 
son, I think,  though  her  letters  are 
certainly  charming.  You  — you  don’t 
suppose  that  she  is  an  adventuress?” 

“No,  indeed.  And  I don’t  see  her 
common  at  all.  I see  her  very  young 
and  sweet  and  appealing — and  sincere. 
A little  like  Nan.  Girls  like  Nan  could 
always  bowl  Pete  over,  you  know.  Just 
because  they  were  like  Nan.  He  wanted 
to  be  a brother  to  them  all.” 

“Not  really,”  said  Peter’s  mother. 

“No?”  smiled  Huldah.  “But  they 
thought  he  did,  which  for  them 
amounted  to  the  same  thing.” 

A troubled  look  disturbed  the  blue 
depths  of  the  little  lady’s  mild  eyes. 
“Have  you  grown  a little  cynical,  dear?” 

“I  don’t  think  so.” 

“Then  it  is  very  sweet  of  you  to  speak 
so.  I wasn’t  quite  sure.  I never  could 
be  certain  of  what  you  and  Pete  were 
talking  about.  I’m  not  clever,  you 
know.  But  I hope  you  will  come  and 
see  her — Oh,  I forgot,  you  are  to  be 
away.” 

“I  should  like,  on  some  accounts,  to 
see  her,”  mused  Huldah.  “Does  she 
know  about  me,  Mrs.  Hewitt?” 

“Not  from  me.  And  not  from  Nan, 
I’m  sure.  No,  I think  she  doesn’t 
know.” 

“It  is  much  better  she  shouldn’t,” 
said  Huldah,  with  decision. 

Peter’s  mother  reverted  with  delicate 
perturbation  to  the  doubt  which  had 
first  troubled  her.  “You  are  sure,  my 
dear,  you  really  don’t  mind  her  coming?” 


Huldah  took  both  the  small,  fluttering 
hands  in  a warm  clasp.  “I  think  it  is 
going  to  do  every  one  good  to  see  her, 
dear  Mrs.  Hewitt.  That  is  what  I hon- 
estly think.” 

“How  do  you  do  it,  Huldah?”  Mrs. 
Baring  asked,  when  the  guest  had  gone. 

“Words,”  said  Huldah,  “words.  It’s 
a game  I always  heard  was  fairly  easy 
to  play.  Until  lately  I didn’t  know  how 
easy.” 

“I’m  afraid  you  have  grown  cynical. 
Marcia  Hewitt  has  an  uncanny  way  of 
being  right,  now  and  then,  in  the  midst 
of  her  nonsense.” 

“She’s  a dear,”  said  Huldah.  “But 
can  you  quite  see  how  she  came  to  be  the 
mother  of  Peter?  It  has  often  puzzled 
me.  I wonder  whether  I’m  right  about 
Jeanne.” 

“ I will  let  you  know.” 

“ Perhaps  you  won’t  have  to.” 

“Huldah!  You  wouldn’t  think  of 
staying  here!” 

“Oh,  I don’t  know.” 

“But  consider  how  embarrassing  it 
would  be.” 

“For  whom,  mother?  I can’t  think  of 
any  one  who  would  have  the  right  to  be 
embarrassed,  if  I wasn’t.” 

Mrs.  Baring  looked  troubled.  “My 
dear,  I hope  this  experience  isn’t  going 
to  make  you  hard.” 

At  that  very  minute  Peter’s  mother, 
sitting  stiff  and  straight  in  her  padded 
car,  was  gazing  with  vague  dissatisfac- 
tion at  the  hand  Huldah  had  kissed. 
“I  suppose  it  must  be  all  right,”  she 
thought,  jealously.  “But,  when  I was 
young,  if  girls  felt  sorrow  they  showed 
it.  Somehow  it  seems  more  respectful  to 
the  dead  that  way.” 

In  the  weeks  that  followed,  toward 
what  had  been  at  first  mere  impulse 
Huldah  Baring  turned  more  and  more  as 
to  something  momentous  and  decisive 
that  could  punctuate  the  trivial  monot- 
ony of  her  days.  Existence  gave  her  an 
odd  sensation  of  walking  through  time 
as  through  a pattern  so  unimportant 
that  even  while  she  looked  at  it  the  thing 
blurred  and  ran  into  an  indistinguishable 
round  of  worthless  activity  without 
meaning  or  design.  The  sole  point  lay 
in  getting  on  with  it.  Conceivably,  then, 
you  might  sometime  reach  an  angle  from 
which  the  muddled  confusion  would 
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mean  something;  equally,  you  might 
never  see  what  it  amounted  to,  for  form 
or  purpose.  Possibly  that  was  just  what 
it  did  amount  to — nothing.  Or  again, 
possibly  it  amounted  to  learning  how  to 
keep  your  footing  through  accumulated 
worthlessness,  learning  to.  walk  alone,  as 
a child  learns,  with  many  tumbles.  Hul- 
dah  took  her  tumbles  silently,  picking 
herself  up  and  brushing  off  the  dust  as 
well  as  she  might.  Something  was  grow- 
ing up  in  her,  not  sturdy  enough  yet  to 
be  termed  sure-footedness,  but  an  ability 
to  keep  her  feet  from  miring  too  deeply. 
In  either  case,  or  in  any,  you  had  to  go 
on  with  what  semblance  of  zest  you 
could  muster.  To  do  things  listlessly, 
by  Huldah’s  code,  was  worse  than  to 
leave  them  undone. 

But  while  her  body  was  posturing  thus 
energetically,  her  imagination  found  lit- 
tle to  feed  on.  In  this  famine  it  fastened 
with  extraordinary  avidity  on  the  girl 
Jeanne  Duthoit’s  coming,  investing  the 
simple  and  straightforward  visit  with 
supreme  importance.  What  it  was  going 
to  mean  Huldah  did  not  know;  it  must, 
she  thought,  mean  something.  She  was 
even  afraid  of  what  it  might  mean,  she 
' who  had  thought  herself  impervious  to 
fear.  Did  you,  she  wondered,  ever  grow 

Suite  impervious?  But  she  looked  at 
le  thing  now  with  her  eyes  open;  she 
had  ceased  to  find  solace  in  shutting 
them.  She  might,  if  she  saw  Jeanne, 
learn  the  truth  and  the  truth  might  take 
from  her  even  the  torturing  comfort  of 
ignorance.  Now  that  she  was  faced 
with  the  possibility  of  winning  past  it, 
Huldah  discovered  how  incorrigibly 
hopeful  is  dubiety.  Dared  she  leave  its 
bleak  shelter  for  the  uncompromising 
chill  of  knowledge  ? Obviously,  the  sen- 
sible course  was,  as  her  mother  had  sug- 
gested, to  go  away. 

Mrs.  Baring  looked  up  from  an  open 
letter  one  morning  in  mid-June. 

“Madge  will  be  delighted,  Huldah,” 
she  said.  “ She  only  stipulates  that  you 
telegraph  which  train,  so  she  can  meet 
you.” 

“Did  you  write  her?”  Huldah  ^et 
down  her  coffee-cup. 

Mrs.  Baring  smiled  playfully.  “I 
thought  you  would  never  get  to  it.  You 
procrastinate  abominably,  Huldah.” 

“I  have  been  making  up  my  mind.  I 
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suppose  I can  telegraph  her  that  I may 
be  up  next  week.” 

“Next  week?  Had  you  forgotten, 
dear,  it  is  to-morrow  Mademoiselle 
Duthoit  arrives?”  ‘ 

_ “I  hadn’t  forgotten.  But  I have  de- 
cided not  to  run  away.  I am  going  to 
see  her.” 

Mrs.  Baring’s  face  changed  swiftly, 
but  when  she  spoke  it  was  with  an  effect 
of  extreme  deliberation.  “Are  you  quite 
sure,  Huldah,  that  is  altogether  wiser” 

“I  think  so.”  The  girl  studied  for  a 
moment  her  mother’s  eyes.  “You  think 
I ought  to  be  afraid  ? Is  that  it  ?” 

The  lady  made  a deprecatory  gesture. 

“Let  us  put  it  that  every  one  concerned 
will  be  less  embarrassed  with  you  away.” 

“Possibly.  But  why  not  put  it  the 
way  it  is?  I am  afraid.  That  is  why  I 
can’t  go.  If  I wasn’t,  it  wouldn’t  matter 
whether  I met  her  or  not.” 

# “Huldah,”  said  her  mother,  plain- 
tively, “I  am  obliged  to  confess  that  I 
do  not  in  the  least  understand  you.” 

The  girl  rose  and,  rounding  the  table 
to  her  mother’s  side,  dropped  on  her 
knees  by  Mrs.  Baring’s  chair. 

“I  don’t  know  that  I can  make  it 
sound  clear,  but  it  is  very  plain  to  me. 

I have  thought  it  all  out.  I’m  scared  to 
stay — oh,  mother,  you  don’t  know  how 
scared ! But  if  I run  away  now  I shall 
run  from  things  all  my  life.  And  I 
couldn’t  bear  to  do  that,  could  I?  Hav- 
ing my  last  hope  destroyed  may  kill  me, 

I suppose,  but  on  the  other  terms  life 
won’t  be  worth  living.  It  isn’t  very  en- 
trancing now.  So  there’s  nothing  to  do 
but  get  the  thing  over  once  for  all,  is 
there  ?” 

Her  mother  bent  and  kissed  the  girl’s 
lips.  She  did  not  comprehend,  but  she 
loved  her.  “Huldah  dear,  there’s  a 
queer  streak  in  you.  You  looked  iust 
like  your  father  when  you  said  that. 
There  was  a queer  streak  in  him,  too. 

I haven’t  a word  to  say.  And,  after  all, 
she  may  prove  an  adventuress.” 

But  Jeanne  Duthoit  was  not  an  ad- 
venturess. Huldah  knew  it  the  minute 
she  saw  the  young  French  girl;  even 
Huldah’s  reluctant  mother  acknowl- 
edged the  appeal  of  her  youth,  of  her 
naive,  temperamental  charm,  of  her 
tragic  background.  She  was  by  turns  so 
childlike  and  so  incalculably  old;  the 
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contradiction  invested  her  with  a sphinx- 
like  lure  irresistible  through  its  uncon- 
sciousness. In  her  delicate  little  person 
the  amiable,  well-fed  people  she  had 
come  among  saw  visualized  the  heart- 
breaking frustration  of  the  youth  of 
France.  Through  her  they  took  their 
tragedy  at  first  hand,  yet  still,  as  it  were, 
from  an  easy-chair  with  a certain  com- 
fortable bookishness,  though  more  vi- 
tally than  most  people  take  books — the 
undemanding  remoteness  of  fiction  com- 
bining with  the  keen  poignancy  of  fact. 

“She  is  adorable,”  said  Huldah  as  the 
two  drpve  home  after  their  call.  “Peo- 
ple won’t  be  able  to  resist  her.” 

“She  will  be  quite  the  vogue,”  as- 
sented Mrs.  Baring.  “You  must  exert 
yourself,  Huldah.” 

“If  I cared  to,  I don’t  know  that  I 
should  have  any  luck  against  her.  Did 
you  notice  Mrs.  Hewittr” 

Huldah’s  mother  had  hoped  that  atti- 
tude had  escaped  Huldah.  “I  thought 
she  seemed  quite  completely  in  the 
toils.” 

“I  liked  to  see  her,”  said  the  girl. 
“She  looked  like  a child  who  thinks  he 
has  been  called  to  punishment  and  finds 
it’s  a party.”  But  her  heart  contracted. 
After  all,  it  had  not  been  altogether  easy 
to  watch  Peter’s  mother’s  happiness  in 
the  stranger. 

“You  talked  at  some  length  with  the 
girl,  I noticed.” 

“Mother!”  Huldah’s  lips  curved 
whimsically.  “Isn’t  it  a little  absurd  to 
insist  on  handling  Mademoiselle  Jeanne 
at  arm’s-length,  as  it  were  with  the 
tongs?  She  is  obviously  so  very  nice. 
But  yes,  I talked  with  her.  And  I like 
her.  The  odd  thing  is  I think  she  likes 
me,  too.  I hope  no  busybody  will  tell 
her  that  Peter  and  I were  ever  engaged.” 

Questions  crowded  to  Mrs.  Baring’s 
lips.  To  her  chagrin  she  found  that  she 
did  not  (juite  dare  to  put  them  into 
speech.  There  was  something  about 
Huldah  of  late,  reflected  Huldah’s  moth- 
er, that  you  did  not  feel  altogether  free 
with. 

If  it  was  hard  to  restrain  her  curiosity, 
it  was  harder  for  Huldah’s  mother  to 
listen  to  the  chorus  of  admiration  that 
rose  from  the  lips  of  the  summer  colony, 
to  watch  the  current  of  popular  feeling 
chop  about  in  a day  from  critical  suspi- 


cion to  unanimous  and  entranced  adop- 
tion. Mademoiselle  Duthoit  was  so 
sweet,  so  bewitching,  so  sincere,  it  wasn’t 
altogether  to  be  wondered  at,  was  it, 
if — Such  a child,  too.  No  man,  espe- 
cially a young  man,  thousands  of  miles 
from  home,  could  be  blamed  with  a 
creature  like  that  about,  if — And  Hul- 
dah Baring  always  had  been  cold.  She 
was  cold  now.  If  you  felt  grief,  you 
showed  it,  didn’t  you?  No,  Peter’s 
death  hadn’t  hurt  Huldah  much.  See 
how  she  took  this  Mademoiselle  Jeanne. 
The  French  girl  didn’t  know,  of  course. 
But  Huldah — Hadn’t  her  engagement 
been  announced  to  the  whole  colony? 
A mere  sense  of  fitness  ought  to  have 
kept  her  out  of  the  visitor’s  way,  let 
alone  natural  feeling. 

The  gossips  were  right  in  thinking 
Huldah  did  not  mind  their  talk.  It  was 
with  a certain  surprise  the  girl  discov- 
ered that  trivialities  no  longer  had  power 
to  confound  her.  She  joined  sincerely 
in  the  chorus  of  Jeanne’s  praise.  Even 
the  obvious  singling  out  of  herself  by  the 
French  girl  failed  to  embarrass  her; 
somewhere  or  other  she  had  lost  that 
overwhelming  consciousness  of  self  which 
invests  every  act  with  a supreme  aware- 
ness. An  odd  sense  of  lightness  and 
freedom  enfolded  her.  A savor  crept 
into  her  daily  deeds.  Eveiy  now  and 
then  she  caught  herself  thinking  how 
Peter  would  like  this  or  that  about 
Jeanne  Duthoit,  before  she  remembered 
that  this  was  the  girl  Peter  had  liked. 
The  thought  had  ceased  to  stab  her  long 
before  she  knew.  Indeed,  knowledge 
came  more  as  confirmation  than  discov- 
ery, as  though  some  inner  sense  had,  in 
the  presence  of  the  girl  Jeanne,  word- 
lessly grasped  the  truth. 

“If  you  knew,”  breathed  Jeanne  one 
day,  “all  that  he  did  for  me!  Oh,  I can- 
not tell  that  even  to  my  Peter’s  mother. 
She  is  very  kind,  very  tender,  very  good, 
the  Madam  Hewitt,  but  it  w?ould — how 
do  you  say? — be  too  great  shock.  Her 
heart  would  be  lacerate.  She  would,  I 
think,  never  forget  it  of  me.  But  you — 
I can  tell  you.  You  are  like  my  Peter — 
with  the  so  great  common  sense.  He 
taught  me  that  word.  ‘Have  the  com- 
mon sense,  little  Jeanne,’  said  he.  I 
could  not  understand  the  English  then 
so  well  as  I do  now.  One  day  Henri,  my 
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brother,  said,  ‘Jeanne,  I bring  home  new 
friend  this  afternoon.’  It  was  Peter. 
1” — the  limpid  eyes  lifted  suddenly — 
“I  was  but  child,  yet  life  was  for  me 
befoul,  quite  spoil.  Peter,  he  took  me, 
he  laugh  with  me.  He  say — oh,  not  that 
time,  much  after — ‘Life  is  not  over  for 
you,  little  Jeanne.  He  will  come  some 
day,  the  man  you  will  love.  He  will 
come  and  he  will  love  you,  not  less  but 
more  for  what  has  fallen  to  you.  It  was 
not  your  fault,  that  thing  so  unspeak- 
able.’ He  talked  as  my  brother  might 
have  spoke  to  me,  and  he  \^as  not  of  my 
country.  For  that  I believe  him.  The 
world — it  grew  wide  again,  I could 
breathe.  I could  sing  a little.  I could 
laugh.  He  laugh  so  much,  my  Peter. 
Do  you  wonder  I love  him?” 

“No,”  said  Huldah,  ‘‘no,  I do  not 
wonder.”  Her  eyes  dwelt  on  the  girl 
with  kindling  sympathy.  She  forgot  the 
doubts  that  had  engulfed  her.  A gen- 
erous eagerness  possessed  her  spirit.  “ I 
am  glad  you  had  him,  little  Jeanne.” 

The  girl’s  mobile  face  quivered.  “We 
were — now  do  you  say  it  ? — we  had  not 
plight  our  troth.  He  never  kiss  me  on 
the  mouth,  he  kiss  my  hand.  He  could 
not  speak  my  language  very  well,  and 
then  I did  not  speak  the  American  so 
.well  as  now.  But  I listen  very  hard  to 
understand  what  he  mean  when  he  talk. 
It  was  easier  to  let  our  tongues  be  still — 
to  talk  with  our  hearts.’’ 

Gravely  Huldah  nodded.  “Tongues 
make  mistakes,”  she  said.  “You  can’t 
quite  trust  them.” 

Jeanne  Duthoit  looked  earnestly  at 
the  older  girl.  A deep  sadness  dwelt  in 
her  eyes,  the  more  touching  for  its  utter 
incongruity  with  her  youth  and  beauty. 

“Do  hearts  make  the  mistakes  also? 
Yesterday  a tongue  told  me  my  Peter  is 
not  my  reter.  That  tongue  said  Peter 
belong  to  you.” 

The  light,  crisp  syllables  left  the  air 
palpitating  with  crisis.  Huldah  Baring 
knew  herself  face  to  face  with  a supreme 
decision.  Her  heart  did  not  leap  up  in 
jubilation.  She  forgot  to  notice  her  own 
reactions.  With  enlightened  insight  she 
saw  the  truth.  Just  how  much  Jeanne 
had  had.  It  had  been  something  very 
real  and  warm;  that  it  had  not  been 
quite  what  Jeanne  thought  it  must  not 
be  allowed  to  invalidate  its  reality.  She 


saw  Jeanne’s  faith  not  only  as  something 
exquisite  to  mar  which  would  be  crime, 
but  as  something  authentic  that  belonged 
to  her,  yet  less  a personal  devotion  to 
Peter  than,  througn  Peter,  an  allegiance 
symbolic  of  renewed  hope  and  life. 

The  task  was  one  so  delicate  as  to  chal- 
lenge all  Huldah’s  powers.  Could  she 
accomplish  it?  To  fail  was  to  destroy 
Peter’s  gift  to  the  child.  For  his  sake 
she  must  succeed.  For  Peter’s  sake. 
There  could  be  no  question  here  of 
subtle  meanings.  The  words  of  her  lips 
must  be  so  true,  so  honest,  that  her  own 
heart  could  pulse  through  them  with  full 
convincing  beat. 

“Peter  and  I were  boy  and  girl 
friends,”  she  said,  simply.  “I  can’t  re- 
member a time  when  I did  not  know 
him.” 

“I  should  not  like  to  be  a thief.” 
Jeanne’s  tragic  eyes  still  searched  the 
face  before  her. 

' Huldah  leaned  forward  and  took  the 
girl’s  hands.  A lovely  smile  touched  her 
lips.  “Don’t  you  know,  little  Jeanne, 
that  you  can  take  nothing  from  me  that 
J>elongs  to  me,  or  I from  you?  I knew 
Peter  well  and  I am  sure  he  meant  every 
word  that  he  said  to  you.” 

For  a minute  the  two  stood  eye  to  eye, 
heart  to  heart.  Then  the  troubled  look 
passed  from  the  French  girl’s  face.  She 
lifted  her  lips  like  a child  for  a caress. 

“I  love  you,”  she  said.  “There  are 
two  I love,  Peter — and  you.” 

Huldah  Baring  watched  the  graceful 
figure  flit  down  the  foot-path  that  led 
through  the  woods.  She  must  walk 
and  think.  Could  she  speak  even  to 
her  mother  of  what  Jeanne’s  words  had 
revealed  ? She  did  not  quite  dare  to  trust 
that  tender,  jealous  love  with  this  secret. 
Then  let  her  mother  think — what  she 
must  think.  Let  the  world  think  what 
it  chose.  She  and  Peter  knew. 

Just  below  the  grove  of  white  birches 
Huldah  paused  and  looked  about  her  in 
startled  wonder.  An  exquisite  exhilara- 
tion quickened  her  blood.  Why,  she  no 
longer  walked  alone  in  an  empty  world ! 
Memories,  warm,  throbbing,  happy, 
thronged  about  her.  The  whole  Ridge 
was  alive — alive  with  Peter — Peterf 
Huldah  lifted  her  face  and  started  up- 
ward on  swift  feet  as  to  a rendezvous. 
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[The  following  account  of  the  capture  by  the  Germans  of  a young  American 
aviator,  his  escape  from  prison,  his  recapture  and  second  escape,  constitutes  one  of 
those  extraordinary  narratives  in  which  luck,  misfortune,  and  persistent  daring  have 
been  so  artfully  ordered  by  Fate  as  to  seem  almost  incredible.  The  author,  who  is 
the  son  of  Brigadier-General  T.  Q.  Donaldson,  of  the  Inspector-General’s  Depart- 
ment at  Tours,  France,  received  his  instruction  in  flying  at  the  Ground  School, 
Cornell  University,  then  with  the  Royal  Flying  Corps  at  Toronto,  with 
subsequent  gunnery  practice  in  Texas.  In  June,  1918,  as  a member  of  the  Thirty- 
second  Royal  Flying  Corps,  he  was  sent  to  France.  During  the  following  two 
months  he  brought  down  nine  German  planes,  of  which  he  was  officially  credited  with 
five  (i.e.,  witnessed  by  four  observers).  Lieutenant  Donaldson  was  awarded  the  Dis- 
tinguished Flying  Cross  by  Field-Marshal  Haig,  and  has  received  two  citations  by 
General  Pershing.  He  has  been  recommended  for  the  Distinguished  Service  Cross. 
The  following  account,  given  in  Lieutenant  Donaldson’s  own  words,  without  at- 
tempt at  embellishment,  describes  his  last  flight  and  capture,  and  the  extraordinary 
sequence  of  subsequent  adventures  and  misadventures  culminating  in  his  escape 
through  the  electric-wire  barrier  into  Holland. — Editor.] 


N a bright  but  windy 
day,  the  1st  of  Septem- 
ber, about  eleveir 
o’clock,  while  the 
squadron  was  yelling 
at  the  top  of  their 
voices,  “Over  There,” 
the  major  came  in  and  said:  “Well, 
chaps,  the  bombers  have  just  taken  off. 
We  leave  the  ground  in  an  hour,  and 
escort  them  over  to  Solesnes”  (about  ten 
kilometers  east  of  Valenciennes).  We 
filled  ourselves  up  with  ham  and  eggs, 
climbed  into  our  “monkey  suits”  (fur 
suits  for  high  flying),  and  at  two  minutes 
before  the  hour  were  waiting  to  take  off. 

When  escorting  bombers  we  generally 
fly  in  three  flights  of  six  each.  The 
bombers  usually  fly  all  in  one  formation 
(fourteen-of  them),  at  a height  of  about 

12.000  feet.  The  fighting  scouts  escort- 
ing the  bombers  fly  in  terraces,  above 
and  behind  the  bombers,  the  first  flight 
of  six  being  2,000  feet  above  the  bomb- 
ers, the  next  flight  2,000  feet  above  the 
first,  and  the  third  2,000  feet  above  the- 
second.  This  makes  the  top  flight  about 

18.000  feet,  nearly  three  and  a half  miles. 

This  time  my  flight  was  top  flight. 

We  escorted  the  bombers  over  and 
watched  them  drop  their  “eggs.”  Just 


as  we  turned  to  go  home  my  engine  air- 
pressure  pump  broke,  and  my  machine 
started  gliding  down  under  the  rest  of 
the  flight.  I switched  on  to  my  hand- 
pump  and  pumped  for  all  I was  worth. 
After  a time  I got  tired  of  pumping,  so 
I turned  on  niy  gravity  tank,  and  the 
“old  ’bus”  picked  up  and  went  along  as 
if  nothing  had  happened.  I had  been 
losing  height  all  this  time  and  was  now 
down  to  about  nine  thousand  feet,  and 
I suddenly  saw  between  me  and  our 
lines  three  Fokker  biplanes,  the  fastest 
machines  on  the  front. 

We  circled  around  one  another  and 
did  a little  long-range  shooting,  without 
inflicting  any  material  harm  on  one  an- 
other. Being  outnumbered,  I was  at  a 
disadvantage,  for  no  sooner  would  I get 
in  a good  position  behind  one  of  their 
“tails”  than  one  of  them  would  get  on 
my  tail.  I finally  grew  disgusted  at  this, 
and,  disregarding  the  first  two,  maneu- 
vered into  a good  position  behind  and 
above  the  third,  and  let  go  with  both 
guns.  I could  see  the  tracers  entering 
the  fusilage  all  ’round  his  seat,  and  sud- 
denly the  flames  burst  out  and,  as  he  fell, 
his  wrhole  face  was  illuminated.  While  I 
was  shooting  at  this  one  the  other  two 
got  a good  burst  into  me.  One  burst 
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went  through  my  right  wing,  doing  little 
damage;  the  other,  however,  hit  my 
engine,  and  the  last  my  left-hand  cylin- 
der. I fell  a mile  and  a half,  righted  my 
plane,  and  managed  to  volplane  to 
earth,  landing  near  my  victim. 

By  good  fortune  no  Huns  were  near 
the  place  where  I landed,  so  I had  plenty 
of  tune  to  destroy  my  machine.  Tnis  we 
are  ordered  to  do,  so  that  our  machines 
cannot  be  copied  or  used.  Then  I went 
to  the  burning  German  machine  and 
tried  to  pull  the  pilot  out,  but  it  was  too 
late,  as  he  was  burned  black. 

The  Germans,  who  were  running 
across  the  fields  toward  me,  must  have 
seen  what  I was  trying  to  do,  for  when 
they  reached  me  the  Hun  officer  in 
charge  saluted,  asked  me  a few  questions 
(he  could  speak  English),  and  said  he 
was  sorry,  but  that  he  would  have  to 
search  me.  He  took  my  papers,  maps, 
etc.,  but  let  me  keep  my  rfioney  ana  a 
couple  of  photographs.  Then  they  tried 
my  gun  to  see  if  it  contained  explosive 
bullets,  and  if  it  had  I should  have  been 
shot  on  the  spot.  After  registering,  I 
was  taken  to  a temporary  prison  in 
Douai.  Here  I was  placed  in  a room 
with  an  English  officer,  Lieutenant  Ham, 
of  the  King’s  Own  Regiment. 

The  first  thing  I saw  on  entering  the 
prison  was  a bulletin-board  on  the  wall, 
made  by  the  prisoners,  containing  the 
names  of  several  of  my  friends  whom  I 
thought  had  “gone  west,”  but  who 
were,  in  reality,  prisoners. 

About  six  o’clock  (German  time)  sup- 
per was  brought  in.  It  consisted  of  one- 
naif  pound  of  black  bread  and  coffee 
made  of  burnt  acorns  and  barley,  so  the 
guard  informed  us. 

That  night  the  English  started  shell- 
ing the  city.  One  big  shell  knocked  a 
few  holes  in  our  building.  All  the  Hun 
guards  “beat  it”  for  the  cellars,  leaving 
us  entirely  unguarded.  Luckily  for  them, 
we  were  all  too  tired  to  try  to  escape. 

Next  morning  directly  after  breakfast, 
which  consisted  of  “coffee,”  we  built  a 
fire  in  our  room,  using  the  table  and 
bureau  for  firewood. 

Lunch,  the  main  meal  of  the  day,  con- 
sisted of  soup  made  of  potato  peelings, 
cabbage  stalks,  and  water.  It  was  very 
thin,  but  there  was  as  much  of  it  as  we 
wished. 
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At  three  o’clock  we  were  sent  by  train 
to  Valenciennes,  where  we  had  the  same 
supper  as  the  night  before;  then  we 
walked  to  Conde,  a walled  town  sixteen 
kilometers  to  the  north.  We  got  into  our 
prison  about  n p.m.,  were  given  two 
short  blankets,  full  of  “cooties,”  and  a 
stone  floor  for  a bed. 

Next  day  I worked  out  a scheme  for 
escaping  and  returning  to  my  squadron, 
but,  although  there  were  sixteen  English 
officers  there,  no  one  was  willing  to  try 
it  except  a couple  who  were  wounded  and 
could  not  do  so.  The  others  said  that 
it  was  impossible  to  get  through  the 
fighting-line. 

I was  growing  disgusted  when  another 
American,  Lieutenant  Mandel,  aviator, 
was  brought  in,  a prisoner.  He  was  wor- 
rying about  his  violin,  which  he  said  he 
had  willed  to  some  one  if  he  was  killed, 
and  he  wanted  to  get  back  to  his  squad- 
ron in  order  to  claim  it.  We  went 
around  among  the  other  prisoners,  look- 
ing for  maps  and  compasses.  Finally  we 
secured  a loaf  of  bread  and  a good  com- 

fiass,  for  which  I swapped  my  handsome 
ur-lined  flying-suit,  but  the  only  map 
we  had  was  one  cut  from  an  Englisn 
newspaper. 

A little  after  nine,  while  the  streets 
were  still  full,  we  escaped  by  simply 
jumping  out  of  the  second-story  window 
and  walking  away.  I got  a badly 
sprained  ankle  in  landing.  The  guard, 
who  was  about  twenty-five  yards  away, 
apparently  did  not  notice  us,  for  no 
alarm  was  raised. 

We  reached  the  edge  of  the  city  and 
there  we  struck  the  city  wall,  along  the 
top  of  which  we  walked  until  we  dis- 
covered we  were  going  in  a half-circle. 

Then  we  dropped  off  the  wall  (a  good 
thirty  feet)  into  the  moat.  The  moat  had 
only  a little  water  in  it,  but  plenty  of 
mud;  every  now  and  then  we  would 
sink  up  to  our  waists,  then  we  would 
throw  ourselves  forward  on  our  faces  and 
pull  ourselves  out  by  hanging  on  to  the 
rushes.  Thus  inch  by  inch  we  spluttered 
and  floundered  across  and  emerged,  two 
dirty,  slimy,  panting  creatures.  After 
scraping  off  some  of  the  mud,  we  went  by 
compass  southwest. 

About  two  hours  before  dawn  we 
stumbled  on  a German  aerodrome.  We 
looked  it  over,  and,  not  seeing  any 
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guard,  I suggested  stealing  ore  of  the 
machines  and  flying  back  to  our  lines.  I 
had  flown  a captured  German  machine 
while  in  England,  and,  as  most  of  the 
German  engines  are  of  the  same  type,  I 
was  sure  that  I could  fly  it.  We  now 
tried  to  wheel  one  out  of  the  hangar, 
but  the  machine  was  so  heavy  that  we 
had  a very  hard  time  doing  it.  After 
two  hours  we  got  it  to  the  edge  of  the 
hangar,  but,  to  our  dismay,  the  tip  of 
the  left  wing  did  not  clear  the  post  of 
the  hangar.  We  then  tried  to  back  up 
the  machine,  but  it  was  no  use;  we 
could  move.it  only  in  one  direction. 

We  were  in  despair  until  the  idea  came 
to  us  to  take  the  whole  hangar  down. 
The  hangars  were  small,  made  something 
like  the  Trench  hangars,  one  hangar  to 
a machine;  only  this  one  had  two  ma- 
chines dovetailed  into  it. 

After  we  had  taken  do\yn  the  stays 
the  tent  flopped  back,  falling  on  the 
other  machine,  but  clear  of  the  one  we 
had  dragged  forward. 

M and  el  now  went  out  in  front  and 
was  turning  the  propeller-blades.  I was 
getting  into  the  machine  when  a voice 
behind  me  said,  “Guten  Morgen .”  I 
jumped  as  if  I was  shot.  Mandel,  how- 
ever, kept  his  head  and,  speaking  Ger- 
man fluently,  asked  the  mechanic  to 
help  us. 

The  German  suddenly  appeared  to 
notice  the  color  of  our  uniforms,  and 
started  yelling,  “ Hilfe /”  (“Help), 
“Hilfe!”  I grabbed  at  him  and  a fight 
followed.  He  drew  a small  trench- 
bayonet  and  made  a stab  in  my  back. 
Mandel,  who  was  on  the  other  side  of 
the  machine,  joined  in,  and  with  a long, 
heavy  flash-light  hit  the  Hun  on  the  head, 
and  when  he  fell  like  a log  we  “ beat  it.” 
Apparently  no  other  Huns  were  around, 
for  we  were  not  followed.  Later  we 
found  out  that  the  Germans  were  not 
allowed  to  sleep  near  aerodromes,  as  they 
were  afraid  of  bombing  raids,  and  in 
this  way  protected  their  pilots. 

We  asked  to  be  put  up  at  the  first 
house  we  struck.  They  took  us  in, 
bandaged  up  my  wound  for  me,  and 
ave  us  food.  They  kept  us  for  two 
ays,  and,  at  the  end  of  that  time,  gave 
us  a loaf  of  bread  and  said  we  must  go, 
as  some  Germans  were  to  be  billeted  in 
their  house.  They  refused  to  take 


money,  but  we  gave  them  some  buttons 
from  our  uniforms  and  one  of  our  lieu- 
tenant bars  for  souvenirs. 

On  account  of  the  trouble  we  had  the 
first  night  crossing  the  moat,  and  be- 
cause of  my  wound,  which  prevented  me 
from  swimming  streams,  we  decided  we 
would  take  greater  risks  and  travel  on 
railroad  tracks.  I was  much  annoyed  by 
blood  trickling  down  my  back  and  stick- 
ing to  my  underwear.  In  the  daytime 
when  we  rested  the  blood  would  congeal, 
and  at  night  the  walking  caused  it  to 
bleed  afresh,  and  my  sprained  ankle 
pained  me  a good  deal.  Finally,  early  in 
the  morning  we  passed  through  Denain. 

While  in  the  Denain  freight-yards 
Mandel  suggested  that  we  should  de- 
stroy something,  so  that  in  case  we  were 
caught  our  escape  would  not  have  been 
entirely  in  vain. 

We  decided  to  open  the  oil-boxes  that 
feed  oil  to  the  hubs  of  the  car-wheels  and 
fill  them  with  sand  and  gravel.  We  did 
this  to  every  fifth  car  on  all  the  trains 
we  met  from  Denain  to  Douai,  about 
thirty  miles.  We  hope  this  caused  a 
number  of  “hot  boxes”  and  delayed 
their  traffic  somewhat.  We  also  dis- 
covered the  situation  of  a Big  Bertha 
and  were  able  to  give  its  location  so  that 
it  was  put  out  of  commission  by  English 
artillery  later. 

During  the  day  we  hid  in  some  bushes 
between  Denain  and  Somain,  and,  as 
usual,  it  rained  most  of  the  time.  For 
breakfast  and  supper  \te  had  a slice  of 
brown  bread  and  some  lard  for  butter. 
We  did  not  take  any  lunch,  as  we  wished 
to  make  our  loaf  of  bread  last  as  long  as 
possible. 

On  this  night  (September  8th)  we  were 
halted  twice  by  sentinels,  but  they  shut 
up  as  soon  as  Mandel  started  cussing 
them  out  in  German.  Speaking  German 
perfectly,  he  impersonated  a German 
officer  every  time  we  were  halted,  and, 
as  they  always  halted  us  at  such  a dis- 
tance that  they  could  not  see  our  clothes, 
after  the  first  few  cuss  words  they  would 
shut  up  like  clams  and  continue  their 
beat. 

Dawn  found  us  in  a bad  position.  We 
were  just  able  to  get  clear  of  the  town 
of  Dechy  and  hide  in  the  first  bushes  we 
came  to.  By  the  time  it  had  got  quite 
bright  we  found  we  had  picked  out  a 
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rotten  position,  less  than  fifty  yards  from 
a motor-transport  encampment,  with  a 
path  between  it  and  the  road  passing 
within  ten  feet  of  the  bushes  in  which  we 
were  hiding. 

About  half  past  ten  in  the  morning  a 
Hun  soldier  (a  lad  about  sixteen),  while 
looking  for  berries,  discovered  Mandel. 
He  asked  Oscar  if  he  was  tired.  Oscar 
replied  that  he  had  stolen  away  from  the 
aerodrome  for  a nap  and  asked  the  Hun 
what  he  was  doing.  He  said  he  was 
hungry  and  looking  for  berries,  but  was 
not  finding  many.  Mandel  told  him  to 
go  away,  as  he  wished  to  sleep,  and  the 
doggoned  Hun  went  without  the  least 
idea  that  he  had  been  speaking  to  an 
American.  As  we  were  near  a German 
aerodrome,  and  Oscar  had  a leather  coat 
and  his  helmet  on,, his  uniform  did  not 
show  and  the  Hun  thought  Mandel ‘a 
German  aviator. 

We  were  both  scared  out  of  our  wits, 
and  as  soon  as  the  soldier  had  left  we 
crawled  on  our  hands  and  knees  about  a 
hundred  yards  up  the  ditch,  through  the 
berry-bushes.  _ When  we  finally  got  in 
our  new  position  we  were  covered  with 
cuts  and  scratches.  We  lay  low  all  day, 
speaking  only  in  whispers,  and  expecting 
any  moment  to  see  a squad  of  Huns 
coming  for  us,  but  apparently  nobody 
had  followed  us. 

This  day  we  had  only  a slice  of  bread, 
and  we  suffered  more  from  thirst  than 
hunger.  The  next  night  we  passed  six 
trenches  in  the  process  of  building, 
and  eight  completed  but  unoccupied 
trenches,  each  with  two  rows  of  barbed 
wire,  fifteen  feet  thick,  in  front  of  them. 
We  were  continually  passing  batteries; 
first  the  big  guns,  then  the  small  guns 
and  some  large  howitzers,  and  about  two 
hours  before  dawn  we  began  striking  the 
field-guns  and  passing  occupied  trenches. 
Once  we  ran  into  a number  of  armored 
cars  and  passed  within  twenty  feet  of  the 
sentinel,  who  appeared  asleep.  Huns 
were  passing  up  and  down  the  last  three 
trenches  all  the  time. 

We  decided  we  had  better  get  under 
shelter  a good  while  before  day  broke, 
so  about  an  hour  before  dawn  we  struck 
a nice-looking  shell-hole  and  decided  to 
stay  there  for  the  day.  We  were  so  ex- 
cited we  could  hardly  wait  for  dawn  to 
find  out  where  we  were. 


When  it  was  light  we  peeped  carefully 
over  the  edge  of  our  shell-hole.  As  well 
as  we  coula  make  out,  we  were  about 
midway  between  Roeux  and  Arras.  On 
our  left  was  the  Scarpe  River,  in  front 
a little  stream  that  runs  into  the  Scarpe, 
and  at  our  back  were  the  Hun  lines. 

Soon  we  heard  the  rat-tat-tat  of  Eng- 
lish machine-guns  across  the  stream.  An 
hour  later  we  saw  one  of  the  English 
observation-balloons  rise  slowly  two 
miles  away.  Soon  we  heard  the  whistle 
of  shells  passing  directly  over  our  heads 
and  landing  behind  us  near  a German 
field-battery  about  two  hundred  yards 
away.  The  Hun  battery  replied.  I 
don’t  know  how  many  hits  the  Huns 
made,  but  the  English  laid  out  three 
guns  of  the  Hun  battery.  As  each  shell 
screamed  and  whinnied  as  it  passed  over 
us,  we’d  dig  a little  deeper  into  the  mud 
of  the  shell-crater.  At  any  time  a shell 
might  fall  short  and  that  would  have 
been  the  end  of  us. 

We  tried  to  sleep,  but  hunger,  cold, 
and  whistling  shells  were  not  conducive 
to  pleasant  dreams.  We  had  no  water, 
ana  though  we  ate  the  last  of  our  bread 
(we  had  only  three-quarters  of  a loaf  for 
five  days)  about  3 p.m.  we  were  quite 
cheerful  and  thought  our  troubles  over, 
for  the  English  lines  were  in  front  and 
only  a stream  separated  us  from  them. 
That  night,  September  10th,  we  crawled 
up  to  the  little  stream  that  runs  into  the 
Scarpe  and  tried  to  wade  across.  It 
seems  that  the  Huns  had  dammed  up 
one  end  of  it  so  as  to  make  the  water 
deep  enough  to  keep  the  British  tanks 
from  crossing. 

When  we  tried  to  wade  it  we  found  it 
too  deep,  so  we  came  back  to  the  bank 
to  take  off  our  clothes  and  prepare  to 
swim  it.  Suddenly  we  heard  from  three 
sides  of  us,  “Halt!”  “Halt!”  “Halt!” 
and  the  Germans  ran  up  and  grabbed 
us.  A Hun  patrol,  while  out  repairing 
the  barbed  wire  in  front  of  their  line 
destroyed  by  artillery  fire  had  either 
seen  our  silhouettes  in  the  starlight 
or  heard  us  talking.  Back  we  were 
marched,  faint  with  hunger  and  with 
despair  in  our  hearts.  We  would  stum- 
ble and  fall,  only  to  be  prodded  on. 
Finally  we  reached  company  headquar- 
ters, where  there  was  an  officer  who 
could  speak  English  (Mandel  pretended 
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he  could  not  speak  German,  hoping  to 
pick  up  information).  The  Hun  officer 
seemed  to  think  it  quite  a joke,  and 
asked  us  why  we  were  so  foolish  as  to 
try  to  escape.  He  later  asked  for  a 
button  as  a souvenir,  but  we  told  him 
that  we  should  need  them  to  give  to  the 
French  people  who  would  help  us  the 
the  next  time  we  escaped.  He  jeered  at 
us  and  said  we  would  never  escape  the 
long  arm  of  Germany,  and  that  the 
Americans  were  funny  people  and  hard 
to  understand. 

Starving,  we  asked  for  food,  and  he 
told  his  orderly  to  get  us  some  food  and 
coffee.  Never  did  anything  taste  so 
good  as  this  food,  and  it  heartened  us  up- 
a bit. 

When  we  had  finished  eating  we  were 
sent  to  battalion  headquarters,  where 
the  officer  in  command  said  he  would 
recommend  the  N.  C.  O.  in  charge  of  the 
wiring  party  for  the  iron  cross,  second 
class,  as  reward  for  our  capture. 

From  there  we  were  marched  to  divi- 
sion headquarters,  which  we  reached  at 
2.30  a.m.  Here  we  were  questioned  and 
given  some  “red  ink”  (wine)  and  black 
bread.  Both  Mandel  and  I were  “dead 
beat”  by  this  time,  so  we  asked  the  cap- 
tain if  we  could  sleep  there.  He  said  if 
we  promised  not  to  run  away  during  the 
night  we  could  sleep  on  the  sofa  in  front 
of  the  fire.  As  we  were  too  tired  to  run, 
we  promised. 

At  6.30  a.m.  a Hun  orderly  brought  us 
in  some  black  bread,  margarine,  and 
coffee,  and  at  7 a.m.  we  were  on  our 
way  to  corps  headquarters  in  Leewards. 
Here  we  were  given  some  soda-water, 
and  asked  the  same  questions  we  had 
been  asked  at  the  other  headquarters. 

We  registered  in  a village  south  of 
Douai  and  we  were  recognized  by  the 
Hun  officials  who  had  seen  us  before  we 
made  our  escape.  They  cheered  us  up 
by  telling  us  that  we  should  never  have 
another  chance,  but  they  gave  us  a good 
feed  of  horse-flesh,  potatoes,  bread,  and 
margarine.  This  was  the  best  food  I 
ever  received  from  the  Germans.  After 
“chow”  we  marched  back  to  Denain, 
getting  there  about  eight  in  the  evening. 
We  had  been  marched  for  twenty-three 
hours,  stopping  only  for  food  and  three 
hours  at  divisional  headquarters,  and 
had  covered  over  forty  kilometers.  This 


is  as  much  as  we  walked  during  the 
three  days  when  we  were  alone. 

Next  morning  (September  12th)  we 
took  train  to  Valenciennes,  and  then  on 
to  Conde.  At  Conde  the  guard  refused 
to  take  us.  They  said  Americans  were 
seditious  and  had  a bad  influence  on  the 
rest  of  the  prisoners,  and  that  the  night 
after  we  escaped  five  more  had  tried  it. 
They  were,  however,  all  caught  again  in 
two  days.  It  ended  up  by  our  being 
put  in  a prison  at  Fresnes,  about  mid- 
way between  Valenciennes  and  Conde, 
where  we  were  left  in  solitary  confine- 
ment for  trying  to  escape,  and  were 
iven  only  a small  piece  of  moldy  black 
read  and  water. 

We  were  put  in  a little  room  directly 
over  the  guard-room,  and  the  only  exit 
was  through  it.  In  a little  room  to  one 
side  of  us  was  a British  N.  C.  O.,  placed 
there  for  hitting  a German  officer;  and 
on  the  other  side  was  a small  empty 
room  without  any  windows.  The  door 
leading  to  this  room  was  held  in  place 
by  three  iron  bars  bolted  into  the  wood- 
work. 

The  first  four  days  we  slept  almost 
continuously,  then  the  “cooties”  got  too 
active,  and  the  pangs  of  hunger  and 
craving  for  food  began.  Two  days  later 
a British  Tommy  smuggled  up  some 
“Bully  beef”  and  tea,  bribing  one  of  the 
guards  with  cigarettes,  and  he  brought 
us  food  thereafter.  This  camp  was  a 
permanent  prison  camp  for  British  sol- 
diers, but  only  a temporary  one  for 
officers.  The  soldiers  were  reviving 
packages  from  the  Red  Cross. 

Having  recuperated,  Mandel  and  I 
turned  our  thoughts  to  escaping  again, 
determining  to  be  killed  rather  than 
tormented,  half  starved,  and  frozen. 
We  decided  we  would  get  into  the 
little  room  next  to  us  and  started  to 
work  the  bolts  out  that  held  the  door. 
They  were  too  strong,  but  next  day, 
when  we  told  the  Tommy  who  brought 
us  our  food,  he  smuggled  up  a pair  of 
incers,  and  with  these  we  worked  the 
olts  off. 

We  thought  we  would  try  to  escape 
that  night,  but  when  we  got  into  tne 
other  room  we  found  it  had  no  windows, 
only  a slanting  roof.  We  removed  the 
tiles  on  the  roof,  but  it  did  not  make 
things  better,  for  the  supports  holding 
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only  about  fifteen  minutes.  We:  all  one  of  the  Hum  hit  his  engine.  There 
gathered  in  my  edl  just  before  sunset,  .was  nothing  to  dt>  hut  land.  .and.  dit- 
tye decid^^F^Mf^  ?b6i*£ ^mftety'cwekj,  .;  H«n®,  although  they  savt  h^  tvis  landing 
as  the  moon  tame  up  a horn  fen.  This  on  their  side  of  the  line,  befit  bring  on 
was  on  the  night  of  the  46th  ol'  Sefttenri-  him,  -filling  fit's  machine  full  of  builer- 
her.  holes,  but  missing  him.  lie  crashed  into 
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tors  play  fair,  and  this  is  the  only  excep- 
tion I personally  have  known  while  on 
the  front.  This  applies  only  to  the  air- 
men; in  the  trenches  nothing  is  too  low 
or  mean  for  them  to  do. 

The  Huns  crowded  out  of  the  dugout, 
came  over,  and  wanted  to  shake  hands. 
He  was  carried  over  to  the  ruin  of  a 
church,  where  he  slept  that  night.  Next 
day  he  was  put  in  a prison  just  across 
the  street  from  us,  and  on  the  26th  he 
was  transferred  to  our  prison. 

Well,  to  continue  the  story,  at  ex- 
actly 9.15  we  crawled  carefully  out  on 
the  roof.  Just  as  we  got  on  top  of  it 
a Hun  came  out  to  feed  the  horses,  and 
we  had  to  sit  like  statues  in  this  most 
awkward  position  until  he  re-entered  the 
house.  Then  we  crawled  to  the  edge  of 
the  roof  and  climbed  down  into  the 
courtyard.  We  tiptoed  across  the  court- 
yard, climbed  the  wall,  and  dropped 
down  on  the  other  side. 

We  thought  now  we  could  set  off 
across  open  country,  but,  to  our  bitter 
disappointment,  we  found  ourselves  fac- 
ing another  wall  too  high  to  climb.  To 
our  left  was  a street,  but  we  could  get  to 
it  only  by  going  through  houses.  To 
our  right  was  a canal.  This  appeared  our 
only  chance,  so  we  took  off  our  clothes, 
put  them  on  a plank,  and  swam  across. 
The  Englishman  could  not  swim  well, 
and  we  had  to  get  on  each  side  of  him, 
and  after  much  spluttering  we  finally 
got  him  across,  put  on  our  clothes,  and 
‘‘lit  out”  for  open  country.  The  ground 
was  so  marshy  we  thought  we  could 
make  better  time  by  following  the  rail- 
road track  to  the  east. 

In  one  place  the  track  passed  quite 
close  to  a large  factory.  As  we  passed 
it  a German  yelled  to  us  to  halt.  We 
yelled,  “ Was  ist?”  and  kept  on  going, 
our  hearts  thumping  painfully,  but,  so 
far  as  we  know,  we  were  not  followed. 

We  were  walking  in  the  general  direc- 
tion of  Holland,  but,  due  to  the  many 
canals,  we  had  to  go  a number  of  miles 
out  of  our  way.  By  morning  we  found 
that  we  had  gone  only  about  ten  kilo- 
meters from  the  prison  and  that  we  were 
just  across  the  French-Belgian  border. 
During  the  day  we  saw  some  farmers  to 
whom  we  told  our  situation,  and  they 
went  home  and  brought  us  food. 

That  night  it  poured.  We  were  so 


wet  and  miserable  that  we  took  shelter 
in  a freight-car,  and  later  woke  some 
people  up  in  a lonely  house  and  asked 
them  to  let  us  get  dry.  They  built  a big 
fire  (quite  an  extravagance  in  Belgium) 
and  dried  our  clothes  while  we  slept  on  the 
floor.  Both  Tilly  and  Andy  were  pretty 
well  laid  out.  Andy  was  just  out  of  the 
hospital  from  his  wounds  and  Tilly  was 
just  getting  over  the  effects  of  the  ‘‘flu,” 
and  I had  my  bayonet  wound  and  game 
ankle. 

Next  day  we  were  put  up  near  Que- 
vaucamps  by  a friendly  Belgian  whose 
name  was  August,  the  Miller.  That  was 
all  he  would  tell  us.  We  gave  him  our 
names  and  addresses  and  asked  him  to 
look  us  up  after  the  war. 

After  traveling  all  night,  we  stopped 
the  next  day  outside  of  Maffle.  Here 
we  were  fed.  Mandel  and  George  (the 
British  N.  C.  O.)  were  given  suits  of 
civilian  clothes  valued  in  Belgium  at 
this  time  at  about  two  thousand  francs. 
This  generous  friend  escorted  us  on  our 
way  mr  fifteen  kilometers  and  wouldn’t 
give  us  his  name.  He  said  he  had  been 
waiting  for  four  years  for  a chance  to  do 
something  for  his  country  and  his  king, 
and  that  this  was  his  chance.  We  shall 
always  remember  his  kindness.  He  was 
large,  broad-shouldered,  about  fifty-five 
years  old,  and  had  a good  face. 

We  made  good  time  this  night,  going 
over  thirty  kilometers.  Then  we  held 
.Council.  George  (the  N.  C.  O.)  was  for 
keeping  on  into  Brussels;  I was  for 
staying  out.  George  said  he  was  once 
in  prison  with  some  Belgians  and  that 
one  of  them  had  told  him,  if  he  ever 
wanted  to  escape,  to  look  him  up  and  he 
would  help  him.  The  address  was  Mr. 
Voghel,  24  rue  de  St.  Augustin,  Forest, 
Brussels. 

As  we  were  in  uniform  and  couldn’t 
ask  for  information  and  did  not  know 
the  city,  we  thought  it  would  be  best  for 
George  and  Mandel,  who  were  in  civilian 
clothing,  to  look  up  the  address  and 
come  back  and  fetch  us,  if  all  was  O.  K. 
They  agreed  to  meet  us  next  night  at 
nine  o’clock.  We  never  saw  them 
again,  and  we  learned  afterward  they 
were  shot,  wounded,  recaptured,  and 
sent  to  the  Diisseldorf  prison.  (Since  the 
armistice  was  signed  I have  talked  to 
Mandel  over  the  ’phone.  He  is  well  and 
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in  New  York.)  We  waited  until  eleven, 
then,  thinking  they  had  probably  lost 
their  way  returning,  we  decided  to  hunt 
up  the  address  ourselves.  We  tramped 
around  all  night  and  by  luck  located  the 
house  at  dawn.  After  pounding  on  the 
door,  a woman  asked  us  what  we  wanted. 
She  told  us  Voghel  was  in  prison  for 
forging  a passport,  and  that  she  was 
afraid  to  help  us,  that  Mandel  and 
George  had  been  there  the  day  before, 
but  had  gone  on. 

By  this  time  it  was  nearly  dawn  and 
it  was  imperative  that  we  should  get  out 
of  town  and  into  shelter  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible. United  States  officers’  uniforms 
were  not  the  best  garb  to  wear  in  Ger- 
man territory. 

In  desperation  we  climbed  over  the 
first  low  wall  we  struck  and  found  our- 
selves in  the  grounds  of  a large  chateau, 
where  we  hid  in  the  bushes,  but  as  it 
had  rained  for  the  last  four  days  and  we 
had  hardly  any  food  and  were  wet,  cold, 
and  starving,  we  took  refuge  in  an  un- 
used summer-house.  In  it  was  a fire- 
place and  we  determined  to  get  dry,  so 
we  gathered  up  driftwood  and  trellises 
and  soon  had  a cheerful  blaze.  The 
French  gardener,  seeing  the  smoke, 
came  out  and  thought  we  were  German 
deserters  and  wanted  to  turn  us  over  to 
the  authorities.  At  last  we  got  him  to 
understand  that  we  were  Americans,  so, 
greeting  us  as  friends,  he  ran  to  get 
madame  the  countess.  She  and  her  two 
charming  daughters  appeared  on  the 
scene  and  welcomed  us  royally  and  we 
told  some  of  our  experiences.  All  could 
speak  English  very  well.  They  brought 
us  food,  gave  us  clothes,  maps,  etc.,  and, 
oh!  the  joy  of  a hot  bath,  my  first  in 
six  weeks!  At  dinner  we  had  the  first 
real  meat  since  our  capture.  We  gave 
them  some  United  States  buttons,  and 
left  that  night  with  the  chauffeur,  who 
showed  us  the  way  to  an  aerodrome  on 
the  outskirts  of  Brussels. 

After  the  chauffeur  left  us  we  met  a 
Belgian  policeman  who  halted  us  and 
asked  us  what  we  were  carrying  and 
where  were  our  passports.  We  thought 
our  best  chance  was  to  tell  him  the 
truth.  As  soon  as  he  found  out  we  were 
Americans  he  became  very  friendly. 
We  told  him  we  wanted  to  steal  a ma- 
chine at  Berchem.  He  advised  us  to 


come  home  with  him  and  go  out  and 
look  it  over  in  the  daytime.  We  did  so 
and  slept  on  a mattress  on  the  floor. 

Next  morning  we  went  out  to  the 
aerodrome  at  Berchem  on  the  street-car. 
When  the  conductor  asked  for  our  fare 
we  gave  him  a bill  and  said,  “ Berchem.” 
It  worked  like  a charm.  Alas!  when  we 
reached  the  aerodrome  we  found  the 
hangars  were  big  Zeppelin-sheds  used  as 
hangars,  and  it  would  have  taken  ten 
men  to  open  one  of  the  enormous  doors. 

Our  ride  on  the  trolley  gave  us  con- 
fidence, so  we  went  boldly  into  the  first 
wine-shop,  ordered  beer,  then  took  the 
train  back  to  town. 

In  Brussels  we  weht  into  a wine-shop 
which  had  “Estaminet”  written  on  it 
instead  of  the  word  “ Herborg .”  We 
thought  the  proprietor  must  be  French, 
which  he  was;  and  as  he  seemed  quite 
friendly,  treated  his  dog  kindly,  and 
charged  less  than  usual  for  drinks,  etc., 
we  decided  to  tell  him  who  we  were. 
When  he  heard  the  word  “American”  he 
came  around  the  counter,  grabbed  me 
around  the  waist  and  kissed  me  on  both 
cheeks,  and  at  the  same  time  said  some- 
thing about  the  Americans,  “the  saviors 
of  Belgium  and  France.” 

He  called  in  his  wife  and  the  whole 
thing  was  repeated  again.  After  they 
had  quieted  down  they  brought  us  some 
lunch  and  let  us  stay  there  during  the 
day.  Just  before  we  left  the  old  man 
insisted  on  playing  “Tipperary”  on  a 
music-box.  At  the  close  of  it  a Boche 
came  in  and  asked  for  a cigar  (which 
he  took  without  paying  full  price  for  it), 
but  he  paid  no  attention  to  us  or  to 
the  music.  We  went  back  to  the 
Belgian  policeman’s  house  to  get  our 

[>acks,  in  which  we  kept  our  maps,  a 
ittle  bread,  extra  clothing,  and  some 
soap  the  countess  had  given  us.  The 
policeman  escorted  us  through  the  city, 
put  us  on  another  train,  paid  our  fare, 
and  told  us  to  get  out  at  the  end  of  the 
line  and  we  would  be  at  Evere,  where 
there  was  another  Hun  aerodrome. 
When  we  got  there  we  couldn’t  get  a 
Hun  machine,  as  it  was  well  guarded. 

Here  we  had  a close  call.  On  the 
street-car  I had  put  the  pack  in  the 
vestibule,  trying  to  hide  it  in  the  dark- 
ness, as  Belgians  were  not  allowed  to 
carry  packs.  A passenger,  in  getting  off, 
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kicked  my  pack  out  into  the  street.  I 
stretched  out  flat  on  the  floor  to  reach 
down  to  pick  it  up,  and  in  so  doing  my 
foot  flew  up  and  struck  a German  officer. 
Fortunately  for  me,  he  was  very  much 
occupied  by  his  conversation  with  a 
pretty  Red  Cross  nurse,  and  contented 
himself  by  cursing  me  roundly. 

So  once  more  we  struck  out  for  open 
country  in  the  general  direction  of  Hol- 
land. 

Next  day  we  spent  in  the  woods,  which 
we  reached  after  dawn.  Some  early 
workmen  saw  us  go  into  the  woods,  and 
while  we  were  crouched  under  the  trees 
for  shelter  from  the  driving  rain,  a lot  of 
farmers  and  fartn-hands  came  out, 
armed  with  scythes,  pitchforks,  staves, 
etc.,  to  capture  us  as  German  deserters. 
They  called  us  to  come  out,  and  looked 
a dangerous,  angry  mob.  We  tried  to 
get  them  to  understand  that  we  were 
Americans  and  not  Germans,  but,  as  we 
spoke  no  Dutch  and  little  French,  it  was 
hard.  At  last  they  understood  and, 
throwing  away  their  weapons,  embraced 
us  and  took  us  to  the  village  and  gave  us 
food  for  two  days.  Let  any  one  try,  as 
we  did,  to  live  on  carrots,  turnips,  cab- 
bage, etc.,  and  he  will  find  that  after  a 
while  the  stringy  fibers  make  the  mouth 
intensely  sore  and  swell  the  lips.  There- 
fore we  got  all  the  cooked  food  we  could. 

All  this  time  we  had  been  going  very 
slowly,  on  account  of  our  feet.  Tilly’s 
tendons  were  strained,  Andy’s  feet  sore, 
and  mine  a mass  of  blisters.  I had  flying- 
boots,  which  were  not  made  to  walk  in, 
and  while  I kept  cutting  them  down  till 
they  were  slippers,  yet  my  feet  were 
bloody  and  sore.  Part  of  the  time  we 
were  barefoot,  so  that  our  toe  nails  were 
worn  to  stubs.  We  tried  to  get  shoes 
from  the  Belgians,  but  they  did  not  have 
any  but  sabots,  and  these  blistered  the 
feet  even  worse. 

The  third  night  we  continued  our  jour- 
ney to  the  northeast.  Dawn  found  us 
northeast  of  Haecht,  where  we  had  an- 
other close  call.  While  we  were  walking 
along  we  heard  a sentinel  putting  bullets 
into  a magazine.  He  thought  we  were 
the  guard  to  relieve  him.  As  w'e  turned 
to  go,  three  officers  came  out  of  a brightly 
lighted  hut  and  passed  within  two  feet 
of  us.  They  were  blinded  by  the  light, 
and  we  stood  still,  fearing  even  to 


breathe  lest  they  nab  us,  our  hearts 
thumping  so  painfully  it  seemed  to  us 
they  must  hear  them;  but  they  passed 
on  and  we  put  up  in  a bam  at  Inn.  This 
was  the  first  place  they  charged  us  for 
food,  and  four  marks  apiece  didn’t  begin 
to  pay  for  even  one  meal. 

At  the  next  village  we  tried  two  or 
three  houses.  We  were  taken  in  by  an 
old  farmer  and  his  son  and  slept  in  the 
stable,  but  had  little  food.  The  village 
pastor  came  to  see  us.  At  the  next  vil- 
lage Father  Doxky  spoke  English,  and 
for  the  second  time  we  had  a good  bed 
to  sleep  in.  He  told  us  where  the  Huns 
were  living  and  what  part  of  the  border 
it  was  best  to  try  to  cross,  and  a guide 
showed  us  part  of  the  way. 

We  reached  Sluis,  which  is  about 
seven  kilometers  from  Holland,  but  had 
a hard  time  getting  a place  to  stay,  and 
finally  went  to  the  priest  of  the  village; 
he  took  us  in,  fed  us,  and  let  us  sleep  in 
the  church.  The  people  told  us  it  was 
impossible  to  cross  the  border  here,  and 
that  only  two  weeks  before  a Belgian 
was  shot  for  smuggling  mail  into  the 
country,  and  that  all  other  men  in  the 
employ  of  the  Belgian  government  who 
could  help  us  with  wire-cutters,  etc., 
had  gone. 

We  were  highly  disgusted,  for  it  was  a 
problem  how,  with  bare  hands,  we  were 
to  get  through  an  electric  fence  which 
had  from  three  thousand  to  five  thou- 
sand volts  running  through  it.  The  wire 
extended  two  feet  underground,  so  we 
couldn’t  dig  under;  however,  we  were 
told  by  the  priest  that  at  Lommel  we 
might  get  somebody  to  help  us,  and 
next  morning  he  himself  escorted  us  part 
of  the  way.  This  was  only  the  second 
time  we  had  traveled  in  the  daytime  (the 
other  time  was  in  Brussels).  We  reached 
a little  town,  Roul,  about  noon  and,  feel- 
ing hungry,  went  to  the  pastor’s  house 
and  asked  for  food.  He  gave  us  bread 
and  coffee  and  directed  us  to  a house 
where  they  could  speak  English. 

We  went  to  the  house  and  knocked. 
A Belgian  came  to  the  door.  We  asked 
him  if  he  could  speak  English.  He  said, 
“Yes,”  but  would  not  talk  much.  We 
were  in  civilian  clothes  given  us  by  the 
countess  in  Brussels,  and  the  Belgians 
could  not  know  whether  we  were  Ger- 
mans or  not.  After  fifteen  minutes’  talk- 
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peat  rhe  operation,  and  so  «js : Until 
morning,  t hen  Jan  brought  us  ftjod, 
and  a neighbor  with  him,  a Mri.  Kish- 
scuts,  the  man  who  owned  the  factory 
that  supplied  the  juice  (clectmity)  for 
the  elyctfic  fence.  The  Gc r rn 
using  if  against  his  will.  There  were 
three  fences  between  Belgium  and  Hoi- 
lam),  each  about  five  feet  away  from  the 
other.  .The  two  outer  fences  were  ordi- 
nary wire  wuhow t any  current;  the.  mid* 
die  fence,  which  had  a three-phase  cur- 
rent, five,  tbousand  vofe  wasl  cijghit  feet 
high,  arid  conrisred  of  nine  strands  of 
W.:jre. 

After. spending  one  mote-  night  in  the 
rain,  Jan  took  us  in  a dog-cart  to  his 
bouse,  where'  we  stayed  for  seven  days. 
In  tfce-  fast-  t*$b ' <f*yi  We.:,.fe!|ij:fcd  to  the 
Villagers  whom  Jan  would  bring  in.  and 
they  would  tell  ns  all  f he  different  crimes 
the  Huns  had  imummcd. 

When  the  Huns  first,  entoted  a town 
they  would  shoot  a few  of  the  villagers 
and  burn  a couple  of  houses  so  the  rest 
would  be  ton  cowed  to  disobey  them 
later.  They  took  alt  autos,  horses,  wag- 


ing on  our  side  he  was  convinced  that 
we  were  Americans,  and  said  he  had  been 
in  the  good  old  U,  S.  A.  for  lour  y tars, 
and  white  there  he  saved  enough  m build 
the  bowse  he  was  living  in.  It  was  quite 
a big  house  as  Belgian  houses  go. 

He  gave  us  food  ;tnd  said  ht  would 
look  for  somebody  who  could  get  us 
wirevcntters,  add  in  the  mean  while  we 
could  kleep  in  the  Woods  near  by  and  he 


would  briu^  os  food.  Y.[  ■ -vijvvTV' 

Ddring  .our  conversation  he  stopped 
and  went  our  In  the  street.  In  a few 
minutes,  he  returned  vvi  th  'at  matt  whom 
he  introduced  as  his  brother,  Jan  Hus. 
His  .own  name  was  Gusraaf  Bus,  WV 
talked  to  Jan  quite  a while  before- we 
convinced  him  wc  were  not  Germans, 
He  finally  said  he  knew  a for  of  Huns, 
but  ho  had  never  syen  ont  tytth  a face 
like  Tilly's,  which  is  long  and  thin,  so 
we  must  bo  Americans. 

Wt  stayed  tort  ip  the  jvpods  that  night, 
bur  it  was  toq  cold  to  deep.  A heavy 
frost  added  to  otir  disepmfotf.  We  would 
walk  up  and  down  for  an  hour,  and  then 
lie  down  until  the  cold  forced  us  to  re- 
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ons,  bicycles,  coins,  clothes,  and  even 
mattresses  from  them,  also  all  copper, 
brass,  nickel,  etc.  Every  farmer  was 
taxed  so  many  potatoes,  so  much  grain, 
etc.,  and  he  was  not  allowed  to  sell  his 
products.  If  a hen  did  not  lay  two  eggs 
a week  it  was  confiscated.  The  young 
men  worked  in  factories  in  Germany,  the 
women  and  old  men  in  the  fields. 

On  the  third  day  at  Jan  Hus’s  house, 
which  is  at  Baelen-sur-Nethe,  about 
nine  kilometers  from  the  border,  twenty 
soldiers  and  three  officers  were  sent  to 
collect  copper,  and  were  billeted  in  Jan’s 
house.  We  offered  to  take  to  the  woods, 
but  the  peace  rumors  were  lively  at  this 
time  and  Jan  told  us  he  was  not  afraid. 
We  kept  to  our  rooms  as  much  as  pos- 
sible, but  ran  into  the  Hun  officers  a 
couple  of  times  in  the  hallway.  The 
Boches,  however  did  not  even  appear 
to  notice  us.  When  they  were  searching 
the  house  for  copper  we  went  out  into  the 
bam  and  pretended  to  buy  a cow,  and 
when  they  had  finished  the  house  and 
started  on  the  outhouses  we  walked  past 
them  into  the  house  again.  Of  course, 
we  had  on  the  “cit”  clothes  and  looked 
like  Belgian  peasants. 

They  never  suspected  a thing.  From 
my  observation,  the  average  Hun  soldier 
is  very  stupid  and  does  as  little  thinking 
as  possible,  being  perfectly  willing  to  let 
the  N.  C.  O.’s  and  officers  think  for  him. 
The  N.  C.  O.’s  and  officers,  on  the  other 
hand,  are  fairly  bright  and  efficient. 

After  three  days  the  Huns  went  to  the 
next  village,  and  the  day  after  we  heard 
where  we  could  get  hold  of  some  insu- 
lated wire-cutters  through  a secret-ser- 
vice agent.  Tilly  and  I decided  that,  as 
Andy  had  taken  electrical  engineering  at 
Cornell,  it  was  up  to  him  to  cut  the  elec- 
tric wire,  and,  after  some  arguing,  Andy 
consented. 

The  wire-cutters  we  obtained,  al- 
though they  had  rubber  handles,  did  not 
look  as  if  they  would  keep  out  five  thou- 
sand volts,  so  we  got  some  rubber  gloves 
also.  We  were  shown  the  best  place  to 
cross,  and  on  the  night  of  the  23  d of 
October  we  walked  up  to  within  one 
hundred  and  fifty  yards  of  the  border. 
Here  we  could  hear  the  sentinels  calling 
to  one  another.  Down  we  got  on  our 
stomachs  and  crawled,  and  it  took  us 
three  hours  to  reach  within  forty  meters 


to  the  fences.  The  moon  was  almost  full. 
We  were  sopping  wet,  cold,  and  very 
hungry. 

Within  forty  meters  of  the  fences  the 
brush  had  been  cut  away,  leaving  an 
open  stretch  between  us  and  the  fences. 
The  sentinels’  beats  were  about  two 
hundred  yards  each,  so  when  the  one 
nearest  had  passed  us  and  was  about 
one  hundred  yards  away  we  made  a 
break  for  the  fences. 

We  climbed  through  the  first;  then 
Andy  got  busy  with  his  cutters — snap!" 
snap!  snap!— and  the  three  lower  strands 
of  the  electrical  fence  were  severed.  The 
sparks  flew  in  every  direction  and 
frightened  us  to  death,  but  we  carefully 
crawled  under. 

As  soon  as  the  wires  were  cut  the  lights 
on  top  of  the  fence  went  out,  showing  the 
current  was  broken.  I do  not  know  how 
we  got  through  the  third  fence;  the 
barbed  wires  cut  and  scratched  us,  tear- 
ing our  clothes  to  ribbons,  but  we  got 
through  and  ran  on  and  on  across  the 
half-mile  neutral  land  between  the  coun- 
tries till  a swamp  stopped  us,  two  miles 
away.  The  German  sentinel  started 
yelling  when  we  cut  the  fence,  “Halt! 
Halt!”  and  fired.  We  did  not  answer, 
but  ran  like  h to  Holland. 

The  villagers  gathered  around  and 
gave  us  a warm  welcome,  collecting 
money  to  pay  our  way  to  Rotterdam. 

Our  whole  journey  across  Belgium,  a 
distance  of  about  one  hundred  and  fifty 
miles,  took  us  twenty-eight  days.  We 
had  to  make  so  many  detours  around 
towns,  crossing  rivers,  big  canals,  etc., 
that  I am  sure  we  went  two  hundred  and 
twenty-five  miles,  all  afoot. 

On  arrival  at  Rotterdam  the  Dutch 
authorities  tried  to  hold  us  in  a ward 
boarding-house,  but  we  demanded  to  see 
the  American  consul  and  they  called 
him  up  on  the  ’phone,  and  when  he 
vouched  for  us  everything  was  all  right. 

We  were  then  sent  to  a first-class 
hotel.  For  our  first  meal  we  ordered 
five  beefsteaks,  and  how  good  they  were! 
Next  day  we  called  on  the  consul-gen- 
eral, Colonel  Listor,  who  was  very  kind 
and  took  us  out  to  lunch.  In  the  after- 
noon we  were  personally  escorted  to  the 
military  attache  at  The  Hague,  where 
we  had  to  write  out  miles  and  miles  of 
reports,  and  then  we  went  to  the  Lega- 
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tion,  where  the  whole  thing  was  re- 

Cated.  Next  the  British  attache  and 
gation  had  us  do  the  same  thing  for 
them.  This  took  five  days,  and  in  be- 
tween writing  out  reports  we  were  taken 
out  to  dinner  and  given  a royal  time  by 
every  one. 

We  got  permission  to  leave  for  Eng- 
land on  the  first  convoy,  and  on  the  ist 
of  November  landed  in  England.  We 
went  to  the  American  Officers’  Inn, 
London,  and  were  about  to  be  turned 
out  as  tramps,  on  account  of  our  Dutch 
clothes,  when  A.  Reese,  who  was  in  our 
squadron  at  the  time  I “went  west,” 
recognized  us,  and  then  they  all  fell  on 
our  necks  and  rejoiced  with  us.  Reese 
told  me  I had  been  reported  by  the 
bombers  as  having  gone  down  in  flames. 
It  seems  they  had  seen  the  Hun  machine 
burning  and  thought  it  was  mine. 

I heard  of  the  different  friends  and 


pals  who  had  “gone  west.”  My  room- 
mate, Lieutenant  Bowen,  was  killed 
about  a week  after  I went  down.  Out 
of  the  seven  American  officers  in  this 
English  squadron,  six  were  casualties; 
luckily,  three  of  the  six  were  not  dead; 
one  was  wounded  and  a prisoner,  the 
other  a prisoner,  and  the  last  (myself) 
wounded  and  an  escaped  prisoner. 

During  the  week  in  London  King 
George  invited  us  to  Windsor  for  lunch 
and  we  were  royally  entertained.  I 
was  sent  to  France  on  some  light  duty. 
While  there  I saw  my  father,  Brigadier- 
General  T.  Q.  Donaldson,  at  Tours. 
Needless  to  say,  the  meeting  was  a 
happy  one. 

. Shortly  after  this  the  armistice  was 
signed  and  I received  permission  to  go 
back  to  the  good  old  U.  S.  A.,  the  coun- 
try that  no  one  can  appreciate  so  well 
as  those  who  have  been  away  from  it. 


Quincunx 

BY  AMY  LOWELL 

A LADY  was  given  a shell  which  kept  in  its  convolutions 
The  dash  and  sucking  of  waves. 

At  first  the  lady  played  with  it. 

Putting  it  to  her  ear. 

But  soon  tiring  of  this. 

She  gave  it  into  the  hands  of  a skilful  carver, 

Who  fashioned  out  of  it  an  intaglio  of  great  beauty; 

This  the  lady  set  in  a band  of  gold 
And  placed  in  a cabinet  for  all  to  admire. 

Now  people  praise  the  delicate  gem  and  pass  on, 

And  it  lies  on  its  velvet, 

Flat,  and  cold,  and  admirable; 

But  the  fresh  sound  of  waves 
Is  no  longer  about  it. 
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BY  HERBERT  ADAMS  GIBBONS 


)S  we  walked  through  the 
streets  of  Soissons,  the 
old  priest,  who  was 
making  his  first  visit  to 
the  invaded  regions, 
groaned  anew  at  every 

step.  The  architect  and 

I,  accustomed  to  seeing  destroyed  cities 
ever  since  the  first  mad  rush  of  the  Hun 
toward  Paris,  were  affected  by  our  com- 
panion’s distress.  When  we  reached  the 
cathedral  the  priest’s  despair  brought 
forth  words.  Raising  his  hands  to 
heaven,  he  cried: 

“ Ossa  ista  resurgent?  Domine,  tu  sets.” 

“Men  also  know,  mon  pere ,”  answered 
the  architect,  gently.  “ For  God  restricts 
the  resurrecting  power  of  men  only  when 
it  is  a question  of  human  bones.  We  can 
enter  by  the  transept  door,  and  you  will 
see.” 


We  climbed  over  a mound  of  fallen 
stone.  Pieces  of  statues  and  gargoyles 
protruded  from  the  amorphous  mass. 
Bits  of  stained  glass  gleamed  in  the  sun. 
An  angel’s  face  stared  up  at  us  from  a 
chunk  of  plaster.  My  cane  disengaged  a 
twisted  brass  candlestick.  The  priest 
stooped  over  to  pick  up  the  inri  of  a 
crucifix.  We  had  to  make  our  way  care- 
fully to  avoid  splinters  of  carved  panels. 
But  when  we  entered  the  cathedral  we 
realized  that  German  cannon  had  not 
prevented  the  Soissonnais  from  saving 
the  heritage  of  their  fathers.  The  roof 
of  the  nave  and  of  part  of  the  transept 
had  already  been  replaced.  The  high 
altar  was  prepared  for  mass.  Sand-bags 
protected  tombs  and  shrines.  With 
glowing  face,  the  architect  pointed  to  a 
wall  built  from  pillar  to  pillar  to  shut  off 
the  nave.  “We  were  determined  to  keep 
the  apse  intact  and  strengthen  the  cor- 
ner pillars.  All  this  was  done  under  the 
enemy’s  fire.  Part  of  it  has  been  done 
twice.  And  now  we  are  clearing  out  the 
nave  and  rebuilding  the  walls  and  roof.” 
We  went  to  the  other  side  of  the  tem- 
porary wall.  German  prisoners,  French 


soldiers,  civilian  masons  were  working 
side  by  side. 

The  next  day  at  Cambrai  we  visited  a 
textile  - mill  which  the  Germans  had 
turned  into  a soda-water  factory.  Some 
buildings  were  empty.  The  fine  looms  in 
others  had  lost  their  copper  fittings,  and 
had  afterward  been  smashed  with  axes 
by  Russian  prisoners.  An  explosion  had 
wrecked  the  machines  in  the  power- 
plant. 

“ I am  glad  you  came  this  week,”  said 
the  superintendent,  “ for  we  are  going  to 
begin  to  remove  the  debris.  New  looms 
are  all  ready  to  be  put  in  place.  If  we 
can  get  raw  materials  and  coal,  work  will 
start  up  within  a month.” 

At  Lille,  we  found  the  same  eagerness 
to  go  ahead  without  waiting  for  govern- 
ment initiative  or  German  indemnities. 
The  first  winter  of  liberation  was  a cruel 
deception.  So  inadequate  and  dilatory 
were  the  steps  taken  by  the  military  au- 
thorities that  the  people  had  become 
bitter. 

“Nineteen  hundred  and  nineteen  is 
the  crucial  year,”  an  automobile  man- 
ufacturer assured  us.  “Our  biggest 
problems  are  those  of  transportation, 
and  we  can  accomplish  little  without 
government  aid.  But  if  we  wait  for 
the  government  to  take  up  and  direct 
reconstruction  work  we  shall  soon  be 
beyond  redemption.  There  is  confusion, 
if  not  anarchy,  in  the  various  govern- 
ment bureaus.  We  have  to  keep  pressing 
Paris  to  give  us  food  - supplies  and  a 
minimum  provision  of  raw  materials. 
We  insist  now  that  we  be  allowed  to  buy 
machinery  and  whatever  else  we  need  for 
reconstruction  where  and  how  we  will. 
My  plant  was  used  by  the  Germans 
throughout  their  occupation,  and  they 
tried  to  burn  it  when  they  left.  I started 
in  immediately  to  repair  what  could  be 
repaired,  and  to  order  new  machinery. 
You  can  have  no  idea  of  the  difficulties 
the  government  put  in  our  way.” 

In  Fives,  a suburb  of  Lille,  we  visited 
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one  of  the  most  important  steel  con' 
struction  plants  in  France.  Here  locomo- 
tives and  rolling-stock  for  the  Northern 
Railway  Company  were  made  before  the 
war.  The  Germans  sacked  the  plant, 
removing  what  they  could  of  the  ma- 
chinery and  destroying  the  rest.  But 
ever  since  1915  the  Compagnie  de  Fives- 
Lille  had  been  preparing  for  the  day  of 
liberation.  In  their  own  shops,  in  a 
branch  in  central  France,  machines  have 
been  made.  They  are  awaiting  transpor- 
tation. After  the  plant  is  restored  some 
means  must  be  devised  to  keep  it  sup- 
plied with  coal  and  raw  materials. 

Throughout  northern  France  the  will 
to  get  back  to  normal  activity  is  mani- 
fest. There  is  the  spur  of  necessity. 
Everywhere,  as  at  Fives-Lille,  employers 
and  artisans  and  laborers  know  that  the 
path  of  salvation  is  in  the  resumption 
of  production.  In  agricultural  regions 
there  is  the  same  unbroken  spirit.  And 
illustrations  are  numerous  of  local  ef- 
forts to  preserve  historic  monuments,  as 
at  Soissons;  of  refusal  to  leave  homes 
unless  forcibly  ejected  by  the  military 
authorities.  Going  through  what  seemed 
to  be  entirely  ruined  cities,  one  is  con- 
stantly surprised  at  the  sight  of  people 
who  are  working  to  make  the  ruins 
habitable. 

But  six  months  after  the  armistice 
one  is  tempted  to  doubt  the  efficiency, 
the  capacity,  the  ability  of  a government 
in  Pans  to  undertake  and  carry  through 
reconstruction  in  the  invaded  depart- 
ments. Students  of  democratic  institu- 
tions are  watching  with  keen  interest 
the  problems  that  nave  arisen.  The  doc- 
trine of  state  control  of  industries  is 
being  tested.  Is  there  a feeling  of  soli- 
darity in  the  nation?  Are  the  people  as 
a whole  willing  to  make  sacrifices  for  the 
common  weal?  Is  it  possible  for  a highly 
centralized  democracy  to  cope  with  the 
difficulties  of  certain  categories  of  citi- 
zens, especially  when  those  citizens  be- 
long to  a restricted  portion  of  the  state? 
Or  must  the  north  be  allowed  a free  hand 
in  working  out  its  own  salvation,  with 
only  limited  dependence  upon,  and  lim- 
ited expectation  of,  aid  from  the  rest 
of  the  nation?  Decentralization,  a 
large  measure  of  local  autonomy,  power 
of  initiative  left  in  the  hands  of  mu- 
nicipalities and  communes,  seem  nec- 
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essary  in  order  that  “these  bones  rise 
again.” 

In  1915  the  Ministry  of  the  Interior 
established  a special  department  to 
study  the  needs  and  look  after  the  inter- 
ests of  the  invaded  regions.  The  pre- 
rogatives of  bureaucracy  were  en- 
croached upon.  A howl  went  up.  Soon 
the  services  of  this  department  were  dis- 
tributed among  the  Ministries  of  Public 
Works,  Agriculture,  and  Commerce. 
When  Hindenburg  executed  his  “genial 
retreat,”  resulting  in  the  liberation  of  a 
hundred  communes,  the  preparations  of 
the  government  proved  of  no  practical 
value.  So  reconstruction  interests  were 
once  more  grouped  under  a new  Minis- 
try, called  the  Ministry  of  the  Blockade 
and  of  the  Liberated  Regions.  In  the 
autumn  of  1918  the  Germans  began 
their  retreat  from  Flanders.  Govern- 
ment preparations  again  proved  inade- 
quate. Tnere  was  chaos.  None  was  re- 
sponsible. Every  problem  was  referred 
to  some  other  bureau.  After  the  armis- 
tice, the  Ministry  of  Armament  was  re- 
organized into  the  Ministry  of  Industrial 
Reconstruction,  with  a limited  field 
which  touched  the  north  only  in  part. 
At  the  end  of  1918  reconstruction  ques- 
tions were  intrusted  to  a Commission 
Inter-Ministerielle , with  representatives 
of  the  Presidents  du  Conseil  and  the 
Ministries  of  the  Liberated  Regions, 
War,  Public  Works,  Agriculture,  Indus- 
trial Reconstruction,  Commerce  and 
Finance.  Premier  Clemenceau  appointed 
as  president  of  this  commission  an  emi- 
nent Frenchman  who  had  been  urging 
its  creation  for  more  than  three  years! 

To  assure  the  transformation  and  con- 
tinued activity  of  factories  which  worked 
for  the  Ministry  of  War,  the  Ministry  of 
Industrial  Reconstruction  was  granted  a 
credit  of  two  billion  francs.  Monsieur 
Loucheur,  under  whose  guidance  French 
industry  intensified  its  production  dur- 
ing the  war,  is  using  this  money  for  ships, 
locomotives  and  rolling-stock,  agricultu- 
ral machinery,  fertilizers,  and  the  dif- 
ferent machines  and  materials  needed  to 
reconstruct  the  invaded  regions.  But,  as 
two  birds  must  be  killed  with  one  stone, 
the  orders  are  given  wholly  to  French 
factories  on  French  soil.  Part  of  the 
money  goes  to  plants  created  by  the 
state  during  the  war,  and  part  to  enter- 
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prises  that  worked  in  connection  with 
the  former  Ministry  of  Armament.  The 

Srvemment  had  built  an  arsenal  at 
oaaioe  for  cannon  and  shells,  and  a 
plant  at  Bourges  for  explosives.  The 
former  will  repair  old  and  construct  new 
railway  rolling-stock,  and  the  latter  will 
make  chemical  fertilizers.  Private  fac- 
tories which  furnished  wood  for  aero- 
planes have  been  given  orders  for  doors 
and  window-frames  and  shingles.  Tele- 
graph and  telephone  material  is  ex- 
pected to  be  produced  by  factories  which 
made  aeroplane  motors.  The  new  Min- 
istry ha6  authority  to  distribute  indem- 
nities, to  import  raw  materials,  to  allot 
labor  supply,  and  to  apportion  transpor- 
tation. 

It  is  admitted,  that  the  idea  is  a good 
one,  and  that  state  aid  is  necessary  to 
tiii»  industry  over  the  critical  period  of 
cessation  of  wax  work  and  demobiliza- 
tion. The  state  must  also  control  trans- 
portation and  importation  of  raw  ma- 
terials. But  public  opinion  fears  waste 
of  money,  new  burdens  upon  taxpayers, 
discouragement  of  individual  enterprise, 
and,  above  all,  the  crystallization  of 
state  control.  Critics  are  legion  to  point 
out  the  difficulties.  One  cannot  pick  up 
a newspaper  without  seeing  an  article 
protesting  against  the  Ministry  of  In- 
dustrial Reconstruction.  Since  large  in- 
vestments must  be  made  for  new  ma- 
chinery, will  not  the  extension  of  state 
industrialism,  justified  during  the  war 
by  considerations  of  national  defense* 
tend  to  become  permanent?  Will  pri- 
vate factories  get  their  share  of  the  or- 
ders? Will  not  the  state,  backed  by 
public  money,  compete  with  private  in- 
dustrial establishments?  If  there  is  over- 
production, the  state  will  be  tempted  to 
forbid  competition.  If  there  is  increase 
in  the  cost  of  production,  the  state  will 
he  tempted  to  regulate  prices,  or  lose 
public  rands  in  trying  to  compete  with 
private  enterprises  and  foreigners.  The 
hands  in  state  establishments  need  a 
•period  of  apprenticeship,  which  wiH 
cause  great  delay  in  turning  out  the 
products  sorely  needed.  The  Ministry  of 
Industrial  Reconstruction  is  attempting 
to  solve  industrial  problems  of  the  whole 
of  France  at  the  expense  of  sacrificing 
the  immediate  and  pressing  necessities  of 
the  north.  Are  the  manufacturers  of  the 


north  to  be  made  to  wait  for  their  ma- 
chinery and  the  people  of  the  north  for 
their  homes  in  order  to  safeguard  the 
industrial  interests  of  other  regions, 
which  have  been  fostered  and  developed 
-during  the  past  five  years  through  the 
misfortunes  of  the  north? 

The  policy  of  the  French  government 
in  regard  to  the  use  of  imported  mer- 
chandise in  the  reconstruction  of  north- 
ern France  is  already  unmistakably 
defined.  There  is  going  to  be  no  com- 
petition between  French  and  foreign- 
manufactured  articles  in  France.  Fol- 
lowing the  example  of  other  belliger- 
ents, the  French  government  has  been 
requiring  importation  licenses  for  all 
goods  brought  into  the  country.  The 
reasons  for  controlling  importations  dur- 
ing the  war  were  sound.  Precious  trans- 
portation facilities  had  to  be  reserved 
for  articles  of  absolute  necessity,  and 
purchases  abroad  were  limited  in  order 
to  prevent  the  depreciation  of  the  franc 
in  foreign  exchanges.  Until  peace  is 
signed,  war  legislation  holds.  After 
peace  is  signed,  it  is  certain  that  pressure 
will  be  brought  to  bear  to  protect  French 
industry  by  levying  high  import  duties. 

But  the  Lille  automobile  manufact- 
urer said,  “ 1919  is  the  crucial  year.” 
In  half  a dozen  industrial  centers  of  the 
north  I received  confirmation  of  this 
opinion  from  men  in  every  line  of  pro- 
duction. All  fear  the  influence  of  five 
years  of  lost  markets  upon  their  home 
and  foreign  trade.  They  feel  that  if  they 
do  not  get  back  to  their  normal  produc- 
tion quickly,  they  will  find  closed  doors 
— at  home  as  well  as  abroad. 

The  five  departments  of  northern 
France  produced  three  - fourths  of 
“France’s  coke  and  one-fourth  of  France’s 
steel,  most  of  which  was  transformed 
into  manufactured  articles  on  the  spot. 
The  woolen  industry,  at  Roubaix,  Tour- 
coing,  Cambrai,  Sedan,  and  Rheims 
disputed  with  silk  the  first  rank  in 
France’s  foreign  commerce.  Since  80 
per  cent,  of  woolen  weaving  was  in  the 
north,  and  the  north  furnished  the  other 
20  per  cent,  of  raw  materials,  French 
woolen  cloth  has  practically  disap- 

? eared  from  Paris  markets.  Most  of 
ranee’s  linen  was  spun  at  Armentieres, 
Lille,  Bailie ul,  Comines,  Cambrai,  and 
Valenciennes;  of  her  cotton  at  Roubaix, 
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Tourcoing,  Lille,  Saint  - Quentin,  and 
Amiens.  The  Pas  de  Calais  was  famous 
for  its  linen  and  cotton  lace.  Among 
other  products  were  pottery,  glass,  ana 
chemicals.  The  Department  du  Nord 
alone  had  an  industrial  production  of 
four  billion  francs  annually  before  the 
war,  of  which  two  and  a half  billions 
were  in  textile  industries. 

In  considering  the  problem  of  indus- 
trial reconstruction,  too  much  emphasis 
cannot  be  laid  upon  the  fact  that  the 
textile  industry  of  the  north  was  not  a 
phenomenon  of  the  nineteenth  century, 
and  consequently  did  not  owe  its  pre- 
eminent situation  to  the  nearness  of  coal. 
Roubaix,  Tourcoing,  Courtrai,  Armen- 
tieres,  Valenciennes,  Cambrai,  and  Ca- 
teau  were  famous  for  their  textile  ex- 
ports as  early  as  the  fifteenth  century. 
Flanders  was  the  richest  and  most  popu- 
lous country  of  Europe  during  the  Mid- 
dle Ages.  Its  woolen,  linen,  and  cotton 
cloth  are  the  development  of  ten  gen- 
erations. The  wealtn  of  France’s  north- 
ern departments  was  in  the  skill  and 
number  of  the  artisans.  All  of  France’s 
weavers  of  fine  cloth  were  settled  there. 
Within  a radius  of  fifty  miles  of  Lille 
one  found  three-quarters  of  France’s 
skilled  workmen  for  five  industries, 
more  than  half  for  thirteen,  and  more 
than  a third  for  twenty-three.  Fecun- 
dity and  the  handing  down  of  traditions 
and  knowledge  on  the  part  of  the  arti- 
sans, and  bold  use  of  capital  and  credit 
on  the  part  of  the  manufacturers,  made 
the  north  supreme  in  F rench  industry. 

The  first  thought,  then,  of  the  manu- 
facturers of  the  north  is  to  prevent 
organic  ruin  through  the  loss  of  skilled 
workmen.  The  only  way  this  can  be 
done  is  to  start  factories  immediately. 
They  cannot  afford  to  wait  for  ma- 
chinery and  raw  materials.  Otherwise, 
the  emigration  that  has  already  started 
will  continue. 

On  the  eve  of  his  first  departure  from 
America,  President  Wilson  spoke  to 
Congress  about  the  obligation  of  the 
world  toward  the  regions  that  suffered 
from  the  German  invasion.  His  specific 
mention  of  the  necessity  of  granting 
commercial  favors  during  the  period  of 
reconstruction  is  deeply  appreciated  in 
northern  France.  But  months  have 
passed  since  then,  and  nothing  definite 


has  been  proposed  on  either  side  of  the 
Atlantic  for  the  restoration  of  French 
and  Belgian  industries.  The  Peace  Con- 
ference has  lost  itself  in  a maze  of  prob- 
lems relating  to  the  past  and  future  of 
mankind.  In  the  mean  time,  a hundred 
miles  from  Paris,  a tragedy  is  being 
enacted  which  may  affect  more  pro- 
foundly than  treaties  the  new  European 
equilibrium.  The  morale  of  the  people  of 
the  liberated  regions,  which  resisted 
superbly  during  four  years  of  German 
occupation,  is  being  undermined  by 
forced  unemployment  and  by  the  feeling 
that  others  are  taking  advantage  of  their 
misfortunes — more  subtle  forces  of  de* 
moralization  than  invasion  and  exile. 

A Lillois  put  the  situation  to  me  in  this 
way:  “In  other  parts  of  France,  fac- 
tories prospered  during  the  war.  As 
their  products  were  for  war  purposes, 
they  were  allowed  to  keep  some  or  their 
personnel  and  the  rest  was  gradually  de- 
mobilized. They  received  subsidies  from 
the  government  and  enjoyed  special 
transportation  facilities.  Ever  since 
1914  they  have  been  employing  our  de- 
mobilized and  refugee  artisans.  To-day 
our  engineers,  foremen,  and  skilled  work- 
men are  bound  elsewhere  by  contracts 
and  by  not  having  jobs  here  to  return  to. 
It  would  be  enough  for  us  to  contend,  at 
the  beginning  of  the  reconstruction  era, 
with  famine  and  high  prices  and  the 
delays  in  getting  started  arising  from  re- 
building, restocking,  and  gathering  to- 
gether again  our  working  forces.  But  we 
nave  the  opposition  of  our  own  country- 
men who  are  not  interested  in  seeing  us 
get  on  our  feet.  We  do  not  succeed  in 
securing  permits  to  import  machinery 
from  abroad.  Why?  Because,  having 
lost  war  orders,  manufacturers  of  cen- 
tral and  southern  France  want  the  mo- 
nopoly of  making  new  machines  for  us. 
They  even  refuse  to  admit  that  we  have 
a right  to  priority  in  the  importation  and 
transportation  of  raw  materials.  The 
anxiety  of  the  government  seems  to  be 
confined  to  sustaining  the  activity  and 
expansion  of  the  manufacturers  who 
reaped  rich  rewards  during  the  war.” 

A year  ago,  in  the  darkest  days  of  the 
advance  on  Paris,  I was  lecturing  in  one 
of  the  large  steel-plants  of  the  Loire  In* 
ferieure.  The  chief  engineer  was  a refu 
gee  from  northern  France.  He  was  no 
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pessimistic  about  the  war,  for  he  felt 
that  Germany  was  at  the  end  of  her 
rope.  He  predicted  an  internal  collapse 
of  Germany  in  the  autumn  of  1918,  no 
matter  what  her  military  situation  might 
be  at  the  time.  But  he  was  exceedingly 
pessimistic  about  the  post-bellum  rela- 
tions between  the  invaded  regions  and 
the  rest  of  F ranee.  He  told  me  that  the 
government  had  no  reconstruction  pol- 
icy, and  that  failure  to  take  immediate 
measures  for  the  relief  of  the  north 
would  be  as  disastrous  to  the  nation  as 
a whole  as  to  the  invaded  regions. 

“I  do  not  go  so  far  as  to  predict  civil 
war,”  he  said.  “That  would  be  absurd 
as  well  as  impossible.  But  I do  say  that 
the  most  deplorable  result  of  this  war  for 
France  is  likely  to  be  the  creation  of  ill- 
feeling  on  the  part  of  the  north  toward 
the  rest  of  France  which  will  weaken 
seriously  the  solidarity  of  the  French 
nation.” 

At  the  Peace  Conference,  the  French 
insist  upon  the  right  to  the  special  con- 
sideration of  their  allies.  They  say  that 
they  have  borne  the  brunt  of  the  war, 
have  made  the  greatest  sacrifices,  are 
exposed  to  the  greatest  dangers  and 
handicaps  in  the  post-bellum  period. 
Not  only  for  their  own  sake,  but  for  the 
common  cause,  are  not  the  French  justi- 
fied in  asking  for  favored  treatment  ? The 
war  is  not  yet  won,  and  a strong  France 
emerging  from  the  Peace  Conference  is 
essential  to  prevent  Germany  from  win- 
ning the  war.  However,  it  is  equally  im- 
portant forthe  F rench  government  to  real- 
ize in  turn  the  justice  of  exactly  the  same 
daim  to  special  consideration  that  comes 
from  its  citizens  of  the  invaded  regions. 
What  France  has  been  in  the  Entente 
Alliance,  northern  France  has  been  in  the 
French  Republic.  The  north  must  face 
competition  with  new  factories  created 
in  other  parts  of  France,  and  with  the 
intact  and  admirably  equipped  factories 
of  Alsace-Lorraine,  in  a country  of  sta- 
tionary population,  which  means  sta- 
tionary consumption.  The  north  has 
lost  foreign  markets.  Great  Britain  now 
produces  all  the  articles  formerly  manu- 
factured in  northern  France  and  can 
supply  them  at  home  and  abroad  at 
lower  prices.  For  the  time  being  Ger- 
man markets  are  lost,  and  in  attempting 
to  recover  them  northern  France  will 


have  the  competition  of  Alsace-Lorraine. 
Japan  is  looking  after  the  Far  East. 
South  America  is  learning  to  buy  from 
the  United  States.  A Lille  newspaper 
said  recently  that  three  nightmares  were 
haunting  the  sleep  of  the  manufacturers 
of  the  north:  inability  to  recreate  indus- 
tries soon  enough  to  prevent  organic 
ruin;  a new  catastrophe,  when  produc- 
tion is  resumed,  through  a lowering  of 

[irices  or  overproduction;  trouble  with 
abor,  which  is  likely  to  spread  all  over 
France. 

Northerners  believe  that  the  speedy 
restoration  of  their  industries  is  the  most 
vital  task  of  reconstruction,  which 
should  take  precedence  for  the  moment 
over  rebuilding  cities  and  aiding  agri- 
culture. For  organic  ruin  is  imminent. 
The  communities  of  artisans  are  the 
precious  heritage  of  centuries.  If  they 
are  allowed  to  scatter,  the  revenues  upon 
which  France  is  counting  for  recuperat- 
ing her  finances  will  not  materialize. 
The  manufacturers  of  the  north  protest 
against  the  narrow  viewpoint  of  prac- 
tically all  outsiders,  who  conceive  the  re- 
construction of  northern  France  in  terms 
of  brick  and  stone,  cement  and  wood.  In 
talks  with  those  who  do  not  see  the  prob- 
lems of  the  north  from  the  chair*  of  a 
functionary  in  a Paris  Ministry  or 
through  the  eyes  of  one  who  has  made 
a two  days’  trip  in  the  devastated  re- 
gions, I have  gathered  the  following 
conditions  of  renascence: 

I.  State  aid  to  restore  credits.  Without 
waiting  for  the  Germans  to  pay,  the 
state  must  advance  indemnities  suffi- 
cient for  rebuilding  and  repairing,  re- 
placing machinery,  restocking  in  raw 
materials,  and  carrying  wages  until  re- 
turns come  in  from  articles  marketed. 

2.  Exceptions  for  the  north  in  the  appli- 
cation of  administrative  regulations.  The 
exception  the  north  asks  for  most  in- 
sistently at  the  present  moment  is  waiv- 
ing the  principle  of  demobilization  by 
classes.  The  north  demands  the  release 
from  the  army  of  artisans,  miners,  and 
fathers  of  families  of  the  northern  de- 
partments, irrespective  of  age.  Follow 
the  suspension  of  the  income  and  other 
state  taxes,  the  modification  of  tariff 
duties  and  import  and  export  regula- 
tions, in  favor  of  the  north.  Northerners 
point  out  also  the  unfairness  of  uniform 
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rules,  which  apply  equally  to  them,  in 
regard  to  the  allotment  of  transportation 
ana  the  distribution  of  imported  raw 
materials. 

3.  A separate  administrative  regime  for 
all  the  invaded  regions  during  the  period 
of  reconstruction.  Flanders,  Artois,  Pi- 
cardy, Champagne,  and  Lorraine  are 
distinct  provinces,  with  different  needs 
and  different  characteristics.  During 
the  years  of  recuperation  and  readjust- 
ment each  province  must  enjoy  an 
autonomy  that  is  not  possible  under  the 
administrative  system  of  present-day 
France,  with  its  artificial  departmental 
limits,  each  department  depending  upon 
Paris  and  having  to  conform  to  the  gen- 
eral laws,  decrees,  and  regulations  en- 
acted for  all  of  France.  At  the  same 
time,  the  five  provinces  have  many  in- 
terests in  common,  owing  to  the  privi- 
leged position  they  hope  to  have  during 
the  reconstruction  period.  They  ask, 
therefore,  to  be  allowed  to  deal  with  the 
various  branches  of  the  government  at 
Paris  through  an  intermediate  regional 
administration  centered  at  Lille. 

4.  Special  and  distinct  provisions,  na>- 
tional  and  international,  in  regard  ta 
commerce  and  tariffs.  France,  in  her 
customs  duties,  must  favor  the  indus- 
tries of  the  north.  In  treaties  of  com- 
merce and  tariff  regulations,  Allied  coun- 
tries should  waive  restrictions  concern- 
ing exports  and  imports  intended  for  and 
coming  from  the  north  of  France  until 
the  invaded  regions  are  on  their  feet. 

It  must  not  be  forgotten  that  only  a 
portion  of  the  invaded  regions  was  de- 
stroyed in  the  physical  sense  of  the  word. 
With  the  exception  of  Rheims,  the  nucleus 
of  industrial  life  could  be  re-established 
everywhere  without  waiting  for  the  re- 
building of  homes.  Work  is  the  magnet 
that  draws  men  to  cities.  After  one  gets 
a job,  he  looks  for  a home.  It  is  putting 
the  cart  before  the  horse  to  plan  and 
carry  out  a wholesale  program  of  recon- 
struction of  cities  and  towns  until  means 
of  livelihood  are  safeguarded  to  those 
who  remained  during  the  cataclysm  and 
assured  to  those  invited  to  return.  Who- 
ever has  lived  through  an  earthquake  or 
fire  or  struggle  between  armies  knows 
how  tenaciously  human  beings  cling  to 
the  place  where  they  earn  their  daily 
bread.  One  finds  shelter  somehow  where 


he  has  work.  The  best  elements  of  a 
population  do  not  flee  before  danger  and 
a shortage  of  food.  Unemployment  and 
lack  of  opportunity  to  get  ahead  in  the 
world,  however,  drive  very  quickly  from 
a community  the  workers  of  real  eco- 
nomic value.  More  than  once  I have 
seen  the  order  to  evacuate  a town  meet 
with  stubborn  resistance  on  the  part  of 
people  whose  homes  were  being  shelled 
and  destroyed.  The  same  type  of  urban 
population,  which  did  not  flee  before  the 
Germans,  is  now  leaving  cities  of  north- 
ern France  of  its  own  initiative. 

Agricultural  reconstruction  goes  hand 
in  hand  with  industrial  reconstruction* 
Cereals  and  meat  can  be  sent  into  the 
north.  But  until  local  agriculture  is  in 
a position  to  furnish  potatoes,  green 
vegetables,  fruits,  and  dairy  products, 
high  prices  and  the  lack  of  a well- 
rounded  food  diet  will  affect  economic 
and  health  conditions  in  industrial  com- 
munities. More  than  this,  the  sugar  and 
linen  industries  are  dependent  upon  local 
production  of  beets  and  flax.  Before  the 
war  northern  France  had  a quarter  of  a 
million  acres  sown  in  flax.  Since  the 
flax  of  Pomerania  and  Russia  is  not 
likely  to  come  into  the  market  again  for 
several  years,  this  raw  material  is  an 
indispensable  asset. 

In  the  strip  of  territory  from  the 
North  Sea  to  Switzerland,  where  the 
armies  faced  each  other  during  the  years 
of  trench  warfare,  much  of  the  land  is 
dead.  The  problem  of  bringing  it  to  life 
again  will  take  a long  time  to  solve. 
Returning  it  to  cultivation  cannot  be 
undertaken  by  its  owners.  The  state 
must  bear  the  expense  of  clearing  it,  of 
filling  in  the  trenches  and  shell-holes,  of 
fertilization  and  reforestation.  There 
must  be  military  supervision  of  this 
work,  for  unexploded  shells  and  hand- 
grenades  are  likely  to  be  turned  up  in 
any  held  through  which  or  near  which 
the  trenches  ran.  The  strain  was  severe, 
also,  upon  the  forests  and  farms  through- 
out the  provinces  occupied  by  the  Ger- 
mans. Fields  were  plowed  constantly, 
sowed  without  manure,  and  used  for  in- 
tensive production  of  the  same  crops. 
They  are  exhausted,  and  need  to  lie  fal- 
low for  a while.  Since  fertilization  out  of 
proportion  to  the  gain  from  the  yield  is 
required  for  at  least  hve  years,  the  gov- 
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eminent  will  have  to  provide  the  farmers 
with  fertilizers.  There  is  nothing  hap- 
hazard about  location  and  extent  of  for- 
ests in  France.  The  situation  and  pro- 
portion of  wooded  lands  could  not  be 
allowed  to  change  without  affecting 
water-supply  and  climate.  Nothing  is 
more  imperative  than  the  reconstruction 
of  forests  under  state  guidance. 

The  pillage  by  the  Huns  of  farms  was 
scarcely  less  thorough  than  that  of  fac- 
tories. The  invaders  made  a clean 
sweep  of  agricultural  machinery,  farm 
implements,  copper  kitchen  utensils, 
bedding,  horses,  live  stock,  poultry,  and 
seed.  In  the  first  renewal  of  the  armis- 
tice, Marshal  Foch  added  the  delivery 
of  agricultural  machinery  to  the  deliv- 
ery of  locomotives  and  rolling-stock  pro- 
vided for  in  the  original  armistice.  I 
suppose  he  did  not  go  farther  in  demand- 
ing the  return  of  stolen  property  only 
because  what  the  Germans  took  from 
the  farmers  of  the  north  had  ceased  to 
exist.  The  delegates  on  the  Armistice 
Commission  at  Spa,  as  well  as  the  peace 
delegates  at  Paris,  have  been  warned  not 
to  try  to  exact  the  pound  of  flesh.  But  is 
the  criticism  that  France  wants  to  take 
advantage  of  Germany’s  helplessness 
justified?  If  France  does  not  secure 
restitution  from  Germany,  she  will  have 
to  devise  some  measures — and  without 
delay — to  furnish  those  who  were  robbed 
with  means  of  subsistence  and  produc- 
tion. The  estimate  of  a competent  au- 
thority that  the  failure  to  plow  land  in 
February  and  March,  1919,  will  result 
in  the  loss  of  two  billions  of  francs  throws 
light  upon  the  attitude  of  the  French 
delegates. 

A year  before  the  end  of  the  war,  con- 
tractors and  builders  presented  a memo- 
randum to  the  government  suggesting 
reconstruction  measures  that  should  be 
decided  upon  in  advance.  They  pointed 
out  that  as  soon  as  the  armistice  was 
signed,  skilled  workers  in  building  trades 
and  their  employers  should  be  released 
from  military  service;  factories  working 
for  war  material  should  be  ready  to  de- 
vote their  energies  to  replacing  what  was 
destroyed;  and  the  privilege  of  priority 
in  transport,  given  to  war  material  dur- 
ing hostilities,  should  automatically 
be  accorded  to  reconstruction  material. 
The  category  of  “skilled  workers  in 


building  trades  and  their  employers” 
should  include  all  workers  in  wood, 
stone,  and  cement.  Cannon-  and  shell- 
factories  should  be  ready  to  turn  out 
rolling-stock  and  auto-trucks,  iron  gird- 
ers, bridges,  and  machinery  for  the 
factories  in  the  north.  Adequate  pro- 
duction of  agricultural  machinery  could 
be  assured  only  by  the  manufacture  of 
uniform  types  m series.  The  state  must 
have  ready  a plan  to  recruit  an  army  of 
builders  and  carpenters  and  masons,  and 
to  house  and  feed  reconstruction  work- 
ers. But  in  spite  of  numerous  bureaus 
and  commissions,  nothing  was  done 
along  these  lines.  The  cessation  of  hos- 
tilities found  the  government  unpre- 
pared to  grapple  with  the  problem  of 
rebuilding  in  the  devastated  areas.  The 
government  is  being  bitterly  criticized 
now  for  lack  of  foresight,  and  for  the  slow 
progress  made  since  the  armistice.  One 
must  not  forget,  however,  that  it  was 
still  nip  and  tuck  for  France  during  the 
last  year  of  the  war — perhaps  more  so 
than  in  the  earlier  years.  Victory  was  a 
miracle  in  itself.  Was  it  reasonable  to 
expect  another  miracle — the  change 
overnight  to  reconstruction  with  unim- 
paired energy  and  ability? 

An  experimental  stage  in  reconstruc- 
tion has  been  inevitable.  However  press- 
ing the  needs,  actual  progress  could 
hardly  have  been  expected  during  the 
first  winter  of  liberation.  Divergence  of 
opinion  was  bound  to  arise,  and  govern- 
mental machinery  to  break  down.  Af- 
ter catastrophes,  the  indifference  and 
apathy  of  those  who  have  not  suffered, 
and  the  desire  of  ghouls  of  all  classes  of 
society  to  take  advantage  of  the  mis- 
fortunes of  others  always  come  to  the 
surface.  On  the  other  hand,  the  prob- 
lems of  reconstruction  are  clearer  than 
they  were  a priori.  Wrong  methods  and 
impracticable  schemes,  which  threatened 
to  waste  time  and  money  and  divert 
energy,  are  discredited.  What  the 
French  did  not  know  when  the  armistice 
was  signed  they  know  now.  They  are 
ready  to  do  their  own  part  in  binding  up 
the  wounds  of  their  brothers  of  the 
north  and  in  nursing  them  through  the 
period  of  convalescence  back  to  health. 
They  are  ready  to  accept  and  direct  the 
loving  aid  offered  by  friends  of  France 
in  other  countries.  On  March  8th,  at  a 
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meeting  of  the  Union  des  Grandes  Asso- 
ciations Franfaisesy  M.  Deschanel,  of 
the  French  Academy,  who  is  president 
of  the  Chamber  of  Deputies,  said : “The 
inhabitants  of  our  invaded  departments 
wonder  whether  the  rest  of  France  and 
foreigners  realize  what  has  really  taken 
place.”  The  challenge  in  these  words 
was  answered.  By  a unanimous  vote, 
the  representatives  of  the  national  or- 
ganizations declared  the  responsibility 
of  the  rest  of  France  in  the  matter  of 
reconstruction,  and  the  solidarity  of  the 
rest  of  France  with  the  northern  prov- 
inces. 

The  provinces  devastated  by  the  Ger- 
mans have  the  right  to  look  to  France 
and  not  to  Germany  for  financing  their 
rehabilitation.  The  reparation  for  her 
crimes  Germany  owes  to  France  as  a 
whole.  It  is  the  business  of  the  French 
government  to  collect  damages  from 
Germany.  But  the  restoration  of  north- 
ern F ranee  should  not  depend  upon  when 
and  how  much  indemnity  is  paid.  As 
France  did  not  succeed  in  defending  the 
integrity  of  her  territory,  every  French- 
man must  recognize  the  debt  of  honor  he 
owes  personally  to  the  invaded  regions, 
and  assent  to  the  sacrifices  necessary  to 
finance  reconstruction.  The  considera- 
tion of  interest  enters  into  the  question 
also.  Upon  the  rapid  rehabilitation  of 
the  north  depends  the  recuperation — 
political,  economic,  social — of  F ranee. 

Eor  months  after  the  liberation  of  the 
north,  the  provinces  remained  in  the 
zone  of  the  armies,  subjected  to  military 
administration.  The  result  was  com- 
plete paralysis.  Not  until  municipal  and 
communal  authority  was  re-established 
did  the  work  of  reconstruction  begin. 
The  new  plan  adopted  by  the  govern- 
ment is  to  divide  the  northern  depart- 
ments into  districts,  each  autonomous, 
with  the  privilege  of  recruiting  its  own 
workers  and  with  control  of  its  own 
transportation.  How  and  when  and 
whether  this  or  that  town  or  village  or 
this  or  that  building  in  the  town  or  vil- 
lage is  to  be  rebuilt  will  be  decided  upon 
by  the  people  of  each  community.  Is 
not  this  the  only  way?  Of  the  102,000 
buildings  destroyed  by  the  Germans, 
considerably  less  than  one-half  of  1 per 
cent,  were  built  or  owned  by  the  French 


government.  If  the  09 per  cent,  are 
to  rise  from  their  ashes,  it  will  be  by 
individual,  corporative,  and  communal 
effort. 

The  heart  of  the  world  has  been 
touched  by  the  misery  of  northern 
France.  Two  continents  share  the  ea- 
gerness to  aid  in  reconstruction.  French 
cities  which  did  not  suffer  from  the  Ger- 
man invasion  have  adopted  cities  of  the 
north  as  fi.llev.ls.  The  idea  was  taken  up 
in  Allied  countries,  especially  in  the 
United  States.  My  American  readers 
often  write  to  me,  asking  how  they  can 
help  France.  No  letter  has  touched  me 
more  deeply  than  one  from  a father 
whose  only  son  was  killed  in  the  advance 
from  the  Marne  to  the  Vesle.  He  was 
ready  to  reconstruct,  at  his  own  expense, 
the  town  in  which  his  son  fell.  He  named 
a place  of  less  than  a thousand  inhab- 
itants, the  rebuilding  of  which  I found 
would  cost  about  two  million  dollars. 
But  in  this  case,  as  in  all  others,  recon- 
struction could  not  be  undertaken  en 
bloc.  In  co-operation  with  the  com- 
munal authorities,  the  American  father 
might  rebuild  the  mairie,  the  school,  the 
fountains,  the  lavoir,  or  the  church. 
Homes  and  shops  and  local  industries — 
these  depend  upon  the  needs  of  the  com- 
munity, which  may  be  entirely  changed. 
Only  the  people  of  each  community  caa 
do  their  rebuilding — and  in  their  own 
way. 

Ossa  ista  resurgent?  Perhaps,  after  all, 
we  must  say  with  the  priest,  Domine,  tv 
scis.  For  the  answer  depends  upon  an 
unknown  factor,  the  will  of  the  people 
concerned.  The  illustration  of  the 
cathedral  at  Soissons,  however,  is  sig- 
nificant. Our  part  in  the  reconstruction 
of  northern  France  is  to  make  the  neces- 
sary sacrifices,  as  governments  and  inr 
dividuals,  to  show  our  solidarity  with 
those  who  have  suffered  for  us.  We  can 
make  possible  reconstruction.  We  can 
smooth  the  path  for  and  strengthen 
those  who  are  called  upon  to  perform 
one  of  the  most  formidable  tasks  of  his- 
tory. At  the  least,  we  can  refrain  from 
discouraging  them  by  indifference  and 
inclination  to  profit  by  their  misfortunes. 
But,  when  all  is  said  and  done,  the  re- 
construction of  northern  France  depends 
upon  the  people  of  northern  France. 
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Mr,  Blue,  Kidnapper 

BY  MURIEL  HOWARD  STEELE 


'vCis-  an  Englishman, 
• and*  what  vvas  nidre,  lie 
| Itad  always  lived  in 
M I.  upland.,  His  days  he 
spent  on  the  other  side 

it  Vi  f;,f  ,(  (•o’iirvfi*r  ifi  litifes’v* 


,t  Counter  m Jaynes  s 
his  eve- 

nin$W!Ui  xh%.  j etd^'a'.'peit^d  and  red-uphol- 
stered parlor  of,  his  mothet'rs  bouss, 

Hie  y’as  ther^  at  least,  to  all  appear* 
ance*, .-1^ ; sihal^  roundish  body  fitting 
snugly  into  rhes-matl.  roundish  red  chair, 
arid  his  round  face  with  its  unfinished 
features  and  thick  spectacles  resting  on 
one  hand  whilt  the  other  upheld  an 
open  book. 

But  in  the  inner  and  truer  sense  he 
was  not  there,  and  he  was  not  he;  no, 
certainly  he  was  not  Mr.  William  Blue 
of  Jaynes’s.  In  those  hours  he  fared 
far,  staggering  athwart  the  East  which 
is  ‘‘east  of  Sije7,M  or  careening  through 
the  West  of . '■  Wiite&rd,  Ho!  armed,  as  a 
rule,  to  the  tet-tb,  and  generally  finished 
off  with  scented  notes,  bits  of  ribbon, 
and  wilted  Howery  . , . Often  during 
his  reading  he  was  compelled  to  tenapye 
his  spectacles,  dimmed  by  the  mists  of 
emotion,  and  clean  them  with  a little 
green  doth  before  he  could  continue. 
At  such  moments  His  thoughts  were  apt 
to  revert  with  a degree  «f  pity  to  his 
fellows  in  the  street  or  in  Jaynes’s 
jewelry-shop,  tight  Lmk  Islanders,  all 
of  them,  wirh  right  little  Workaday,  Sun- 
day, and  bank-holiday  minds.  And,  al- 
though Mr.  Blue  would  not  for  the 
world  have  thought  Irims^lf  aft  Intel-, 
lecceud  or  an  imaginari vc  sttob,  fie  could 
not  refrain  from  uttering  the  prayer,  of 
the  Pha  risee  before  he  returned  once 
more  into  the  glarftoui\i'iis  tr,isiSi?Fprint. 
He  was*  in.  short,  the  tiling  which  is 
sometimes  spoken  of  in.  novels  anil  bi- 
ographies. as  "an  incorrigible  romanti- 
cist. ” 

But  it  Was  not  imicn teertipisd  bliss  of 
an  evening.  At  promptly  a quarter  tp 
nine  his  mother  would  quaver  from  tjie 


red  sofa,  "Will  you  play  for  me,  Will- 
iam?” And  William  would,  sighing  as 
he  snatched  himself  from  half-way 
around  the  world.  Presently  the  strains 
of  “Nearer,  My  God.  to  Thee”  would 
float  out  upon  the  stuffy  air  of  the  par- 
lor. As  a vow  of  silence  had  been  taken 
hv  three  notes  of  the  old  square  piano, 
the  melody  was  occasionally  left  to  the 
imagination,  giving  the  dffeet  of  a "-infe-- 
mark  front which  the  important  words 
have  been  omitted.  But  his  mother  was 
pleased,  and  Mr.  Blue,  leaning  astig- 
matically  over  the  hymn-book,  was  glad 
that  she  was  pleased.  In  these  melodious 
half-hours,  however,  he  vvas  wont  to  Fall 
into  a state  of  gentle  melancholy;  some- 
times he  wondered  if  the  parr  of  his 
fellows  were  not  the  better  lot,  since 
they  could  be  contented  with  the  ad- 
ventures of  their  street  and  their  shop, 
while  his  desires  (so  far  as  he  could  see 
into  the  future)  were  destined  to  be 
satisfied  with  nothing  more  than  the 
dream  and  shadow  of  things  forever. 

How:  lijfle  Wt.  know?  One  day  Will- 
iam BlueV  opportunity  came  in  a man* 
ngt  abrupt*  lipexpected,  and  sad.  His 
(TJOthCf  wept  itome^  died,  to  be-  exact. 

. , Afer  a proper  season  of  grief  Mr. 

Blue  realised  that,  with  the  smallish  sum 
of  money  bequeathed  to  him,  together 
with  wljat  he  had  managed  to  lay  by, 
he  was  in  a position  nw  » delve  into 
romance  to  the.ey.tent  of  taking  a trip. 

He  yytuifd  have  liked  Greenland  or 
Slant  or  Peru,  or  the  island  of  Mada- 
gascar. The  stories  he  devoured  most 
eagerly  Were  the  yore  which  begin:  *‘I 
had  seen  him.  once  before  in  Peking,  and 
heard  a good  deal  of  him  in  Bolivia,  but 
did  not  really  come  ro  know  him  and  his 
sinister  history  till  that  stormy  day  in 
the  upper  Himalayas,  where  . . . etc.” 
The  people  he  fancied  were  always  turn- 
ing. up  in  Turkestan  after  being  lost  in 
Hindustan.  having  birthday's  in  Centra! 
Afro.;,  and  toothache  in  rhe  fastnesses  of 
Bulgaria,  As  lor  people  who  imagined 
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iqirTBl  fre 


trs.  the  gills,  in  a 
skin  canoe,  or  on 
the  t f e t:  c r i n g 
hump  of  a dfonte- 
Jury,  or  astride  a 
clambering  m n I e: 
v i.  f h bells.  . - . 

And  then  he  Count- 
ed his  money  for 
perhaps  the  tiivfen- 
e.".«  ftd'y 
sighing  deeply,  de- 
rided oti  Parts. 

And  so  within 
the  fortnight  Mr. 

Kl  n e and  Paris 
Vete  b o tv  i n g to 
rath  other.  In 
ti  is  roonr  at  the 
hotel  in  the  rue  le 
IVilet  ier,  where  he 
was  imprisphed  by 
the.  rain,  he  bad 

rime . $j$ 

and  resotvb.  if  he 
ivas  gorngrodo  the 
thing,  he  wasgoittg 
to  do  U.  thoroughly  ft  had  already  be- 
come evident  to  hint  Jh.it  certain  of' his. 
fa>ni^.:$.n'pht!irs::ti!3<t;  '**$*$  m 'T3e«pNb^t 
- it  • was  absohm-lv  )orjh‘»pit*le  for  an 
hngt.ishlnan,  tis  sorb,  to  rt-yi.4  in  wild 
adyetmnes  on  the  Omtineniy;  fh-  was 
expuetgd  to  limit  his  acmfotes  ny  visit ing 
picture-galleries  apd  drinking  tea.  i bis 
bei ng  tarnshki  ted  f N ueipg  of  the  racial 
bliss,  why  should  he  go  fait  her; 

11  he  bad  any  respect  for  romance 
then,  Mr.  Pine  could  not  !H  h n«ltsh;  in 
that  rase,  wbat f tlC'  examined  himself 


Tit  g r k 'yp  Pwj  he  '-JiTa  eou  hi 
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a good  time  had  been  enjoyed 

I by  ail  ift  ihe  French  capita)*:  ' 

VVho  has  said  that  adv«it- 
tittv  ictH  ttpt  come  to  him  who 
ietltt  it?  But  perhapsvAfpV . 

ipecial  dispensa  firm  from  die 
gods  of  romance.  Perhaps, 
•rff  after  all*  when  one has  served 

sh  humbly  and  so  lung  the 
novifiafe  of  tht-  little,  round, 
red-i*pfoi»t$rered  chair— Well, 
at.  any  rate!  • 

There  was  an  automobile. 
It  had  stopped  quite  close  to 
himv  detained  M'  cHe  traffic. 
On  the  door  of  the  car  rested 
a hand.  It  was  *t  vtotnan’s 
hand,  luminous,  my^feriousv 
compelling. . Mure tev#  jrthan 
any  hand  of  woman  he  had 
ever  seen.  (Prut  he  bad  seen  a 
good  number  of  them  in  his 
trade  of  rings  and  bracelets), 
shapely.  white,  bejeweled; 
yet  it  had  about  it  still  some 
inscrutable  aspect  t>f  power, 
Some  inexorable  witchery  of 
irrfeRgth  that  sent  its  fingers 
curving  axpund  the  watcher’s 
heart— even  as  they  curved 
ip  the  shimmenng;  gestu re 
that  beckoned  him  now — 
him,  William  Blue,,  actually 
’'pur  Mr»  BhieT  pf/Jaynes's 
— acyo^stfte)ghId%T  inter  vetv* 
ing  pavement.  Hy  was  there, 
Mr.  Blue  did  what  v<  as  obviously  the  beside  the  car,  WiiesttngHilwyesfifPrn  the 
iftst  thing  to  do;  he  dined,  at  a c aftk  allure-rrit-nt  of  that  hand,  he  lost  them 
restaurant  On  the  huwfpvSifilsi^Tfpm.^p.  •■s^yaigfityray  again  in  a giize  «u>rt  heaute* 
he  ehuse.  at.  'random  mid  with  no  inis  and  appealing  than  ever  he  had 
prophetic  forefinger,  and  made  his  eve-  known  it  wr,  the  printed  page— more 
m‘n|t  meal  pfr  Y3<iishes,Tfelefy4  swlad,  and  harassed  and  pleading  and  datE  With  a 
apricot  preserves.  He  also  rook  a lie* it  ' desperate  somnv,  He  tmrid  think  of 
wine  fijr  the  sate  of  ltical  color  afid  Was  nOtnirig  hut  to  seize  the  hand  and  ask 
socoewha  t cheered  fHeteby.  Before  he  the  eyes  to  command  him.;  And  hd  would 
was  .entirely  finished  he  took  | little  . Lave  done  this  but  for  the  fact  that  there 
tnore,  and  w^is  a little  mure y.  . a man  with  her,  a large,  stjuare- 

Tn  this  mood  Mr.  Ohio tve.m  to  let  ! faced  man  who  was  already  turning 
better  a honr  his  fart:  Now  that  Peru  around. 

and  Greenland  w'ere  done  for,  fit-  began  And  then,  the  ear  was  gone,  .swiftly, 
to  suspect  chat  perhaps;  jPjois  was  not  so  but  not  So  ssyiAiy  that  Mr.  Bine' did  nur. 
rti»,moK»nPiis  a city  bpt  Tfiiit  one  might  catch  •anoyht  r last  gesture  of  that  white 
enjoy  life  there  fpr  .<  Immed  lime.  In-  despair.  • . And  now  he  could  thank  the 
deed,  as  h£  roamed  tfifc  ht’Urs  he  had  spent  -at  the  feet'  of  thy 

Itouh-viii'dsv  lie  found  himself  ret cdh  r ting  rornanr-cisrs,  for  lie  had.  learned  Ins  it  s 
a number  of  <ooru->  in  had  read  in  which  son  well.  1 failing  a taxi,  he  sprang  into 


he  ‘.AW  tiidt  LirrEo  BOpitv 
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it  and  shouted  to  eh*  driver  to  pursue 
the  vanishing  vehicle. 

Mr.  Blue  sank  back  in  the  gloom  of 
the  car,  his  heart  aqmvfcr.  He  took  off 
his  glasses  and  wiped  theni  tvith  the 
little  green  cloth;  next  be  ' gave  some 
attention  to  his  straggling  forelock  and 
touched  his  flowing  tie  and  thought  of 
his  boots.  They  were 
French  boors,  artistic 
boor*-,  but  they  hurt  his 
feet.  They  hurt  them  so  ■ y. 

•hadlv.lndeed,  that  he  was 
upon  tht ■:  point  of  groan-  - $53* 

ing  when  the  cab  stopped 
with  a jolt  and  fetr  folffid  :■  - dfraBH 
himself  precipitating  j0M 

upon  the  sidewalk.  ’ 'M 

And  there  he  saw  her, 
and  her  hands.  She  was 
just  alighting  with  the  , 
gentleman.  She  moved  ■ 
in  a rosy  cloud  which 
might  have,  been  an  eve- 
ning  wrap.  Her  hands, 
glimmering  in  the  sub- 
dued light  of  rbe  street, 
toyed  with  king  gloves — 
gloves  which  Mr.  Blue  ; 

would  have  purchased 
with  a Icing’s  ransom  had  Jf 

he  been  m a posmoq  to  . ’L|  i 


quite  out  of  face,  he  was  turning  away. 
But  no!  Wait!  And  then  his  heart  was 
climbing  once  more.  For  no  matter 
where  her  arms  were,  he  saw  of  a sudden 
that  the  lady  in  the  shadow  had  fixed 
her  eyes  upon  hirm  he  felt  them  dwelling 
upon  him  from  over  the  other  man's 
shoulder  with  a passionate  impioration, 
and  he  saw  those  hands 
T:  yearning  out  to  him  in  a 

n i d d t n and  desperate 
; call  Frozen  with  ecstasy* 

x&k  he  saw  more.  He  saw 

Ayy,  the  hands  curving  bavk 

aBSk  toward  the  monsterT 

hHk  neck,  tense  and  ravening,. 

T;  as  if  in  pantomime  she 

would  rid  herself  of  a 
sinister  thing.  . . , And 
HHh-  then  he  saw  her  lifted 

^T.-'.'^pWw  bodily,  and  heard,  as  if 

^ stutte  instant,  the 
click  of  a latch  and  the 
y clff  hanging  of  A door.  And 

1 Mr.  Blue  looked  rip  and 
jfi  down  the  deserted  street, 

arid  then  crossed  to  the 
other  side,  where  he  could 
; ■ command  a better  -view 

of  »he  mysterious  house. 
And  there,  standing  on 
c:a®»  his  right  foot  to  relieve 


du.sa,,!;V:;vijV.T;.s...  «...  • . i 

\ Tie  nri^ppifld  hi*  brim,  ■ 
touched  hi*  tie,  and  won-  .1 
fic-red  what  wastp  do.  Sc 
began  to  be  awkward. 

Hr  wondered  if  after  all 
this  energy  and  expense.  $h 

Suing  to  lock  at  him  at  all 
cted,  if  he  were  to  sputa  <« 
something,  whether  she  'would  3phj^tv  q,r 
nod  or  do  something  in  return.  Perhaps 
he  had  better  cough,  and,  if  so,  quickly, 
for  already  the-  object  of  ht*  pufewt  had: 
crossed  the  .walk  with  her  eskotT  and  had 
gained  the  shadow  of  a large  doorway. 

And  then,  there,  a r bit,  she  did  rum. 
His  heart  came  into  his  rfitoat,  T’h«» 
it  went  back  info  his  painful  boots,  and 
be  experienced  the  peeulipr  sensation  of 
u man  who  falls  into  the  waver  in  hiy 
Sunday  clothes.  One  does  ttyt  follow 
\ uung  bdies  in  order  to  see  them  cast 
their  arms  and  their  JfloWtTAyhfte  hands 
about  the  neck  of  the  rival. 

Well!  Mr.  Blue  sighfed  v;  Feeling 


OB  FBXT  HE?  EVvCS  ItWfU.J.Vt 
UPON  01 M PROM  OVER  THE 
orasu  jt.j.g’sr  stidi  lw:r 


hou^e:  aird  a ray  of  light  ypirUvift 

nut  m h/rni  ' And  scatcely  behind  the 
ray  a soft  iWhite  hu  tn-dlyaif  a thing,  1 1 
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was  her  glove.  The  glove  that  had  cov- 
ered that  hand,  the  fingers  still  shaped 
and  warm  from  the  caress  of  those  fin- 
gers! The  fragrance  of  the  gossamer 
creature  penetrated  the  depths  of  his 
soul. 

And  then,  by  and  by,  he  found  a bit 
of  paper  in  the  thumb.  On  it  were  writ- 
ten tne  two  words,  “ Sauvez-moi!”  Ah, 
but  he  knew  that — was  he  not  there  ex- 
pressly to  save  her?  But  how?  Pres- 
ently, remembering  the  word  for  “how,” 
he  made  bold  to  send  the  low-toned 

% liable  whispering  through  the  night. 

id  then  there  was  another  glove — the 
other  glove — and  another  note,  this  time 
so  long  a one  that  he  had  to  give  it  up 
for  the  moment,  till,  the  window  dark- 
ened once  more,  he  could  clean  his  spec- 
tacles and  sit  down  on  the  curbstone  to 
read  it.  And  even  then,  compare  it  as 
he  might  with  his  little  book,  only  one 
word  yielded  up  its  secret — the  word 
domestique. 

There  was  nothing,  then,  to  be  done 
to-night.  There  was  nothing,  in  truth, 
to  be  done  until  the  tardy  hour  of  Bren- 
tano’s  opening  the  next  morning.  But 
then,  with  the  small  red  French-English 
dictionary  he  had  purchased  tucked  un- 
der his  arm,  he  hurried  to  a neighboring 
cafe  and  plunged  into  the  unfolding  of 
that  perfumed  missive,  companion  of  a 
sleepless  night. 

The  drift  of  the  thing,  after  having 
tracked  each  word  to  its  lair,  was  this: 
he  gathered  that  the  young  woman’s 
name  was  Germaine  de  Manduit,  that 
she  was  well — unhappy,  bien  malheu - 
reuse;  that  her  brother,  whom  she  would 
otherwise  have  loved  devotedly,  was 
treating  her  badly,  keeping  her  a virtual 
risoner,  plotting  undoubtedly  against 
er  fortune,  and,  not  impossibly,  her  life. 
It  could  not  be  less  bad  than  this,  or 
otherwise  she  would  never  have  presumed 
to  burden  the  kind  monsieur  whom  the 
bon  Dieu  had  put  upon  the  boulevard 
with  the  suggestion  that  he  enter  her 
brother’s  household  in  the  capacity  of  a 
domestique , that  they  might  so  have  an 
opportunity  for  devising  escape. 

Mr.  Blue’s  response  to  this  suggestion 
was  so  impetuous  that  he  was  already 
standing  before  that  aristocratic  door 
with  the  echo  of  the  huge  brass  knocker 
still  ringing  in  his  ears  before  it  occurred 


to  him  that  he  was  ignorant  of  the  vo- 
cabulary with  which  one  applies  for  a 
situation  as  domestique . What  if  he  were 
to  answer  “Oui”  to  the  question,  “Have 
you  ever  been  in  prison  r”  On  the  spur 
of  the  moment  he  tried  to  find  the  place 
in  his  library,  but  he  had  caught  only 
the  first  line  in  “Engaging  a Servant/’ 
when  the  door  was  opened. 

Being  well  dressed,  he  was  admitted 
to  the  salon . Monsieur  arrived,  politely 
hospitable. 

“ Bonjouty  monsieur”  stammered  Mr. 
Blue,  conscious  of  a reddening  face. 
“Have  you  need  of  a — of  a — a valet?” 

“ Pardon , monsieur?” 

Mr.  Blue  began  to  repeat,  making 
slightly  disorganized  gestures  as  of  one 
brushing  a coat  or  polishing  boots,  but 
he  was  put  out. 

If  Monsieur  de  Manduit  comforted 
himself  with  the  thought  that  he  was 
done  with  this  bizarre  fellow,  however, 
he  had  not  reckoned  with  the  north  of 
England.  Not  twenty-four  hours  had 
assed  when  he  was  again  confronted  in 
is  salon  by  the  nondescript  alien. 

“ Bonj our , monsieur . Have  you  need 
of  a professor  de  musique?” 

And  once  more  was  he  put  out. 

Vexed,  he  crossed  to  the  opposite  side- 
walk and  gazed  up  at  the  window  of  his 
desire.  Yes,  and  there  was  the  hand,  the 
pale  hand  of  the  beloved.  The  sight  of  it 
filled  him  with  such  renewed  ardor  that 
he  resolved  to  return  next  day  as  a 
teacher  of  English. 

And  next  day  he  found  a large,  strange 
car  standing  before  the  door.  He  hoped 
there  were  no  callers,  but  in  his  heart  he 
knew  it  was  not  callers.  An  instinctive 
uneasiness  assailed  him.  There  was 
something  about  that  car,  something 
confidentially  sinister.  . . . No,  Mr. 
Blue  would  not  be  stopped  by  the  feeble 
violence  of  the  maid.  Breathless  and 
very  red  of  face,  he  found  himself  once 
more  in  the  now  familiar  salon . 

Instinct  had  not  played  him  false. 
Above  the  laboring  of  his  own  lungs  he 
heard  a crash!  He  heard  feet  pounding 
upon  an  upper  floor  and  furniture  in 
trouble.  He  heard  a scream,  a muffled 
scream  which  brought  him  into  the  hall, 
propelled  him  leaping  up  the  stair.  He 
was  dimly  aware  that  a maid-servant 
had  tried  to  stop  him.  He  was  conscious 
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that  he  had  hold  of  a $ml,v  bitfe*  consider? hie  food;  for  in 

trousered,  strapge  :P#a  ques«h>n  »s  to  v-hat;  the  sefrttjr  .add 

haps  to  a niunivort.  15-r  hit  himself  junior  Jaynr-ses  \m-»v  going  to  think,  and 
ha  tinned  a hour  the  head  ami ■.altogether  :-.  -to  - tUv  when  ?hs-v  --h  his  oaow  in  the. 
shaken  viVfk-miy.  • ,.v  , paper  to  mutmarrinn  with  paliije-emtfts 

He  was  still  violently  shaken  and  thing-v.  And  the  comdiiSiao  w;»s 

when,  hvsfcitig  tip  ar  hijtr.  he  Jountl  him*  thi#  that  they  hr  .fj* 

self  into  thr  jfasfoynf  ’ ah  -dge n#  <//•■  ghow,  if 

pvhc't.  Not  was  hisfra-jupnllUy -increased  apvth|dfc^)^>idid^  impenetrable.  Nh>, 
by  'the  sight  of  Monsieur  bevun.i,  ymil-  wild  horses  should  our  drag  from  hint 
tog  wanly  and  muhtmirf-ngr  ^'■M^core?"'  wH4;-:|»e‘siy.5iisi. yh  Albion.  should  not  be 

trailed  throiigh  rhf  rrrire  of  ContitH  tiral 
* >»  bn  gloomy.  Imoripsng-  Wav  to  the  pohvt  -s!  smoov. 
examining  magistrvttt’ir,  Mr.  fibre  had  Somefsnbde  nremtiniritm  had  caused 
rime  to  think.  Tbe  renw of his  rhooghrs  Mr.  Bine  td  lea  ve  ill  klenfiScatiraiv 
was  -this:  r.h»f  n was  ' altogether'  a pap..--,  .at  his  hotel.  He  had  nothing  to 

deucedly  unpleasant  >ir<.r;<ri<.n,  that  v.>  betray  his  race  hut  the  ! it t h dictionary 

tngipCei  advenfttK-.  and  the- glumo-ni  of  -\  Inch  he  conceited;  under  his  tie  inside 

alien  skittA  ^M  dpt  what  fhny  Were  bjsryhjn,  At-  -fio/kir 

written  up  t»>  be;  and  that  there  was  he  .steadfastly  replied.  "Om,  mansir'ur," 


TOE  ATir  sUAVr  HULIED  1M  T of  THI-  1KUX  OATt" 


VCRffi- 


BUT  AS  UB  TIPTOED  BY,  HEB  WOMAN'S  HEART  ■•ENpt'iATED  ItlS  UiSC'UISE 


through  a door  marked,  l> Mui son  dt 
Santt/'  This.  lie  had  learned  from  read- 
ins  Kdgar  Allan  Poe,  meant ■*’ Insane 


“ Are  you  French  V' 

"Oitij  wo niuH/J- 
‘ r Front  Whitt-  my  P* 

"OoU  mtiitjiifiir?’ 

At.  length  ic  bgftsnve  apparent  that  the 
fellow  did  not  understand  French.  sr> 
they  tried  him  in  German.  Still  he 
a nswmd,  '*f)«  * . (nj  i«  « r.  ’ ’ 

“Bmp  ^ \ :;S-' 

"Out,  ,wr(yrrfVv>',.’'T . - •.  : /*  ■ ‘ y 

‘‘WhdttaryoyhiWWo;*' 

■ ' ;■  name.  sbatUitirjv. v He  had 

I nrerpretOf s hamia  failed, , Mr,  Bloc’s  lost,  rip  • *lJ-%  his 

enemy,  Monsieur  de  Muruluit,  ptrt  in  ,m  mind. 

appear^tiye.  apd  set,*tn«l  to  bt*  rolling  all  In  thy  morning,  .-tt*.  Iw;'v1^!i^4''.h'airin- 
hc  ki*«  v.  of  tin*  o. -i t;  without  p country.  less  and  unhappy,  an  attend  :»nr  came  to 

Mr.'  Blue  .gath.-ied  nom  die  expressions  give  hint  a •little'  rx-en-ise.  Beguiled  hy 

and  geidimp?  him  tltaf  they  erm-  the  conversation  of  one  of  the  maids, 

sobered  him  less  tit  he  censored  thati  the  man  ailon  , a him  to  wUndci  ahonr 

pitted,  and  st  «ov<>  o.  * oe;»?n  ape  this  am-  the  garth  n .K  htswdl,  apd,  v.-*mdmne  so, 

t tide  by'  ifeepctiitti:  the  native  emptiness  he  came  upon  ;t  lady  sifting  my  a bench, 

of  his  countenance.  Mis  pockets  wore  She  mined  uV  he  invading  some  one; 

searched,  but . yielded  rvo ' du*n  His  she  had  on  hpf.  an4  t«x^;.jin4';  walfcing- 

munev  was  nor  taken  from  him.  boots,  and  m her  pliant,  rose-pak  hands 

Again  he  kumd  himsi  if  in  a rah.  slit  held  "-  ; ^ 

After  a shoit  side  he  was  pushed  gently  Bi*t  Mr, ' Blue  did  rior  know  what  she 


had  plenty  of  time  in  peweet,  Now  that 
the  one  authentic  ad yen  tuee-of  his  ca  reer 
hatl  enttif  to  an  end,  he  could,  ntu  Vay 
that  if  had  been  akogythbh  successful, 

* i -rt  ak.  .1  'it.  t < « i , 


Asylum/'  In  scispe  jp 

iApects  it  was  bet- 

ter  than  jail. 

In  his  new  circurr 

i Stances  Mr,  Blue 
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held.  He  only  knew  that  his  breath  had 
grown  too  much  for  his  lungs. 

“Germaine!” 

By  the  will  to  do  so,  he  controlled  his 
voice.  “ How  did  you  come  here  ? Com- 
ment?” 

She  regarded  him  for  a moment  with 
luminous  eyes.  “ Je  vous  sauve” 

The  words,  stirring  the  drowsy  car- 
mine of  her  lips,  touched  him  but 
vaguely.  And  his  dictionary  was  still 
hidden  under  his  shirt.  Seeing  him  at  a 
loss,  she  lifted  one  of  those  hands, 
touched  her  bosom,  repeated,  “ Je”  She 
waved  at  himself,  “Vous”  And  then 
over  the  walls  into  the  azure  freedom  of 
the  skies,  “ Sauve”  And  it  dawned  upon 
him  slowly  that  he  was  saved. 

It  was  too  much  for  Mr.  Blue.  He  was 
not  quite  himself.  He  found  himself  on 
his  knees,  his  eyes  imprisoned  in  the 
dark,  surrendering  gaze  of  hers;  he 
heard  his  own  voice  pouring  out  the 
rotestations  of  a simple  heart;  he  knew 
imself  sinking  into  the  soft  embrace  of 
her  arms,  and  felt  against  his  neck  the 
fainting  caress  of  those  curving  fingers. 

And  there  was  an  outcry.  He  heard 
it  beyond  the  wall,  above  the  muffled 
noise  of  the  street — “A  l' incendie!” 

Over  the  wall  they  themselves  could 
see  the  flames  in  the  sixth  story  of  the 
house  opposite.  They  saw  more.  They 
saw  the  attendant  rushing  to  the  iron 
gate  beside  their  bench,  opening  it  with 
a huge  key,  bolting  out  of  it,  followed  by 
the  maid,  slamming  it — not  quite  shut. 
Gennaine,  quick  of  wit  as  she  was  lovely 
of  person,  had  seen  to  that.  She  winced, 
but  the  dainty  wedge  of  her  boot  had 
broken  the  impact;  all  the  heads  in  the 
street  without  were  tilted  high  with 
curiosity — and  they  were  free. 

“Bon!  Venez!”  She  had  hold  of  his 
hand.  On  tiptoe  they  fled  along  the 
sidewalk.  And  then  a cab  rolled  by, 
very  slowly,  the  cabby’s  eyes  also  on  the 
flames.  And  fire-engines  were  arriving. 
And  all  was  confusion.  And  they  were 
safely  and  softly  in  the  rolling  cab. 

After  a moment,  Germaine  ventured 
to  give  an  address  to  the  somewhat 
startled  driver.  As  in  a dream  Mr.  Blue 
saw  houses  pass  him,  streets,  the  river, 
more  houses,  a large  park,  a lion — and 
then  they  stopped.  He  paid  as  he  was 
bidden,  and  stood  on  the  curb  waiting 


for  his  companion  to  make  the  next 
move. 

He  found  himself  in  another  cab. 
Germaine  was  apparently  throwing  pur- 
suers off  the  track.  Another  river 
passed  them.  Or  was  it  the  same  river? 
There  were  so  many  rivers,  so  many  dis- 
tressing streets.  If  ever  he  got  back  to 
England — 

He  began  to  act  for  himself.  He 
leaped  forward  and  pounded  on  the  win- 
dow. As  he  had  thought  of  England, 
its  image  had  been  made  manifest  be- 
fore his  eyes  in  the  likeness  of  Thomas 
Cook  & Son.  Springing  out  of  the  cab, 
he  entered  the  office.  No  sound  had  ever 
been  sweeter  than  the  “What  can  I do 
for  you,  sir?”  which  greeted  him. 

“I  want  to  get  jolly  well  out  of  here!” 
he  panted.  And  then,  with  more  modera- 
tion, “I — I say,  you  know,  I wish  to 
book  for  London.’ 

“For  yourself,  sir?” 

“And — and,  ah,  a compan — and  a — a 
wife.” 

His  brow  wanted  mopping. 

Done  with  the  thing,  he  bought  a 
Herald  and  clambered  back  into  the  cab. 
Germaine’s  fingers  closed  over  the  tick- 
ets which  he  showed  by  way  of  explana- 
tion. And  then  she  gave  him  the  blinding 
appreciation  of  a smile  and  tucked  them 
away  in  her  blouse. 

“Why?”  he  queried,  vaguely  ill  at 
ease.  “ Comment?” 

“ Ah , mats  cheri!” 

It  was  the  tone  more  than  the  words, 
the  swimming  desire  of  her  eyes,  the 
caressing  fingers  that  made  a drunkard 
of  his  cheek.  ...  He  had  for  a moment 
the  wild  idea  of  kissing  her  on  the  lips, 
then,  there.  He  might  have  done  so 
had  he  not  been  reminded  by  the  passing 
eye  of  a pedestrian  that  he  had  always 
hated  that  sort  of  thing  in  public  places. 
And  so,  flushing  deeply,  he  turned  his 
attention  to  his  paper,  taking  care,  how- 
ever, to  retain  possession  of  the  hand 
which  fluttered  like  a bird  in  the  nest  of 
his  palm. 

The  English  language  entranced  him 
as  he  gazed  at  the  head-lines.  A para- 
raph  in  one  corner  caught  his  eye  and 
red  him  with  a sudden  attention: 

The  Comte  de  Manduit  has  been  given  to 
hope  that  the  mania  of  his  wife,  whose  un- 
fortunate condition  is  known  to  many,  may 
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l>?  perraarietit'y  cured  He  has  been  prt-  their.  acqu3tatat1.cc  with  this  handsome*  well- 

vat!ed  upon  to  place-  her  irt  a Maison  de  fejsWl  svornan.  . , 

Sahte  for  the  purpose  of  trratoV  ut  , . Her  obvTSstorK  vf.ich  is  the  mania  fax 

tt« • Tj  . i*  i ii  strangling  vfturtc  mcii.  seems  to  know  no 

Mn  Blti'e  did  ntit  iBOVe-Ju.V.W  but  httuud^v  It:'  is  said ' that  she  exercise?  her 

twi»  or  three  emits  blinked  b>TTO-  beautiful  hiriids  and  wrists  continually  to 

, . , But  no,  he  coula  ritit  uricliirstand.  keep  them  strong-- 

He  couldf  not  understand  at  all.  . , v 

He  went  on:  Mr.  BlHOinifiht  havt*  rmd  fart  her  .but 

Sacitty  v\ ill  be  cheered  f>y  th{s  news.  For,  % J^.d  <tOt.  He  h-id  released  the  .irifle  ; 

aside  front  r.liis  peculiar  'obsession,  tin-  count-  bird,  vvr.t.-x-  n lurtruigs  hud  changed  -to 

ess  is  known  vis  a.  charming  lady  and  most  serpent  Writ  lit  ngs  in  the  vajte  of  hit-  icy 

gracious  hostess,  tier  husband,  «!>o  is  the  hand.  And  mriv>.  although  he  did  riot 

only  one  possessing  perfect,  cento  it  over  her,  want  To  ktok  ut  it,  he  h;«d  to  iook  at  it. 

li.'.s  endeavored  to  make  her  life  as  enjoyable  |r  |3V  fherft  3(l  MmerN  bp.  lovely, 

as  possible,  accompanying  her  frequently  to  r{)Se,tWd.  suhH i powerful.  ! t seemed 

the  opera  and  the  Bonn  but  at  best,  this  1Ine,g^ ^iidw  We  soft,  tr  anslucynt  skin 

procedure  has  nevtr  hetta  without  the  ele-  , 7 - * * i i « * 

merit  of  danger;  serious  danger  we  may  he 

suspect,  as  •■it as  -whispered  that  aiready  -at  wjf!  rh:.v  im>kcd  hungry.  His [ throat 
feast  two  young  gallant^  both  of  good  faym!y\  nlleu  Upv  r?uV.  m felt  desperately  or  a 
have  very  nearly  paid  with  their  lives  for  sudden  that  be  must  nor  clear  it,  or  in 
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any  other  way  draw  attention  to  it.  . . . 
Where  was  she  taking  him  ? 

The  next  moment  ne  aroused  himself 
sufficiently  to  pound  on  the  glass  before 
him  frantically.  He  saw  his  hotel  ap- 
proaching— his  own  hotel.  As  the  vehi- 
cle stopped  he  made  an  attempt  to  spring 
out,  but  was  detained  by  a viselike  grip 
on  his  wrist. 

“My  hotel!  My  hotel!”  he  explained 
in  gestures.  That  was  unfortunate^  for 
she  got  out,  too,  and  calmly  followed 
him  in. 

“Now  for  it,”  he  muttered  to  himself 
as  he  approached  the  “English-speak- 
ing ” clerk  and  prepared  to  pay  his  bill. 
He  wondered  how  he  ought  to  say  it; 
whether  he  ought  to  cry  out,  “She  is 
crazy!”  or — or — what?  Yes,  what?  A 
sense  of  futility  crushed  him.  The 
“English-speaking”  clerk  did  not  speak 
English,  really.  How  then  could  he 
hope  to  make  him  comprehend  why  he, 
Mr.  Blue,  should  be  in  the  company  of, 
nay,  clung  to  by,  a charming  and  well- 
dressed  lunatic?  It  was  hopeless. 

He  would  leave  her  in  the  salon  and 
think  of  what  to  do  while  he  was  packing 
his  things.  In  this  he  had  failed  to 
reckon  with  Germaine,  who,  her  hand 
resting  inexorably  on  his  arm,  followed 
him  to  the  tiny  elevator  in  which  the 
guests  were  expected  to  propel  them- 
selves aloft. 

At  the  door  of  it  he  hesitated.  Then, 
definitely,  he  drew  back,  conscious  of  a 
dim  shudder  creeping  up  his  spine.  He 
saw  the  glistening  interior  of  the  little 
box,  like  a coffin.  In  his  mind’s  eye  he 
saw  it  climbing  away  into  the  mysterious 
loneliness  of  the  shaft;  he  visioned  the 
desert  places  between  floors;  he  beheld 
the  shadow  of  hands.  . . . Perhaps  it 
was  because  his  foreign  collar,  like  his 
shoes,  was  too  small  for  him,  but  his 
neck  had  begun  to  bother  him. 

“No,  no,  Germaine,”  he  stammered. 
“ I — I’d  rather  walk.  I — I never  use  the 
lift — really — Oh,  really — never — ” 

With  that  he  bolted,  actually  bolted, 
for  the  stair.  He  made  no  bones  about 
it  now.  Up  one  flight  and  another  he 
fled,  his  ears  in  the  back  of  his  head.  A 
sense  of  momentary  relief  came  over  him 
as  he  realized  the  absence  of  pursuing 
footfalls — only  momentary,  however. 
Then  he  became  conscious  of  the  silent 
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companion  of  his  ascent,  the  elevator. 

Try  as  he  might,  he  could  not  outdis- 
tance it.  He  slackened  his  pace;  blink- 
ing from  one  latticed  door  to  another,  it 
did  likewise.  He  doubled  back;  inex- 
orably it  descended.  He  turned  still 
again,  and  the  creature  followed  him  like 
a dog  inquisitive  of  heels. 

At  the  fourth  floor  he  turned  and  ran 
for  his  room,  horribly  aware  of  a clang 
and  footsteps  behind  him.  He  felt  the 
short  hair  on  the  back  of  his  neck  rising 
up,  as  it  were,  to  meet  the  caress  of 
curving  fingers.  And  there  was  a bang. 

He  began  to  realize  that  it  was  the  bang 
of  his  own  door,  and  that  he  was  leaning 
against  it  weakly,  on  the  inside. 

Silence.  He  remembered  dimly  that 
there  used  to  be  a green-plush  chair 
•n  the  corridor  outside,  not  far  from  his 
room.  He  heard  it  now  moving  nearer, 
stopping  beside  his  door.  She  was 
planning  to  wait  comfortably. 

After  a time,  how  long  a one  he  could 
not  have  said,  Mr.  Blue  left  the  friendly 
support  of  the  door  and  began  to  pack 
his  things.  But  first  he  did  a thing 
which  lay  on  his  heart;  from  off  his 
honest  British  frame  he  stripped  the 
abominable  garb  of  the  alien.  He  wiped 
his  sanguine  lips  on  a handkerchief,  and 
taking  up  his  razor,  made  way  with  the 
pining  mustachio  which  might  do  very 
well  for  Brazilian  students  and  confiden- 
tial agents  from  Bulgaria  and  the  poison- 
ous cosmopolitan  in  general,  but  not  for 
the  Oak  of  England.  He  looked  a bit 
thinner,  he  thought,  as  he  peered  in  the 
mirror;  but  he  looked  like  a man  to  be 
depended  upon,  a man  who  would  not 
stoop  to  some  of  the  things  they  did  on 
the  Continent,  a man  whose  innate 
character  would  tell  anywhere,  whether 
it  were  selling  Jaynes’s  1 6-carat  wed- 
ding-rings over  the  counter,  or  Ruling 
the  Wave.  He  saw  the  tight  little  isle 
as  he  had  never  seen  it  before,  and  the 
white  cliffs  of  Albion — the  Albion  which 
he  must  not  betray.  . . . Coming  across 
some  papers  with  his  honest  Anglo- 
Saxon  name  on  them,  he  lighted  the  fire 
in  the  grate  and  burned  them  to  ashes. 

Then  he  sat  down  in  a chair  and  felt 
giddy.  His  modest  letter  of  credit  had 
somehow  got  into  the  fire  with  the 
others.  In  his  pocket  he  had  only  a few 
coppers  over  fifteen  francs.  That,  to- 
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gether  with  his  ticket  to  England.  . . . 
But  Germaine  had  the  ticket! 

For  nearly  two  hours  Mr.  Blue 
thought.  At  the  end  of  that  time  hunger 
mastered  him,  and  he  opened  the  door 
timidly.  Pferhaps  she  was  asleep.  She 
was  awake.  As  he  stole  out  her  eyes 
rested  upon  him  blankly.  Recollecting 
that  he  was  not  at  all  the  same  person 
she  had  known  and  cared  for,  he  was 
transfigured  by  the  momentary  thought 
that  perhaps  he  was  going  to  get  away 
safely,  after  all.  But  then,  even  as  he 
tiptoed  by,  her  woman’s  heart  pierced 
his  disguise,  and  with  an  enchanting 
smile  of  reproach  die  arose  and  claimed 
his  arm. 

They  went  down-stairs.  The  clerk  did 
not  recognize  him.  They  walked  out. 
The  countess  led  him  up  the  street  tow- 
ard a quiet  eating-place.  On  the  way 
they  met  an  agent  de  police  who  looked 
honest  and  sympathetic,  but  Mr.  Blue 
could  only  regard  him  sorrowfully.  In 
that  two  hours  of  thought  it  had  come 
to  him  that  he  could  not  denounce  the 
unfortunate  woman  to  the  law,  espe- 
cially while  she  still  had  possession  of  his 
transportation  to  England.  For  one 
thing,  there  was  bound  to  be  a degree  of 
confusion  m which  it  would  be  difficult 
for  him  to  prove  claim  to  his  property; 
for  another,  there  was  excellent  chance 
that  he  would  be  taken  up,  too,  on  gen- 
eral principles.  The  police  were  that  way. 
No,  no,  there  must  be  other  means. 

He  tried  to  imagine  them  during  the 
course  of  the  meal  which  the  countess 
had  ordered  and  which  he  had  yet  to 
pay  for  out  of  his  failing  money.  He  had 
a wild  idea  of  bringing  the  thing  to  the 
test  of  violence,  of  escaping  bodily,  of 
walking  back  to  England.  But  his  eyes, 
fascinated,  would  return  to  those  bands 
across  from  him,  playing  blithely  with 
food  and  forks  and  things.  And  in  his 
sick  imagination  he  saw  them  crouching 
at  his  first  faint  move  of  flight,  leaping 
hungrily,  those  pink-tipped  fingers  and 
that  lovely,  insatiable  thumb,  snapping 
something  off  in  the  region  of  the  me- 
dulla oblongata  as  a rose  from  its  stem 
and  casting  it  scornfully  under  the  cafe 
table.  And  then  the  confusion,  the  in- 
vestigation, the  inevitable  disclosure  of 
his  identity,  the  shame  of  his  town,  the 
blackened  face  of  England. 


Again  he  found  himself  in  a cab.  He 
had  not  the  faintest  notion  where  he  was 
going  and  it  would  have  been  of  no  ad- 
vantage to  him  to  learn.  The  chill,  stale 
hand  of  fatalism  had  claimed  him.  The 
main  thing  was  not  to  arrive  anywhere, 
and  in  the  mean  time  not  to  lose  his 
bead.  He  shuddered  at  the  metaphor, 
and,  opening  a window,  rode  with  that 
precious  portion  hanging  out.  In  this 
position  he  was  peculiarly  fitted  to  ob- 
serve the  sights  of  the  city,  among 
which  he  beheld  the  Louvre.  A hopeless 
kind  of  a hope  made  him  call  out, 
“ Stopper/"  to  the  cabby.  He  descended 
with  Germaine  at  his  side. 

They  entered  the  gallery,  checked  the 
valise,  and  proceeded  to  enjoy  the  won- 
ders of  art.  Mr.  Blue  saw  nothing. 
Wandering  aimlessly  from  frame  to 
frame,  he  continued  to  fan  the  hope  that 
the  police  were  on  the  madwoman’s  trail 
and  that  they  might  find  her  here.  He 
had  the  idea  that  at  the  moment  of 
apprehension  he  might  be  staring  hard 
at  a picture,  or  else  ne  might  be  talking 
to  some  other  English  person.  He  saw 
them  all  about  him,  heard  the  dulcet 
syllables  of  his  mother-tongue  as  one 
hears  music  beyond  a veil.  An  impene- 
trable veil.  He  had  no  illusions  as  te 
help  in  that  quarter.  He  could  imagine 
vividly  what  would  happen  if  he  were  to 
accost  the  traveling  Britisher  with  his 
tale;  he  could  see  the  eyebrows  and  the 
sudden  back. 

His  watch  bothered  him  most.  The 
police,  for  some  reason,  did  not  come. 
And,  although  he  felt  temporarily  secure 
with  all  these  good  people  about,  his 
watch  showed  him  that  the  inexorable 
hour  of  closing  was  near.  He  felt  that  he 
would  not  like  to  be  caught  there  by 
closing-time;  that  he  would  not  like  to 
be  left  alone  in  those  vast,  twilit  cham- 
bers with  the  shadows  of  two  groping, 
faintly  luminous  hands. 

He  communicated  with  his  com- 

E anion.  They  had  best  go  to  the  station. 

lis  last  desperate  notion  was  to  over- 
power her,  somewhere,  somehow,  seize 
the  tickets,  run  for  the  train.  In  the  cab, 
however,  it  was  out  of  the  question,  as 
she  insisted  upon  holding  his  hands  and 
he  was  equally  desirous  of  holding  hers. 
At  the  station  she  demanded  money  to 
buy  a paper.  It  took  his  last  sou.  Then 
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she  asked  the  gateman  when  the  train 
left  for  Calais. 

“ Tout  de  suite , madam!" 

Now  was  his  time.  Unconsciously  he 
hitched  his  cuffs  clear  of  his  wrists  and 
bent  his  knees  slightly.  Now  was  his 
time!  The  moment  had  come.  . . . 
But,  to  his  chagrin,  he  found  that  the 
woman  was  gone.  He  saw  her  beyond 
the  barrier,  her  dainty  feet  twinkling, 
one  hand  waving  his  attention  to  the 
train  which  was  already  in  slow  motion, 
the  other  clutching  tight  the  precious 
tickets  to  his  England.  Groaning,  he 
followed  her.  And  he  had  to  follow  fast, 
so  fast  that  the  breath  was  out  of  his 
lungs  when  he  tumbled  into  an  open  door 
of  the  second  carriage  from  the  rear. 

With  a gasp  of  despair  he  discovered 
that  they  were  alone  in  the  compart- 
ment. Even  though  the  train  was  mov- 
ing, escape  lay  only  in  the  direction  from 
which  he  had  come — out  of  the  window. 
He  thrust  his  head  out,  stared  haggardly 
around  him.  His  attention  was  caught 
by  a scene  of  confusion  at  the  barrier — 
uniforms,  arms  waving,  a man  galloping 
after  the  train,  catching,  by  prodigious 
effort,  the  rear  end  of  the  last  carriage. 
Mr.  Blue  felt  weak  with  a hope.  If  only 
that  man  should  not  find  a seat  in  that 
last  carriage;  if  only  he  would  come 
searching  along  the  corridor — “the  only 
one  possessing  perfect  control  over  her” 
— the  Comte  de  Manduit.  For  in  that 
fugitive  glimpse  Mr.  Blue  had  recog- 
nized the  husband  of  the  madwoman. 

A hand  on  his  shoulder  made  him 
shudder  and  turn.  And  then  he  shud- 
dered more  profoundly  with  a new  dis- 
covery. The  train  was  a non-corridor 
train.  They  were  there,  inexorably, 
tete-a-tete. 

He  looked  at  ner  because  she  was  look- 
ing at  him,  and  he  thought  it  best.  He 
tned  to  smile.  She  was  smiling.  He  had 
seen  a cat  smiling  once  at  its  play — with 
a little  mouse.  Soft  words  issued  from 
her  throat,  purring  words.  She  began  to 
stroke  his  nair,  his  temple.  Then  his 
cheek.  Then  his  chin.  . . . 

“I  say!”  he  stammered,  “let’s  have  a 
look  at  the  paper.  He  took  it  from  her 
brightly. 

In  the  paper  there  was  something 
about  them.  Germaine  read  it  with  a 
gay,  throaty  laugh.  Mr.  Blue  wanted 

Digitized  by  Gck  >gle 


her  to  read  it  again  and  again.  He 
wanted  her  to  take  his  little  dictionary 
and  point  out  the  words  to  him,  slowly, 
very  slowly,  one  by  one.  He  didn’t 
care  much  what  it  said,  but  it  said  that 
the  Countess  had  vanished  from  the 
Matson  de  Sante,  and  that  she  had  been 
kidnapped  by  a Rumanian  or  Croatian 
who  was  either  a bit  touched  himself  or 
looking  for  a ransom.  But  the  police 
were  on  the  trail.  Developments  might 
be  expected  by  evening.  _ 

Mr.  Blue  removed  his  spectacles  to 
wipe  them,  and  in  his  agitation  put  them 
in  his  pocket  instead  of  back  on  his  nose. 

“That’s  jolly  interesting,”  he 
breathed.  “Go  on  and  read  it  again.” 

“Mats  non ,”  she  protested,  prettily.  ' 
“Ah,  chert. !" 

She  turned  back  to  him  with  the  old, 
lovely  gesture.  She  stroked  his  hair 
again,  his  temples,  his  cheeks — All  the 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  hairs  on  the 
top  of  his  head  felt  queer.  His  poor,  dear 
neck  seemed  all  stopped  up  on  the  in- 
side, and  yards  around  on  the  outside. 

His  nerve-centers  were  all  shouting,  inch 
by  inch,  the  downward  progress  of  that 
velvet  palm,  that  soft,  solicitous  thumb, 
those  four  rose-nailed  ardent  fingers. 

His  brain  whirled  like  a planet  in  space. 

By  an  awful  effort  he  stood  up.  The 
Countess  was  standing  up,  too.  Her 
other  hand  had  come  fluttering  now  to 
join  its  mate — he  felt  them  creeping 
farther  and  farther  about  his  throat. 

The  door  was  behind  him.  He  felt  her 
fingers  pressing  tentatively  upon  an  im- 

Kortant  part  of  his  esophagus.  And  bend 
:ss  tentatively — less  tentatively.  He 
felt  his  eyes  emerging  from  their  sockets 
not  unlike  onions  that  are  being  peeled. 

And  she  kissed  him  on  the  lips. 

He  prayed. 

Very  dimly  he  seemed  to  see  the  flicker 
of  a station  sign  shooting  across  the 
window  beyond.  Very  faintly,  as  it 
might  be  some  activity  in  a coming  and 
better  world,  he  seemed  to  hear  a grind- 
ing of  brakes  on  wheels  and  of  wheels 
on  rails.  And  he  saw  and  heard  no 
more.  . . . 

A man  with  an  extremely  red,  angry 
face  was  bending  over  him.  He  was 
shaking  his  fist  in  close  proximity  to  his, 

Mr.  Blue’s,  nose.  Still  half  in  the  cloud, 

Mr.  Blue  groaned  and  moved  a feeble 
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hand  toward  his  throat.  The  gesture, 
if  it  did  nothing  else,  brought  nis  face 
more  into  light,  and  the  Comte  de  Man- 
duit  uttered  an  exclamation  of  aston- 
ishment. 

Of  the  following  torrent  of  words  Mr. 
Blue  could  make  nothing.  But  when 
a bilingual  gendarme  had  been  sum- 
moned from  the  escort  of  the  departing 
countess  to  act  as  interpreter,  he  began 
to  understand  that  they  were  the  apok>- 
gies  of  Monsieur  the  Count.  There  had 
been  a mistake,  it  seemed;  an  unfortu- 
nate mistake.  They,  he  and  the  agents 
de  police,  had  been  seeking  a blackguard 
ana  scoundrel,  a kidnapper,  a person 
from  Bulgaria  or  Morocco  disguised  as 
a South  American  with  a mustache  and 
wild,  thick  spectacles.  For  the  moment, 
in  the  gloom  of  the  compartment,  the 
monsieur  was  to  understand,  they  had 
mistaken  him,  the  Englishman,  for  the 
fugitive.  Most  unfortunate!  Deepest 


apologies!  One  could  see  that  this 
British  gentleman  on  tour  was  not  the 
sort — and  so  on.  Long  live  the  Entente! 
. . . Lastly,  as  a favor,  had  he,  the 
Englishman,  chanced,  perhaps,  to  see 
anything  of  the  Bulgarian  scoundrel? 
With  the  bizarre  clothing  and  the  spec- 
tacles ? 

Mr.  Blue  had  not.  But  there  had 
been  a woman — a strange  woman — 

Ah,  yes,  but  ten  times  ten  thousand 
apologies.  Was  there  anything  that  one 
could  do  in  half  repayment — 

There  was  not.  And,  although  mon- 
sieur the  traveling  Englishman  did  not 
say  it  in  so  many  words,  there  was  the 
sense  that  he  would  like  to  be  left  alone 
— to  think,  perhaps,  of  the  broad  cliffs 
and  the  stout  hearts  of  Albion,  and  the 
altogether  romantic  security  of  the 
haven  behind  the  counter  in  Jaynes’s 
jewelry-shop,  and  the  adventures  of  a 
little,  round,  red  chair. 


No  More 

BY  BLANCHE  SHOEMAKER  WAG  STAFF 

NO  more  to  hear  his  footstep  on  the  stair 
And  see  the  grace 
Of  his  exquisite  face. 

No  more  to  kiss  his  hair 
Bright  like  the  sun, 

No  more  to  hear  him  speak 
Or  touch  the  softness  of  his  cheek, 

Sweeter  than  any  flower; 

To  know  the  dream  is  done  . . . 

And  hour  by  hour 
Await  his  footstep  at  my  door 
That  comes — no  more. 

No  more  to  call  his  blessed  name 
When  I awake, 

And  feel  the  mom  grow  fairer  for  his  sake. 
No  more  to  claim 
His  little,  gentle,  childlike  ways 
That  gladdened  all  my  days,  ■ 

Or  in  the  tired  twilight  glow 

To  seek  his  side  and  tell  my  pain. 

Always  to  weep  alone  again.  . . . 

0 God,  can  it  be  so? 

The  beauty  that  we  knew  of  yore 
To  come — no  more.  . . . 


Digitized  by 


Go  'gle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


The  heading  of  these  pages  may  well  chal- 
lenge curiosity  in  an  age  when  the  name  of 
Lenine  resounds  above  that  of  Leonardo; 
but  those  who  have  known  Venice  may  recall 
a room  in  the  Doges’  Palace  where,  set  in  the 
wall,  is  a sinister  effigy — la  bocca  di  Icon* — 
grim  reminder  of  the  stern  rule  of  the  Council 
of  Ten.  Tradition — that  only  true  romantic 
among  historians — has  it  that  this  famous 
fourteenth-century  marble,  the  carved  head 
of  a lion,  was  set  up  in  order  that  secret 
communications  to  the  government  might  be 
slipped  through  the  orifice  of  the  mouth  and 
thus  come  before  the  cold  scrutiny  of  the 
dread  Council* 

We  may  look  askance  at  such  a means  of 
facilitating  the  knifing  of  one’s  political 
enemies  in  the  back,  but  we  must  admit  that 
the  Venetians  carried  it  off  with  a certain 
flair,  a filip  to  the  imagination,  and  a touch 
of  redeeming  art  which  our  own  age  could 
never  compass.  Contrast  the  suggestion-box 
of  our  efficiency  experts,  which  is  apt  to  be 
a plain  four-square  affair  with  prosaic  slotl 

The  Lion’s  Mouth! — One  looks  upon 
those  rigid,  half -open  jaws  and  wonders 
at  the  countless  denonci*  secret*  deposited 


therein  by  stealthy  hands.  But  it  is  to  be 
remembered  that  it  was  an  age  of  political 
chicanery  and  malevolent  cunning  that  de- 
manded stern  measures.  Our  modern  world 
wags  to  a different  tune.  We  no  longer  lie 
awake  nights  in  cogitation  upon  the  treason- 
able schemes  which  our  neighbor  may  have 
bn  foot.  That  our  neighbor  still  has  his  fail- 
ings, his  faulty  judgments  and  mistaken 
points  of  view,  goes  without  saying,  but  in  a 
mellowed,  altruistic  age  we  are  prompted  to 
deal  less  harshly  with  him. 

It  is  true  that  the  thoughts  which,  with 
becoming  intellectual  modesty,  we  proffer 
for  his  enlightenment  and  behoof,  may  stimu- 
late him  only  to  counter  expressions  of  opin- 
ion (his  erroneous  ideas  leading  him  to  mis- 
take ours  as  such),  but  this  mental  tit-for-tat 
is  one  of  the  refreshing  compensations  of  a 
democratic  age  which  would  flatten  us  out 
to  one  dreary  level  of  equality  and  uni- 
formity. It  is  to  those  who  mentally  squirm 
and  refuse  to  lie  flat  in  the  wake  left  by  this 
steam-roller — to  those  who,  like  the  Venetians 
of  old,  are  mentally  astir  and  have  something 
of  courage,  or  truth,  or  beauty,  to  declare — 
that  the  Lion’s  Mouth  is  again  opened. 


FITS  AND  STARTS 
By  Don  Marquis 

I WENT  into  the  new  Broadway  Sub- 
way, near  City  Hall,  the  other  day, 
and  asked  the  pensive  lady  at  the 
money-window: 

“ How  long  does  it  take  to  go  up  to 
Times  Square?’ 

She  haled  back  her  ego  from  its  dream; 
with  difficulty  she  compelled  herself  to 
look  at  me.  After  she  had  looked  at  me 
a moment,  she  seemed  to  pity  me. 

“I  dunno’,”  she  said. 

But  I persisted.  I had  never  ridden 
in  that  Subway,  and  I really  wanted  to 
know.  I was  already  ten  minutes  late 
for  an  engagement.  I wished  to  know 
whether  I was  going  to  be  forty  minutes 
late  or  twenty.  A man  who  is  late  for 
an  engagement  owes  the  engagee  a lie 


which  is  not  only  plausible,  but  enter- 
taining. But  the  story  that  goes  with 
being  forty  minutes  late  will  not  do  at 
all  when  you  are  twenty  minutes  late.  I 
wished  to  know  in  advance  the  sort  of 
story  I should  have  to  tell.  I wished  to 
rehearse  it  to  myself  and  perfect  it  on 
the  way  up-town.  And  I did  not  wish 
to  spend  the  time  perfecting  one  sort  of 
story,  only  to  find  it  useless  upon  arrival. 
I have  something  of  a reputation  to  keep 
up  in  the  matter  of  tardiness:  if  I am 
ten  minutes  late,  I am  on  time;  it  is  a 
pose,  an  affectation,  with  me;  and  it  is, 
in  the  long  run  and  in  a small  way, 
profitable;  people  ask  me  to  lunch  fre- 
quently just  to  near  what  I will  say  when 
I arrive  late. 

So  I really  wanted  to  know,  and  I 
asked  the  lady  at  the  ticket-window  once 
more.  She  had  taken  up  a comb  and 
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was  rubbing  it  through  her  hair,  and 
attracting  with  the  electrified  celluloid 
certain  little  bits  of  paper  spread  before 
her.  Somehow  she  made  me  feel,  when 
she  answered,  that  I was  of  less  impor- 
tance in  her  scheme  of  things  than  one 
of  the  bits  of  paper. 

“It  doesn’t  take  so  very  long,”  said 
she. 

“But  how  long?”  I insisted. 

“How  long  would  you  say  yourself?” 
said  she. 

It  was  perhaps  fortunate  for  her  that 
she  had  not  to  deal  with  a person  with 
an  idea  on  the  subject  of  catching  a 
train.  As  it  was,  I tried  to  suggest  mild 
rebuke  by  my  manner. 

“I  have  never  ridden  on  this  line,”  I 
said. 

“You  go  and  ride  on  it,  then,”  said 
she,  “ and  then  come  back  here  and  tell 
me  how  long  it  takes.” 

It  struck  me,  on  reflection,  that  her 
attitude  was  quite  right.  She  was  a 
specialist.  She  made  change;  it  was  her 
business  to  give  out  the  nickels  that  the 
public  dropped  into  the  hopper,  and 
she  refused  to  burden  her  mind  with  any 
further  responsibility. 

But  beneath  this  and  behind  it  and 
more  important,  I thought  that  I could 
discern  a fine  scorn  for  that  mania  for 
rushing  hither  and  thither  which  char- 
acterizes the  populations  of  large  towns. 
So  much  of  that  rushing  is  entirely  aim- 
less and  unnecessary.  1 have  seen  peo- 
ple in  New  York  race  down  the  street 
as  if  the  very  devil  burnt  their  heels  be- 
hind them,  flinging  weaker  pedestrians 
to  one  side,  skipping  perilously  in  front 
of  auto-trucks  and  eluding  traffic  cops, 
and  then  stand  for  twenty  minutes 
watching  an  office  safe  being  lowered 
from  the  tenth  story  of  a building.  They 
weren’t  really  in  a hurry;  they  weren’t 
even  going  anywhere  in  particular,  most 
of  them. 

They  were  merely  being  like  their  era. 
I do  not  pretend  to  say,  especially  since 
the  war,  where  the  world  is  going,  but 
it  gets  sudden  urgent  impulses  to  be 
rapidly  on  its  way;  it  has  spasms  of  the 
most  disconcerting  speed,  and  then  it 
stops,  puts  its  hands  in  its  pockets,  sits 
down  on  a park  bench,  and  stares  at  the 
toes  of  its  shoes. 

It  hasn’t  been  long  since  certain  per- 
sons said  this  country  was  going  to  the 
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demnition  bow-wows;  it  was  hell-bent 
and  iniquitously  happy,  what  with 
simian  dances  and — and — oh,  you  know. 
Immoral  Stuff  generally.  And  now  these 
same  persons  insist  that  it  is  dashing 
madly  toward  redemption — Prohibition, 
you  know,  and  Moral  Stuff  generally. 

But  it  always  stops  and  rests  awhile 
and  forgets  where  it  was  going.  It  has 
time,  after  all,  to  be  charmed  by  the 
demonstrator’s  alluring  pantomime  in 
the  show-window;  it  allows  itself  to  be- 
come possessed  of  long  and  placid 
thoughts  as  it  watches  the  skilful  gentle- 
man in  the  white  cap  tossing  buckwheat 
cakes  in  the  white-tiled  food-mausoleum. 
Perhaps,  in  these  quarter-hours  of  rest 
between  dashes  lies  a certain  safety.  For 
none  of  its  rushes  ever  carries  through; 
it  always  saves  itself  from  logical  arrival 
at  a logical  terminus;  it  turns  with  a 
kind  of  horror  from  any  possible  partner- 
ship with  the  absolute;  when  it  dashes 
again,  it  will  dash  in  some  other  direc- 
tion, and  its  new  dash  will  bear  no  per- 
ceptible relation  to  its  former  dash  and 
no  relation  to  what  it  was  supposed  to 
be  thinking  about  in  the  interval  be- 
tween the  dashes. 

These  remarks  concerning  the  illog- 
ical rushes  of  human  beings  are  uttered 
in  no  hateful  spirit.  After  all,  I am  one 
of  them.  I prefer  them,  on  the  whole, 
to  any  other  sort  of  animal;  I always 
feel  a clannish  instinct  to  defend  them; 
as  between  human  beings  and,  let  us  say, 
camels,  or  even  gazelles,  I do  not  hesi- 
tate an  instant. 

I know  that  it  is  fashionable  to  criti- 
cize the  universe  which  contains  hu- 
manity, but  I have  never  been  able  to 
remain  angry  with  it  for  very  long  at  a 
time.  I incline  toward  lenience  with 
regard  to  its  mistakes.  It  has  come  a 
long  way.  It  has  a long  way  to  go.  It 
is,  at  times,  no  doubt,  tired.  And  it  can 
neither  strike  nor  resign.  It  cannot  even 
go  crazy,  for  its  insanity  would  imme- 
diately become  the  standard  of  normal- 
ity. It  must  keep  on  being  the  universe. 
Often,  when  we  contemplate  the  uni- 
verse, we  burst  into  tears  of  sheer  pity. 

It  did  not  ask  to  be.  It  cannot  help  but 
be.  It  does  the  best  it  can.  And  thrice 
ten  thousand  vers  libre  bards  and  phi- 
losophers, every  year,  gibe  at  it  with 
bitterness  and  contumely.  It  never  an- 
swers. Sometimes  we  think  its  dull  and 
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plodding  patience  is  almost  grand.  It 
is  probably  discouraged  a great  deal  of 
the  time  at  not  being  able  to  please 
G.  B.  Shaw,  or  keep  u p with  H.  G.  Wells, 
hut  it  chokes  back  the  sobs  and  keeps 
on  trying. 

These  fits  and  starts  of  humanity, 
these  rushings  and  stoppings,  may,  for 
all  I know,  correspond  to  some  vast 
internal  rhythm  of  the  cosmos;  the 
pulse  jumps,  and  the  corpuscles  shoot 
ahead.  Personally,  I prefer  the  dreamy, 
more  stationary  moments  between  pulse- 
beats;  I don’t  want  to  go  anywhere  in 
particular  badly  enough  to  hurry;  effort 
is  loathsome. 

The  lady  at  the  Subway  window  is  of 
my  way  of  thinking. 

“ Can’t  you,”  I said  to  her,  consciously 
impersonating  the  bustling  person  I am 
not — “can’t  you  at  least  give  me  some 
approximate  idea  of  how  long  it  takes 
to  get  up  to  Forty-second  Street?  Does 
it  take  about  ten  minutes,  or  does  it 
take  about  thirty  minutes?” 

“It  takes  shorter  than  a horse,”  said 
she,  “and  longer  than  an  airyoplane. 
The  time  some  people  waste  standin’ 
around  here,  askin’  questions,  they’d 
get  there  quicker  if  they  walked.” 

PSYCHE 
By  Alice  Brown 

A BEWILDERINGLY  lovely  bit  of 
automatic  writing  was  begun  on 
my  door-step,  one  of  the  coldest 
Spring  days  of  this  year.  It  was  pat- 
ently a direct  message,  a delicate  re- 
minder of  the  way  of  the  soul,  and  it 
was  hard  to  believe  this  was  not  a little 
letter  couched  in  the  concrete  terms  my 
density  of  apprehension  could  under- 
stand from  some  perhaps  mischievous 
intelligence  outside  this  plane  who 
wanted  to  remind  me  that  Psyche  lives. 
The  day  was  not  only  cold,  but  raw 
in  the  extreme,  a day  that  drives  even 
me  obsessed  by  the  bogy  exercise  back 
into  the  house  after  a perfunctory 
snatch  at  it  to  the  lire  and  a book.  I 
was  going  unwillingly  down  the  steps, 

E nodded  by  that  stern  guardian  who  de- 
ars indulgence,  when  I saw  below  me 
on  the  middle  step  a most  beautiful 
butterfly.  Now  how  should  a butterfly 
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appear  in  a city  street  on  a sulky  March 
day  unless  some  aerial  Puck  had  con- 
voyed her  there  to  bring  me  a message — 
to  be  herself  the  message,  indeed,  to 
say,  “I  am  Psyche,  the  soul;  and  the 
soul,  in  spite  of  sullen  skies  and  un 
friendly  air,  is  imperishably  alive”? 

Impossible  to  leave  Psyche  inhos- 
pitably there  on  the  door-stone.  All 
the  honey  in  the  city  was  hermetically 
sealed,  so  far  as  her  delicate  wants 
might  reach,  in  brick  walls  and,  inside 
that  outer  defense,  in  grocers’  jars  and 
on  dining-room  shelves.  Psyche  could 
no  more  penetrate  there  than  a child 
smile  its  way  into  the  stony  rigor  of  a 
statue’s  heart.  I took  her  up  with  a 
calculated  certainty  and  delicacy  guessed 
out  through  observation  of  the  knowing 
who  handle  flowers  and  eggs  and  babies 
— a certainty  that  looks  like  reckless- 
ness and  yet  is  the  acme  of  consideration 
and  a delicacy  unmarred  by  indecision 
— and  carried  her  into  the  house  to  a 
top  room  where  the  sun,  when  there  is 
any  sun,  lies  all  day.  There  I made 
her  a beautiful  house,  a “stately  pleas- 
ure dome,”  though  so  low  from  sill 
to  roof.  It  was  easy  to  take  thought 
in  the  building,  for  Psyche  was  too 
chilled  to  flutter  away,  and,  besides, 
being  a messenger — or  the  message — 
she  must  have  been  previously  in- 
structed that  her  cue  was  immobility. 

Her  house  was  built  of  an  oblong  basket 
with  a white  lace  top.  The  table  set 
within  was  a salt-spoon  brimmed  with 
a rich  syrup  of  sugar  and  water — not 
“tinct  with  cinnamon!” — the  spoon 
chosen  because  it  was  an  adequate  silver 
bowl  for  her  and  yet  small  enough  to  be 
set  directly  under  her  eye.  For  who  knew 
how  long  she  might  continue  to  faint 
from  the  rigors  of  her  mysterious  journey  ? 

She  was  conveyed  into  her  house  and 
the  banquet  proffered  her,  but  whether 
or  not  she  partook  none  could  say.  A 
couple  of  hours  at  least  her  chill  and 
torpor  lasted,  and  then  some  one  sug- 
gested that  the  temperature  was  not 
high  enough  for  so  frail  a citizen  of 
ummagined  climes,  and  her  house  was 
immediately  jacked  up  and  a lower 
story  added,  with  central  heat.  That 
is,  in  terms  of  construction,  as  applied 
to  butterfly -houses,  the  basket  was 
lifted  and  set  down  again  on  a hot-water 
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bag  that  a gentle  heat  might  permeate 
it  from  below.  Immediately  what  a 
change  in  Psyche!  She  opened  her 
wings  and  disclosed  the  glory — all 
orange  and  brown  and  gold — of  their 
upper  surface.  She  waved  them  in  a 
tremulous  rhythm  like  breathing,  most 
assuredly  the  breath  of  happiness,  and 
she  flew  to  her  roof  and  hung  there. 
Later,  when  a sun  ray  shot  into  the 
window  to  look  her  up,  she  found  the 
roof  opened  to  admit  her  to  a wider 
liberty  and  alighted  for  a moment  on 
the  curtain.  But  there  she  became 
chilly  again  from  the  draught  between 
the  sashes,  and  presently  fluttered 
back  to  her  own  house  with  the 
central  heat,  where  she  resumed  that 
delighted  rhythmic  waving  of  the 
wings. 

Tnree  days  Psyche  lived,  the  center 
of  interest  in  the  house,  the  breeder  of 
mystery  and  awe.  Whence  had  she 
come?  What  was  the  message  of  the 
waving  wings?  Was  the  rhythm  pos- 
sibly a code  whereby  she  was  seeking 
to  tell  the  story  of  her  journey  and  the 
imminency  of  her  return,  as,  with  a 
bolder  wireless,  we  may  sometime  be 
besieging  the  gulfs  of  farther  space? 
On  the  fourth  day  she  died,  as  we  count 
death,  though  she  left  an  eloquent 
beauty  of  form  behind  her.  Preliminary 
to  this  flitting,  she  forsook  her  airy  roof, 
settled  to  the  floor  of  her  earthly  house, 
and  carefully  spread  her  wings,  so  that 
the  upper  glory  of  them  was  displayed 
in  a perfect  symmetry.  Where  did  she 
go  then?  To  another  door,  in  perhaps 
a different  form,  but  always  rsyche, 
always  the  soul,  saying  in  the  voice  of 
beauty  and  of  mystery:  “I  am  Psyche. 
I am  the  soul.  I have  lived  always.  I 
shall  always  live.” 

YOUTH  AND  OLD  AGE 
By  L.  S.  P. 

I HAVE  what  I believe  to  be  a most 
pleasing  piece  of  intelligence  to  con- 
vey— news  I shall  call  it,  though, 
strictly  speaking,  it  is  far  from  being 
such,  for  many  besides  myself  must  long 
have  been  possessed  of  the  knowledge. 
Yet,  for  aught  that  I could  read  or  hear, 
no  one  has  so  far  either  taken  the  pains, 
or  assumed  the  responsibility,  of  making 


a clear  public  announcement  of  it. 
Perhaps  some  have  been  deterred  be- 
cause it  seemed  to  them  almost  too  good 
to  be  true,  however  well  persuaded  of 
it  they  may  have  been;  or  some  may 
have  been  shy  about  committing  them- 
selves to  so  seemingly  disputable  a state- 
ment. I have  no  such  hesitancy  and 
am  in  haste  to  get  the  words  said: 
There  is  no  such  thing  as  age. 

It  is  but  a delusion,  a fallacy,  a chimera, 
a phantasm,  an  imagination,  a fine  mat- 
ter of  the  fancy,  merely — nothing  more. 

There  is  no  such  thing  as  age.  There 
is — I think*  the  facts  win  bear  me  out — 
only  the  idea  of  age.  Moreover — and  I 
take  this  to  be  a most  cheering  and 
charitable  dispensation — even  the  idea 
of  age  does  not  affect  the  so-called  aged, 
but,  contradictory  though  it  may  seem, 
rests  heavy  only  upon  the  young. 

To  the  child  the  world  is  preponderat- 
inglv  full  of  age.  Everybody  is  old  and 
likely  to  die,  except  a pitifully  small 
company  of  little  people,  of  stature  and 
years  commensurate  with  his  own. 
Barring  these,  the  world  is  aged — very; 
ruled,  swayed,  determined  by  aged  peo- 
le,  though  many  of  them  may  not  yet 
ave  attained  to  the  age  of  twenty-five. 
A delightful  old  lady  (I  shall  be 
obliged  to  employ  the  term  “old”  in  its 
accustomed  usage  until  I have  fully 
proved  to  you  that  there  is  no  such 
thing  as  age) — a delightful  old  lady 
whom  I knew,  who  had  just  passed  her 
seventy-sixth  birthday,  was  looking 
back  on  her  own  childhood.  “It  is 
odd,”  she  said,  musing,  “how  one 
changes  one’s  point  of  view.  I was  six 
when  my  mother  died.  She  passed  away 
at  forty.  I thought  she  died  of  old  age.  * 
Similarly,  when  I was  eight  a cousin 
of  mine  who  was  twenty-eight  and  a 
widow  wearing  a veil,  was  a really  aged 
person;  and  her  sister  of  thirty  was 
more  aged  still,  by  a great  many  years, 
enormous  decrepitude  being  added  by 
the  fact  that  she  was  unmarried. 

And  my  own  and  other  children’s 
uncles!  AH  through  my  little  girlhood 
how  old  they  were!  How  old,  indeed  I 
It  is  of  no  use  to  tell  me  that  up  to  my 
sixteenth  year  few  of  them  had  passed 
forty.  I tell  you  they  were  old!  The 
mustache  of  one  of  them  was  turning 
gray,  and  there  were  certain  sad  lines 
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about  the  lips;  another  wore  glasses;  a 
third  carried  a cane;  a fourth  had  loved 
but  once  and,  unforgjettingly,  some  one 
who  was  then  married  to  another;  a 
fifth  was  absent-minded.  What  better 
proof  could  you  have?  Age!  Age! 
Whether  it  was  venerable  and  revered, 
or  dictatorial  and  unpleasant,  how  pres- 
ent it  was!  Unescapable,  inevitable! 
Waiting  for  me,  too!  Ah,  some  day — 
some  day — I should  be  old! 

It  was  under  the  shadow  of  this  delu- 
sion that  I grew  up.  It  was  under  the 
burden  of  this  fallacy  that  year  by  year, 
and  always  with  a tinge  of  sadness, 
despite  a naturally  gay  nature,  I climbed 
through  my  teens.  What  a really  ter- 
rible thing  old  age  was ! With  death  and 
dying  and  the  blasting  of  one's  hopes! 
Ah,  1 tell  you  if  you  want  to  find  out 
how'  truly  tragic  age  is,  ask  the  young! 
They  know!  They  nave  observed!  They 
have  conjured  up  in  their  imaginations 
its  full  horrows  which  may  some  day, 
nay,  will  if  they  live  long  enough,  come 
to  them  also!  To  be  twenty-eight  and 
a widow!  To  be  thirty  and  unmarried! 
To  have  one's  hair  turn  gray!  To  feel 
one's  powers  waning!  To  wear  glasses! 
To  grow  absent-minded!  Oh,  age!  age! 

But  here  is  just  the  extraordinary 
point — weighted  though  we  are  in 
outh  by  old  age,  shadowed  by  it, 
aunted  by  it,  yet  any  man  or  woman 
who  has  a mind  to  can  testify  that  with 
advancing  years  we  astonishingly  out- 
grow it.  We  get  ahead  of  it,  evade  it, 
somehow  dodge  it  and  miss  it  in  the 
most  extraordinary  fashion.  We  had 
expected  to  meet  old  age  at  the  cross- 
roads at  twenty-eight — but  old  age  was 
not  there.  We  had  believed,  for  many 
years,  that  if  ever  we  ourselves  got  to 
the  cross-roads  at  thirty  and  unmarried, 
life  would  utterly  have  lost  its  savor. 
But  strangely,  miraculously,  at  the 
cross-roads,  unmarried,  at  thirty,  thirty- 
one,  thirty-two,  thirty-three  (Heavens!), 
thirty-four! — the  air  of  the  morning  was 
as  sweet  as,  oh,  sweeter  than,  ever  it 
was,  and  the  road  stretched  ahead  into 
a golden  country. 

Nevertheless,  the  chimera  and  phan- 
tasm still  pursue  us.  We  were  mistaken, 
of  course.  We  prefigured,  anticipated, 
antedated  somewhat.  Old  age  does  not 
begin,  as  we  thought  in  our  teens,  at 
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twenty-eight  or  thirty;  not,  indeed, 
until  forty,  or  it  may  be  forty-five  or 
-six  or  so.  We  have  been  granted  a 
reprieve.  But  there,  at  those  cross- 
roads, old  age  will  meet  and  conduct  us. 

But  let  him  who  stands  fairly  at  forty- 
five  or  -six  testify!  Has  old  age  ever 
been  met  there?  Go  to!  go  to!  You 
jest.  You  are  very  young  if  you  so 
much  as  suggest  it.  Voluminous  data  are 
at  hand,  ample  testimony.  You  are  told 
that  this  or  that  great  man  or  woman 
was  only  really  beginning  his  or  her 
career  at  forty. 

So  it  is  at  fifty,  instead,  that  you  will 
meet  this  dread  Button-molder.  But, 
to  your  amazement,  he  is  not  there! 
Fifty?  Why,  you  are  only  just  begin- 
ning to  know  what  it  is  to  have  the  real 
use  of  your  powers ! And  you  look  back 
with  a certain  mellow  pity  on  callow 
fledglings  of  twenty-two  or  twenty-five 
who,  it  seems,  must  be  very  cold  in  the 
winds  of  the  world,  with  so  few  feathers 
to  protect  them,  youths  and  maidens 
who  are  still  dupes  of  convention,  still 
shivering  in  any  breeze  of  disapproval, 
slaves  to  the  world’s  opinion,  and  who 
have  not  yet  dared  a single  flight.  Not 
that  you  disavow  age!  On  the  con- 
trary, you  pretend  to  great  antiquity. 
You  be^in  to  talk  about  how  old  you 
are  getting  to  be.  You  say  this  espe- 
cially in  the  presence  of  young  people 
or  of  your  contemporaries,  with  an  eye 
to  their  observations.  But  any  one 
who  has  done  this  himself  knows  the 
pretense.  No,  turn  it  as  you  will,  fifty 
is  not  old  to  those  who  are  fifty.  When 
you  get  to  be  sixty,  then  you  will  of 
course  have  to  admit. 

But,  sixty!  Who  that  did  not  cheat 
himself  ever  admitted  he  had  met  old 
age  at  sixty! — at  sixty,  mind  you,  when 
one  is  only  just  beginning  to  get  ready 
to  live  one's  life  wisely!  When  one  is 
only  just  getting  really  ready  to  show 
the  world  now,  if  it  would  be  happy,  it 
must  thenceforth  conduct  itself. 

So,  old  age  is  put  oflF  for  another 
decade.  And  when  the  children  and 
grandchildren  celebrate  you  at  seventy, 
well,  you  have  grown  increasingly  gentle 
and  affectionate  and  so  you  are  willing 
to  pretend  to  be  old,  by  courtesy,  for 
their  sakes  who  so  unanimously  believe 
you  to  be  so,  and  that  they  shall  have 
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a valid  excuse  for  making  a day  of  it; 
and  the  point  is  not  lost  on  you  that 
to  the  little  children  of  the  company 
(who  are,  as  I have  tried  to  show  you, 
the  only  real  connoisseurs  and  experi- 
ences of  old  age)  you  seem  decrepit. 
But  if  you  are  honest  with  yourself, 
is  it  not  now,  just  now,  that  you  are 
beginning  to  understand  and  gather  the 
world  to  your  hearth-just  now  that  you 
are,  so  to  speak,  learning  to  read  life, 
as  a little  child  his  books,  learning  to 
spell  out  its  true  meanings  and  guess  at 
its  true  glories?  They  call  you  old? 
No!  It  is  the  young  only  who  are  old! 
If  they  could  only  know!  It  is  you, 
now,  who  for  the  first  time  are  beginning 
to  have  the  heart  of  a child. 

There  are  some,  I know,  who  are  very 
generally  believed  to  have  died  of  old 
age  at  eighty-five,  ninety.  But  I do 
not  believe  it.  As  the  years  mount,  the 
witnesses  are  fewer,  the  testimony  neces- 
sarily grows  less  and  more  vague.  But 
I would  wager  they  were  not  old.  Open 
the  locked  heart  of  the  oldest  of  them, 
if  you  could,  and  you  would  find  graven 
within  it,  I have  no  doubt,  youth — not 
age;  not  despair,  but  hope,  persistent 
hope,  abiding  there  as  in  Pandora’s  box, 
when  all  the  evils  flesh  is  heir  to  else 
have  escaped. 

“Ah>  si  la  jeunesse  savait!  si  la  vieil- 
lesse  pouvait!”  I used  to  ponder  over 
that  in  my  youth  and  think  how  sad, 
how  sad  a saying  it  was!  I am  inclined 
now  to  give  it  a new  and  I believe  a 
better  interpretation.  Ah,  if  youth  but 
knew  how  marvelously  young  old  age  real- 
ly is!  If  old  age  had  but  the  power  to  live 
as  young,  as  eager  as  the  heart  may  be! 

Is  there  need  to  carry  the  argument 
further?  Who  that  ponders  ana  grows 
old  but  knows  there  is  no  old  ager 

The  young  alone  know  and  believe  in 
age;  and  with  them  it  is  neither  reality 
nor  experience,  but  an  imaginary  evil; 
nor  would  they  suffer  so  from  it  did  they 
know  more  of  the  immortal  heart  that 
beats  within  us  all.  But  that  knowledge 
will  come  to  them,  as  it  has  come  to  us, 
with  the  years. 

It  has  been  truly  said  that  only  the 
death  of  those  of  our  own  generation 
ever  really  shocks  or  shakes  us.  The 
passing  away  of  parents  or  of  children, 
these  nappenings  are  visionary;  they 


are  remote  from  us,  however  terrible  or 
intimate  the  loss;  they  are  separated 
from  the  present  of  ourselves  as  are 
the  past  and  the  future.  But  the 
death  of  a husband,  a wife,  a brother, 
a sister,  or  of  one’s  close  and  con- 
temporary friend — such  is  the  incredible 
loss,  “for  we  had  believed  uncon- 
sciously that  these,  like  ourselves,  were 
immortal.” 

It  is  for  us,  for  ourselves,  that  the  ever- 
lasting gates  are  lifted  up;  nor  shall  it 
ever  seem  possible  that  they  are  closed 
to  us.  Age  is  a fiction  and  a fashion 
that  changes,  a shadow  that  we  cast  in 
passing  on  those  about  us,  who  count 
time  by  it,  but  by  which  our  own  lives 
remain,  in  the  very  nature  of  things, 
undimmed,  even  as  the  shadow  falls  on 
lilac  or  on  sun-dial,  cypress  or  deep  val- 
leys, but  is  not  noted  of  the  Sun  that 
carries  time  and  daylight  with  him,  and 
knows  nothing  of  the  night. 

This  is  the  piece  of  news  not  new,  yet 
nowhere  that  I know  of  clearly  stated, 
that  I have  to  offer;  and  if  you  will  not 
laugh  at  me,  and  if  I mistake  not,  it  has 
indeed  something  to  do  with  immor- 
tality. 

I look  to  find  it  enthusiastically  or 
placidly  corroborated  by  those  older 
than  I,  this  truth.  I look  to  hear  them 
say  also  that  there  is,  strictly  speaking, 
no  age,  only  a chimera  that  goes  by  that 
name  and  is  dreaded;  a vision,  a shadow, 
a baseless  fabric.  It  is  the  young,  as  I 
hope  I have  proved,  that  suffer  most 
from  age;  but  they,  too,  if  they  but  live 
long  enough,  shall  be  comforted  in  time, 
for  it  is  benevolently  designed  that  as 
we  grow  older  we  steadily  and  merci- 
fully outgrow  age,  and  little  by  little  rid 
ourselves  of  the  fear  of  it  that  weighed 
so  heavy  on  us  in  our  teens. 

AH  MING 

By  Fleta  Campbell  Springer 

IF  you  know  just  which  one  of  those 
non-committal  doors  along  Dupont 
Street  to  go  in  by,  and  if  you  are  a 
friend  or  the  friend  of  a friend,  it  may 
be  that  Ah  Ming  will  dance  for  you  and, 
as  a special*  favor,  sing.  And  there  is 
more  than  may  be  imagined  in  the 
dancing  of  Ah  Ming — far  more. 

A long  room  filled  with  a strange 
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Oriental  clutter,  lighted  from  the  cano- 
pied center  by  a soft,  steady  glow, 
drooping  vaguely  down  into  shadows — 
weighted,  it  seems,  with  the  odor  of 
incense — and  brooded  over  by  grotesque 
gods  whose  names  you  forget  as  soon  as 
they  are  said.  The  gods  are  for  sale; 
but  now  it  is  after  hours  and  you  have 
not  come  for  bargaining.  You  are  a 
guest. 

The  voices  of  your  hosts  seem  not  to 
disturb  the  silence,  and  your  own  voice 
involuntarily  attunes  itself  to  theirs. 
They  receive  you  graciously,  offer  you 
small  bamboo  chairs  without  backs,  and 
when  you  have  exchanged  inquiries 
concerning  one  another’s  well-being, 
briefly  or  at  length,  as  the  inclination  is, 
the  mistress  of  the  house  calls  out: 
“Ah  Ming!  Ah  Ming!  A friend  is 
here!”  for  well  she  knows  who  it  is  you 
have  come  to  see. 

An  exquisite,  unreal  little  creature  she 
is,  coming  out  of  the  shadows  at  the  far 
end  of  the  room.  A fragile  girl  child, 
not  more  than  four,  veritably  a “small 
gold  goddess,”  clad  in  all  the  splendor 
of  Oriental  babyhood.  Sea  green,  with 
figures  of  Chinese  blue  and  bordered  in 
gold,  are  the  trousers  and  coat;  the  tiny 
shoes  gay  with  embroideries;  the  ivory 
heels  set  uncomfortably  in  the  middle  of 
the  foot  tap  fairy-like  as  she  comes  under 
the  light.  On  her  head  is  the  “ Crown  of 
Childnood,”  that  gorgeous  headdress 
which  lends  to  the  baby  face  so  strange 
an  air  of  sophistication  gained  other- 
where than  in  this  life. 

She  gives  you  her  flower-like  hands 
gravely,  and  the  delicate  mouth  with 
the  two  vivid  rouge  spots  does  not 
smile;  the  slant  black  eyes  do  not  smile, 
but  shine  with  the  most  unqualified 
welcome. 

When,  after  a while,  she  is  aslted  to 
dance  she  looks  at  once  to  her  elders, 
and  at  a word  she  moves  out  where  the 
light  converges,  and  with  no  trace  of 
self-consciousness,  only  a sweet  ahd  un- 
questioning obedience,  she  begins,  with- 
out music,  to  dance. 

And  how  amazing  a thing  it  is,  this 
dancing  of  Ah  Ming!  A queer,  stiff 
grotesquerie  of  steps  and  postures,  bal- 
ancing perilously  on  the  ivory  heels, 
every  atom  of  her  small  body  alive  and 
tense,  and  counting  softly,  in  English, 


under  her  breath:  “One,  two,  three — 
One,  two  three!” 

Immediately  you  remember  that  the 
Chinese  do  not  (lance  in  this  way.  What 
is  it,  then?  Something  in  a pose  held 
dangerously  long  strikes  a familiar  note. 
You  are  about  to  make  it  out  when  the 
mistress  of  the  house  explains,  with  love 
and  pride  in  her  voice  and  eyes:  “Span- 
ish. The  Spanish  dance.  Ah  Ming 
has  the  lesson  twice  every  week.  See — 
it  is  very  difficult  with  the  heels.” 

Suddenly  you  are  aware  that  here 
before  you  is  the  most  subtle  and  elo- 
quent commentary  upon  races.  This 
exotic  child  of  an  ancient  people,  whose 
religion  is  dignity,  going  with  serious 
precision  through  all  the  steps  and 
movements  of  that  dance  into  which  the 
daughters  of  Spain  fling  the  passion,  the 
fire,  and  the  abandon  that  is  theirs. 

It  is  a dainty  burlesque,  incongruous, 
alien,  troubling.  You  are  filled  with 
protest,  yet  you  exclaim  extravagant 
compliments  when  the  dance  is  finished, 
for  there  is  the  pride  in  the  eyes  of  your 
hostess  as  she  tells  you  that  Ah  Ming 
is  to  dance  on  the  stage.  An  American 
lady  has  “taken  an  interest”  in  Ah 
Ming  and  arranged  for  the  lessons,  and 
she  is  going  to  get  Ah  Ming  an  engage- 
ment in  vaudeville.  It  will  be  very 
unusual.  Ah  Ming  will  make  a great 
deal  of  money  . . . the  American  lady 
has  been  most  good  and  kind. 

Ah  Ming,  with  her  Crown  of  Child- 
hood, in  vaudeville!  You  would  laugh, 
only  that  it  is  so  tragic. 

But  she  is  about  to  sing.  . . . “You 
will  like  that.  She  is  very  quick  to 
learn — only  a few  lessons  for  singing.” 

Still  with  that  gracious  little  air  she 
takes  her  place  again,  and  in  the  voice 
that  is  the  voice  of  babyhood  the  world 
around,  but  solemnly,  as  if  it  were  a 
sacred  chant,  she  begins  the  words  of  a 
song  made  popular  by  the  most  suc- 
cessfully vulgar  of  English  comediennes, 
“Don’t  you  think  my  dress  is — just  a 
little  bit — just  a little  bit — ” 

The  heart  within  you  cries  out, 
“Sacrilege!” 

Running  forward,  pirouetting  here, 
now  holding  out  the  edge  of  her  gold- 
bordered  coat,  the  tiny  creature  goes 
through  all  she  has  been  taught,  faith- 
fully, leaving  nothing  out. 
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Yet  you  smile  and  applaud  when  she 
has  finished,  and  Ah  Ming,  adorably 
flushed  under  the  gold  satin  of  her 
skin,  effaces  herself  while  you  thank 
your  hosts.  And,  after  another  caress 
of  the  flower-like  hands  of  Ah  Ming,  you 
take  your  leave  and  find  your  way  down 
again  into  the  tawdry  lights  of  Market 
Street,  there  to  reflect  upon  the  sins 
which  we  commit  against  one  another 
in  this  world. 

O American  ladies!  Good,  kind  Amer- 
ican ladies!  Why  will  you  take  so 
much  interest? 


“WHA*)r  FLAVOR?” 
By  Franklin  P.  Adams 


0 fons  Bandusia , splendid  ior  vitro — 

— Horace:  Book  iii.,  Ode  13. 


AX/ORTHY  of  flowers  and  syrups  s 
O fountain  of  Bandusian  onyx, 
To-morrow  shall  a goatling’s  bleat 
Mix  with  the  sizz  of  thy  carbonics. 


sweet, 


A kid  whose  budding  horns  portend 
A life  of  love  and  war — but  vainly! 

For  thee  his  sanguine  life  shall  end — 
He’ll  spill  his  blood,  to  put  it  plainly. 

And  never  shalt  thou  feel  the  heat 
That  blazes  in  the  days  of  Sirius, 

But  men  shall  quaff  thy  soda  sweet. 

And  girls  imbibe  thy  drinks  delirious. 

Fountain  whose  dulcet  cool  I sing. 

Be  thou  immortal  by  this  Ode  (a 

Not  wholly  meretricious  thing) 

Bandusian  fount  of  ice-cream  soda! 


NAMING  THE  CANARY 
By  Lawrence  Gilman 

AROSE  by  any  other  name — ? 
Well,  perhaps.  But  that  is  not 
the  point.  The  point  is  this:  In 
our  hybrid  land,  with  its  hybrid  opera 
and  opera  companies,  what  are  we  to 
call  those  famous  ladies  whose  sweet 
names  sound  with  such  jangling  confu- 
sion in  our  ears?  What  rule  are  we  to 
observe?  For  example:  It  is  “ Mme . 
Homer”  in  the  newspaper  reviews  and 
in  the  programs.  But  why  “Mme. 
Homer”  instead  of  “Mrs.  Homer”? 
The  lady  is  married  to  Mr.  Homer;  this 
is  America;  Mrs.  Homer  is  not  French; 
she  is  not  yet  a dowager.  Or,  take  an- 
other case:  “Mme.  Tetrazzini.”  There 
is  no  such  person.  She  is  not  “Mme.”; 
she  is  not  “Tetrazzini.”  She  is  Signora 
Bazelli,  wife  of  Signor  Bazelli.  But  this 


is  America,  you  remind  us.  Very  well — 
“Mrs.  Tetrazzini,”  then. 

On  the  other  hand,  consider  the  illus- 
trious males  of  the  opera.  It  is  “Mr. 
Caruso,”  “Mr.  Scotti,”  “Mr.  Rothier,” 
“Mr.  de  Segurola,”  “Mr.  Hackett”— 
Italians,  Frenchmen,  Spaniards,  Amer- 
icans— all  are  treated  alike.  We  no 
longer  “Signor”  them  and  “Monsieur” 
them.  The  system  is  admirably  simple 
and  reasonable. 

Twenty  years  ago  it  was  different.  In 
those  days  we  were  fussy  and  self-con- 
scious, and  were  at  great  pains  to  say, 
“Monsieur  Plan^on,”  “Signor  Campa- 
nini,”  “Herr  Fischer”;  and  there  was 
confusion  and  perplexity  in  the  land,  and 
compositors  and  proof-readers  and  edi- 
tors went  mildly  insane  in  their  efforts  to 
determine  the  proper  prefix  to  bestow 
upon  the  illustrious  soprano  who  was 
bom  in  Minnesota  of  Swedish  parents, 
educated  in  Paris  and  Berlin,  alleged 
Naples  as  her  legal  residence,  and  was 
married  to  a Portuguese  whose  mother 
was  a Dublin  barmaid.  But  nowadays, 
as  I have  said,  the  case  of  the  operatic 
males  has  been  admirably  simplified.  A 
few  scrupulous  souls  still  speak  of  a 
certain  great  man  as  “Signor  Caruso”; 
but  to  the  general  public  and  most 
of  the  professional  chroniclers  on  the 
newspapers,  the  mighty  Cams’,  when  he 
is  nrefixed  at  all,  is  now  “Mr.  Caruso.” 

The  trouble  is  in  the  case  of  the  ladies. 
No  one  would  object  to  their  being  in- 
consistent, if  only  they  would  agree 
among  themselves  to  standardize  their 
inconsistency.  In  the  first  place,  they 
should  not  compel  us  to  remember  that 
they  are  or  have  been  married.  Let 
them  consider  their  sisters  of  the 
theatrical  stage.  Mrs.  Russell  G.  Colt 
is  still  “Miss  Ethel  Barrymore” — not 
“Mme.  Barrymore,”  or  “Mrs.  Barry- 
more-Colt”;  Mrs.  Thomas  B.  Clarke  is 
still  “Miss  Elsie  Ferguson”;  Mrs.  W. 
A.  Brady  is  still  “Miss  Grace  George”; 
Mrs.  James  H..  Dalton  is  still  “Miss 
Marie  Dressier”;  Mrs.  Kurt  Eisfeldt  is 
still  “Miss  May  Irwin”  (our  matrimo- 
nial data  are  the  latest  available).  In 
other  words,  these  ladies  do  not  attempt 
to  modify  their  familiar  stage-names, 
whether  those  be  real  or  “ professional,” 
by  prefixes  or  hyphens  designed  to  sug- 
gest the  lapse  of  spinsterhood. 
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But  contrast  this  fine  and  reposeful 
consistency,  this  serene  maintenance  of 
familiar  traditions,  this  convenient  sim- 
plicity, as  it  obtains  in  the  playhouse, 
with  the  tortuous,  uneasy,  and  henlike 
tactics  of  the  operatic  sisterhood  and 
the  reciprocally  wavering  tactics  of  the 
newspaper  chroniclers.  It  is  the  latter, 
of  course,  who  are  chiefly  to  blame;  but 
I shall  cheerfully  admit  that  they  are 
confronted  by  a problem  beside  which 
the  complexities  of  international  law  are 
as  simple  and  obvious  as  the  psychology 
of  a Conscientious  Objector.  How,  for 
instance,  should  an  American  newspaper 
refer  to  the  singer  who  is  named  in  the 
official  catalogue  of  the  Metropolitan 
Opera  Company  as  “Mme.  Farrar”? 
Tnis  admired  lady  is  neither  a “Mme.” 
nor  a “Farrar” — still  less  is  she  the  two 
in  combination.  She  is  a New-Englander 
married  to  a Frenchman  known  as 
Monsieur  Lou  Tellegen,  whose  real  name 
is  Van  Dommelen.  Therefore,  as  we  see 
it,  she  is  either  “Miss  Farrar”  or 
“Mrs.Tellegen-Van  Dommelen.”  “ Mme 
Farrar”  is  as  gross  an  affront  to  logic 
and  good  sense  as  would  be  “Mme. 
Barrymore”  for  the  divine  Ethel.  Cer- 
tain journals,  incidentally,  attempt  a 
partition  of  this  Gordian  knot  by  speak- 
ing of  “Mrs.  Farrar” — a foolish  and  de- 

Klorable  compromise.  According  to  the 
fetropolitan  Opera  Company,  as  I have 
said,  she  is  “Mme.  Farrar.”  But  what 
would  the  Metropolitan  say  to  “Mme. 
Tempest,”  “Mme.  Ferguson,”  “Mme. 
George,”  “Mme.  Dressier,”  “Mme.  Ir- 
win,’ “Mme.  Billieburke”?  Go  to! 
The  lady  from  Melrose,  Massachusetts, 
is  “Miss  Farrar”  forever — unless,  per- 
chance, she  should  choose  to  compress 
the  most  famous  of  American  operatic 
appellations  into  one  verbal  unit,  pat- 
terning after  Lotta  of  fragrant  memory, 
and  let  herself  be  known  to  us,  with 
sweetly  familiar  brevity,  as  “Geraldine.” 


THE  CASE  OF  VAN  BRUNT 
BY  J.  P.  G. 

PROHIBITION  will  be  stark  tragedy 
for  Van  Brunt.  I do  not  know 
what  he  will  do  without  liquor.  It  is 
his  chief  topic  of  conversation.  I have 
known  this  little  man  for  a good  many 
years,  and  never  in  all  that  time  have  I 
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had  so  much  as  five  minutes’  talk  with 
him  without  his  reverting  to  the  subject 
of  Drink.  He  knows  more  about  Rum, 
in  the  generic  and  inclusive  sense  of  that 
term,  than  John  Burroughs  knows  about 
birds.  He  talks  about  it  constantly,  with 
affection  and  gusto.  He  will  not  bet 
money,  or  hats,  or  dinners — all  his  wagers 
are  in  terms  of  Drink.  I have  a vision 
of  Van  Brunt  shriveling  up  in  the  forth- 
coming dryness  and  blowing  away,  or  at 
any  rate  losing  all  interest  in  things 
mundane.  He  is  too  old  to  acquire  a 
new  topic  of  interest. 

Impressed  by  his  lust  for  liquor,  I had 
a desire  to  see  his  thirst  in  action.  So  one 
day  I girded  myself  and  went  forth  for 
a drinking-bout  with  him.  He  is  only  a 
little  over  five  feet  tall,  and  I was  eaten 
up  with  curiosity  to  see  what  might  be 
his  liquid  measure. 

We  sat  down  beside  a table  in  a Cer- 
tain Place.  He  ordered  what  he  would, 
and  I took  “the  same” — I would  keep 
up  with  him,  drink  for  drink,  if  I had  to 
be  carried  home  or  to  the  police  station, 
on  the  proverbial  shutter  or  in  the  Black 
Maria. 

For  three  mortal  hours  we  sat  there, 
and  talked  of  drink;  of  the  bibulous 
habits  and  privileges  of  the  English, 
French,  Germans,  Russians,  Mexicans, 
Japanese;  about  brandy,  absinthe, 
schnapps,  vodka,  pulque,  sake.  Or, 
rather,  he  talked;  as  his  eye  lighted  and 
his  tongue  flew  loose  I had  difficulty  in 
getting  a word  in  edgewise.  My  only 
chartce  was  when  he  lifted  his  little  glass 
and  looked  lovingly  through  the  amber 
at  the  sun. 

Van  Brunt  told  some  one  the  other 
day  that  I went  out  with  him  and 
“stayed  till  the  last  drop  was  drunk.” 
Well,  so  I did.  I kept  up  with  him,  sip 
for  sip.  And  between  us  we  emptied 
exactly  one  pint  bottle — of  a mild 
Rhine  wine! 

I think  of  this  little  conversational  sot 
as  I reflect  upon  the  devastation  to  be 
wrought  by  tne  Great  Drought  so  soon 
to  blight  this  land  of  Personal  Liberty, 
and  wonder  where  are  those  Real 
Drinkers  who  in  their  private  hearts  are 
not  secretly  glad  that  involuntarily  they 
will  now  be  obliged  to  do  what  always 
they  have  been  wishing  they  had  the 
courage  to  do  of  their  own  accord. 
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IT  would  be  hard  to  say  which  the 
returning  winterer  spoke  of  with 
greater  severity,  the  American  Plan 
in  our  hotels  as  we  all  understand  it, 
or  the  European  Plan  as  most  of  us 
misunderstand  it.  He  had  been  all  win- 
ter exploring  the  South  for  a climate 
which  would  most  nearly  remind  him  of 
the  September  and  October  tempera- 
tures of  his  native  North,  and  he  had 
nowhere  found  those  temperatures,  or 
rest  from  exile  in  the  intensified  home- 
lessness represented  to  his  experience  by 
the  American  Plan  in  our  hotels.  He 
wished  to  talk  of  this  to  whoever  would 
or  would  not  listen,  and  of  course  he  was 
mostly  tedious,  but  incidentally  he  was 
rather  instructive  and  sometimes  a little 
amusing  in  his  unsparing  execration. 

“The  American  Plan,”  he  said,  “is 
something  we  love,  or  loathe  according 
to  our  knowledge  or  ignorance  of  right 
living,  and  admire  as  a signal  instance 
of  our  national  luxury  or  take  shame  to 
ourselves  for  the  wicked  profusion  which 
it  flatters  in  our  persistent  barbarism.  We 
call  it  the  American  Plan,  and  it  is  iust 
that  we  should  bear  the  blame  of  it; 
but,”  he  continued,  “it  is  not  right  that 
Europe  should  bear  the  blame  of  what 
we  call  the  European  Plan.  This  is  the 
notion  of  the  American  innkeeper  who 
lets  rooms  with  the  privilege  of  public 
parlors,  and  has  a restaurant  where  he 
sells  entire  meals  or  portions  of  them. 
Our  people  fondly  suppose  this  consti- 
tutes his  business  a hotel  of  the  Euro- 
pean Plan,  and  he  shares  the  popular  de- 
lusion; but  the  real  European  Plan  is  the 
hire  of  private  and  public  rooms  and  the 
table  d'hote  service  of  three  meals  a day. 
For  these  you  may  pay  separably,  if  you 
will,  but  the  European  innkeeper  is  al- 
ways ready  to  make  an  inclusive  rate, 
like  that  of  our  American  Plan,  without 
our  American  waste  of  provisions  spoiled 
as  far  as  our  cooks  can. 

“Our  American  Plan  dinner  is  ready  at 


three  o’clock,  but  when  we  sit  down  to 
it  at  six  it  has  been  cooling  three  hours 
on  the  steam-table;  and  then  the 
waiter  puts  it  before  us  after  long  de- 
tours from  the  kitchen.  The  name  of 
the  waiter,  like  that  of  certain  other 
demons,  is  legion,  whether  he  is  white  or 
black  or  man  or  maid.  In  the  South 
the  waiter  was  once  always  black,  but 
now  he  is  increasingly  replaced  by  a 
white  waitress.  I liked  his  eager  ineffi- 
ciency best  when  he  ruled  supreme;  but 
I have  not  been  consulted  in  the  change, 
and  I suppose  it  has  made  for  cleanliness; 
ou  could  not  tell  when  a black  waiter 
ad  last,  if  ever,  washed  his  hands.  He 
and  his  kind  roamed  the  vast  dining- 
rooms in  rhythmical  bands  with  their 
trays  poised  before  them,  and  each 
served  two  or  three  tables  with  the 
redundant  provision  which  the  diners 
had  ordered — not  easily  more  than  one 
soup,  but  often  two  or  three  meats 
and  as  many  desserts,  with  vegetable 
growths  of  several  kinds,  cooked  or  un- 
cooked. 

“The  scene  is  characteristic  of  all  the 
large  American  Plan  hotels  of  the  farther 
South,  but  it  is  even  more  spectacular  in 
the  hotels  of  an  unparalleled  watering- 
place  of  the  North,  where  the  material 
is  better  from  year  to  year,  and  some- 
times defies  the  system,  but  cannot  con- 
trol its  inherent  and  atrocious  waste.  A 
beautifully  adequate  dinner  of  the  real 
European  Plan  would  be  served  by  a 
tenth  of  the  wild  herds  of  the  American 
Plan,  and  the  guest,  as  he  might  fitly  be 
called,  would  be  offered  a philosophized 
succession  of  dishes  till  the  last  left  him 
sated,  though  politely  capable  of  more. 
I should  say  that  the  actual  table  d'hote. 
of  Europe  was  a token  of  mature  civili- 
zation, just  as  any  meal  of  the  Amer- 
ican Plan  is  a proof  of  our  personal 
or  national  barbarism.  The  table  d'hote 
dinner  is  brought  quietly  to  your  elbow 
by  hands  decently  gloved,  and  not,  as  in 
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those  colossal  hotels  of  the  American 
Plan,  borne  on  a clattering  tray  and 
spread  before  you  in  some  semblance  of 
successive  dishes,  by  bare  hands  of 
darker  or  paler  pigment,  which  you  con- 
trol your  eyes  from  as  best  you  may, 
while  you  fall  upon  the  victual  in  a boy- 
' ish  ideal  of  luxury  or  the  unforgotten 
famine  of  early  poverty.” 

‘‘Oh,  come!”  we  protested.  “Youth 
is  ifmocent  in  its  ideals,  and  early  pov- 
erty is  respectable.” 

“Are  they?”  our  friend  demurred.  “I 
am  not  str  sure,  if  the  American  Plan 
results  from  them,  as  I think  it  does. 
But  let  that  pass,  and  let  us  come  to  the 
European  Plan  as  we  have  the  American 
version  of  it.  I have  said  how  far  from 
European  it  is  in  the  mere  hire  of  rooms 
and  the  supply  of  meals  from  a restaurant, 
but  for  better  or  worse,  it  prevails  in  our 
larger  Northern  and  Western  cities. 

“When  I used  to  arrive  in  England 
from  the  Continent  long  ago  they  had  a 
sort  of  hotel  which  our  European  Plan 
may  have  been  imagined  from.  You 
then  dined  ‘off  the  joint’  for  five  shil- 
lings, or  three,  as  you  chose,  with 
charges  for  the  serving  as  distinct  from 
the  price  as  the  charges  for  rooms  and 
fire  and  attendance.  There  was  no  offer 
of  an  inclusive  rate,  which  seems  to  have 
been  an  ultimate  inspiration  from  the 
Continent,  like  the  meals  served  in 
courses.  But  in  England  they  now  have 
almost  universally  the  table  d'hote  ser- 
vice; and  I think  with  more  emotion 
than  I should  like  to  betray  in  recalling 
it  at  Plymouth,  Bath,  Southampton,  or 
wherever  I first  met  it.” 

“But,”  we  caught  at  the  word, 
“wasn’t  it  the  very  genius  of  the  con- 
tinental table  d'hote  dinner  to  be  served 
at  the  long  board  where  the  guests  sat 
cheek  by  jowl  and  vis-a-vis,  to  whatever 
number  they  ran,  though  they  never  ran 
to  the  numbers  of  the  American  Plan? 
When  the  cold  British  temperament 
curdled  the  long  board  into  small  sepa- 
rate tables  how  was  the  table  d'hote  ser- 
vice contrived  ?” 

“Oh,  perfectly.  The  waiters  merely 
followed  with  a swifter  pace  at  the  various 
tables,  and  the  thing  was  over  all  too 
soon.  I’ll  own  that  I had  my  fears  of  the 
small  separate  tables,  but  there  was  no 
failure,  and  there  never  was  the  slightest 


semblance  of  the  mob  which  serves  us  in 
the  American  Plan.” 

“The  American  Plan?”  we  repeated, 
thoughtfully.  “How  did  it  come  to  be 
called  so?  To  distinguish  it  from  that 
European  Plan  which  Europe  does  not 
know?  But  was  it  really  of  American 
origin  ? The  American  Plan  dinner  per- 
haps came  with  the  structural  size  and 
shape  of  our  hotels  and  the  crude  ideals 
of  our  essentially  middle-class  travel 
loosed  upon  its  holidays  or  errands  of 
business.  Preferably  we  should  say  holi- 
days, from  the  abundance  of  children  at 
the  public  tables  in  the  care  of  mothers 
who  cannot  afford  maids  to  care  for  them 
apart.” 

“I  shouldn’t  sneer  at  those  kind 
mothers !” 

“Sneer?  Are  we  sneering?”  we  re- 
turned. “Then  let  us  atone  by  trying  to 
honor  the  yet  simpler  mothers  who  pack 
the  dinner-pails  on  an  American  Plan 
which  hasn’t  had  national  recognition  or 
hasn’t  eventuated  in  universal  accept- 
ance.” 

“That’s  all  very  well,  but  you  won’t 
divine  the  original  American  Plan  if  you 
leave  out  the  theory  of  the  human  vul- 

farity  which  is  probably  its  true  source. 

don’t  say  conscious  vulgarity,  if  vul- 
garity can  ever  be  said  to  be  uncon- 
scious. But  I don’t  mind  the  vul- 
garity so  much  as  the  waste  of  the 
American  Plan.  During  the  days  when 
we  were  bidden  win  the  war  by  saving 
food  I do  not  remember  that  the  pro- 
vision was  less  lavish  than  now  when 
the  war  has  been  won  and  we  are  lapped 
in  a dream  of  everlasting  peace  and 
plenty.  We  did  not  save  food  then  and 
we  don’t  now;  and  long  ago,  before  sav- 
ing was  imagined  except  as  a personal 
disgrace,  I remember  asking  at  a hotel  of 
the  American  Plan  what  was  done  with 
the  broken  or  untouched  victual.  Did 
certain  of  the  poor,  who  are  always  more 
or  less  hungry,  come  regularly  to  the 
pantry  door  and  take  the  broken  victuals 
away?  My  question  was  all  but  laughed 
to  scorn.  Oh  no;  they  did  try  that  once, 
or  for  a while,  but  it  didn’t  work,  and 
now  the  best  with  the  worst  of  what  was 
left  was  massed  in  the  indiscriminate 
offal  which  the  swill-carts  bore  away. 
This  may  or  may  not  have  been  true; 
sometimes  I have  had  my  doubts,  for  I 
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don’t  like  to  think  the  worst  even  of  the  even  to  the  long  table  of  our  primitive 
American  Plan.  In  my  war-time  jour-  tavern  by  way  of  the  continental  table 
neying  and  sojourning  I could  not  see  d'hote.” 

that  the  menu  of  the  American  Plan  was  “Well,  I’ll  own  that  I liked  the  friend- 
more  Spartan  than  now,  though  I had  liness  of  both,  with  the  conversibility  of 
it  on  my  conscience  to  see  whether  the  strangers  vis-a-vis  or  at  either  side, 
others  won  the  war  by  saving  the  food  I But  I don’t  expect  so  much  reasonable 
lavished  on  myself.  I am  sorry  to  say  pleasure  now.  The  small,  separate  tables 
that  they  seemed  not  to  fight  for  de-  will  remain  in  the  way  for  long,  possibly 
mocracy  by  fighting  shy  of  waste  even  forever;  but  I hope  they  will  not  be 
where  the  table  was  exceptionally  good,  served  by  the  herds  now  abetting  >»ur 
and  their  virtue  would  have  especially  gluttony  and  waste  with  overflowing 
counted,  as  in  some  Southern  hotels  of  trays.  Yes,  I should  be  quite  satisfied, 
the  American  Plan  where  the  black  to  begin  in  the  right  way  if  I 'must  with 
waiters  had  been  replaced  by  the  white  the  old  country-tavern  table,  and  the 
waitresses.”  guests  handing  one  another’s  plates 

Our  friend  seemed  to  have  come  to  the  down  the  line  from  the  host  or  hostess.” 
end  of  his  diatribe;  but  we  had  begun  to  “We  should  think  you  would,”  we 
enjoy  it  and  we  prompted  him  further,  said. 

“And  how  do  you  propose  to  abolish  the  “Why  this  mocking  tone?”  our  friend 

American  Plan,  which  you  feel  such  an  demanded. 

abuse?”  “Because  you  won’t  get  it.” 

“Why,  as  I say,  it  has  abolished  itself  “Well,  I never  pretended  that  I 
except  in  the  subordinate  citjes  and  the  should.  I only  insist  that  as  it  is  we 
summer  and  winter  centers.  Elsewhere  have  now  neither  the  real  American 
it  has  been  supplanted  by  the  European  Plan  nor  the  European  Plan.” 

Plan,  as  we  miscall  it.”  Our  friend  was  about  escaping.  “ But, 

“But  that?”  we  suggested.  hold!”  we  exclaimed.  (We  really  ex- 

“ Is  only  another  abuse.”  claimed,  “Hold  on!”  “But,  hold!”  is 

“And  you  expect  the  real  European  more  literary,  and  so  we  always  leave  off 
Plan  eventually?”  the  “on”  in  print.)  Meanwhile  we 

“Why  not?  It  came  to  England  from  clutched  at  a dim  impression  which  was 
the  Continent  when  the  table  d'hote  sup-  also  a vivid  recollection.  “What  about 
planted  the  dinner  off  the  joint  and  the  the  Grand  Hotel  Pupp  at  Carlsbad? 
varied  charges  for  rooms,  lights,  and  Isn’t  that  an  Americo-European  Hotel 
fires,  with  a willingly  proffered  inclusive  in  Europe?”  Our  friend  stared,  while  we 
rate  for  the  whole.  Why  shouldn’t  it  continued.  “There  is  no  table  d'hote  at 
come  to  us  wearing  the  front  of  the  old  Pupp’s  or  at  any  hotel  in  Carlsbad.  You 

familiar  American  Plan,  but  no  longer  take  your  rooms,  and  dine  a la  carte  just 

lavishing  and  wasting  in  the  table  ser-  as  you  do  at  an  Americo-European 
vice?  We  might  revert  to  the  long  tables  Hotel  here.  What  do  you  say  to  that ?” 
of  the  early  tavern  where  the  land-  “I  say  you  are  right,”  our  friend  as- 

lord  or  landlady  sat  at  the  head  and  sented. 

sent  each  guest  his  choice  of  food  down  ‘‘  Do  you  suppose,  then,  we  wittingly 
the  line  by  friendly  hands,  and  hope  got  our  Americo-European  Plan  from 
finally  to  develop  the  continental  table  Carlsbad,  with  three  tips  to  the  threefold 
d'hote  with  its  trained  service.  How  table  service?” 

well  I remember  the  last  European  table  “Not  at  all,”  he  replied.  “At  Carls- 
d’hote  where  I sat  in  glad  comfort  at  bad  the  European  Plan  as  we  have  it 
Nuremberg!  But  even  in  the  few  weeks  is  an  exigency  of  the  local  hygiene — of 
of  a North  German  tour  the  British  the  individual  application  of  the  princi- 
mood  had  extended  to  the  Continent  and  pie  of  Kurgemass.” 
had  curdled  the  table  d'hote  into  the  “We  never  thought  of  that,”  we  re- 
small, separate  tables  of  my  first  dinner  turned.  “Then  our  Americo-European 
at  Berlin.”  Plan  is  simply  the  Carlsbad  hotel  without 

“Then,”  we  said,  “if  we  understand  the  Kurgemass.  That  is  very  interesting 
you  rightly,  you  would  like  to  go  back  — and  characteristic.” 
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An  Amateur  Investor 

BY  tfOHARl)  BRUBAKER 


I F rtiattfcrs  wetor  ^ #rai*k!y-  and  about  that  time  amf  hv  had  to  Hi* 

I decided  de  fmitety,  ay  in  golf  and  terms*  dfc-pcvwr-  Thus  fi<  ^^Wiv^ed  4 pfe*?  altitude 

* contests*.  Easterly  would  Have  been  ae-  record  W it akr^  momy  'inviist^ti  m thy  »ihb- 

claimed:  the  ymw tym  champion  investor  of  UW'^pyemm'enl.  .'■'■•  . > ':■;•■/ 

WonpUv^hti.  < hhw  would . hav^ te^rhcr  But  -East^iy  and  his  .wife  lived  dimply1;' 
meilaln  and  WnOraWe  mention  and  booby  they  had  htakn  and  hope,  and  a sa\Mf  trtfW 

prizes,  feat  li asterly .Would  have  taken  all  the  the  gas;  company  (he  was  a good  booWceyper * 

three-legged  cup.  Nobody  else  had  ever  r hough  a poor  money-keeper).  He  was  iron- 

invested  as  much  money  in  as  great  a variety  vatesciug  from  the  latest  financial  illne^  ;oid 

.of  enterprises  without  yetting  some  return.  had  onct*  more  removed  the  mortgage  fe)m 

Other  Woppingfonians  had  helped  to  finance.  the  old  home  roof,  though  the  roof  itself 

labor-saving  inventions,  which  saved  labor  was  in  need  of  repair.  Just  as  he  wtemiHi* 

only  for  their  promoters;  others  had  bought  rich  and  unprotected  state,  a welMr»*-  | 

remote  real  estate,  habitable  only  by  clams;  and  amiable  stranger  walked  info  the 

others  had  sunk  money  in  the  ground  by  gas-office  and  confessed  to  the  mum  of 

such  efficient  modem  appliances  as  oibdnlls.  Noal. 

Rut,  sooner  or  later,  everybody  else  hsd  in-  “ i should  like/’  said  Mr  Noah  *‘ro  m 
vested  in  something  .slightly  profitably  tn  quire  confidentially  about  the  ^tjanding  i)f  3 
the  winter  of  iqiq  Easterly  had  a tin  box  full  genrfemarr  by  the  name  of  Easterly;  U hr 


of  engraved  certificates 
that  would  have  been  rhe 
last  thing  pa  remove  from 
the  house  in  case  of  fire. 
Ht  had  never  got  his  prin- 
cipal back,  to  say  nothing 
or  interest,  rent,  profit, 
royalties,  or  heredita- 
ments. His  amateur 
standing  was  without  a 
taint. 

Strangely  enough,  the 
man  was  not  proud  of  bis 
amateur  trite;  in  fact,  he 
was  always  trying  to  break 
mti>  the  professional  class. 
When  the  various  Liberty 
Loans  came  along  his  pa- 
triotism was  hurt  because 
he  could  not  intitkipate* 
but  it  happened  each  time 
that  he  was  embarrassed 
wnh  efforts  to  meet  pay- 
ments upon  bis  latent  pur- 
chase of  light-blue  sky  and 
keep  the  mortgage  front 
Wing  foreclosed  upon  his 
bcHise.  Once  he  did  make 
a rwo-doHstr  Afeporit  u pon 
a bond,  but  a munition 
scheme  btew  up  in  fits  face 
y*h,  :c mo  r 
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an  employe  of  this  company?  Is  he  finan- 
cially responsible?” 

If  Easterly  had  owned  a suspicious  nature 
he  might  have  wondered  why  plausible 
strangers  always  came  straight  to  him,  from 
the  io  : 36  with  their  glittering  opportuni- 
ties. He  might  have  suspected  that  his  name 
was  on  certain  valuable  lists  of  prominent 
collectors  of  engraved  certificates.  But  if 
he  had  been  of  a mean,  suspicious  disposi- 
tion, he  never  would  have  led  the  batting  list 
in  the  blue-sky  league. 

“I  am  Easterly  himself — myself,”  he  re- 
plied, taking  off  nis  eye-shade.  “Can  I do 
something  for  you?” 

“It's  the  other  way  around,”  said  Mr. 
Noal.  “/  can  do  something  for  you." 

It  developed  presently  that  Mr.  Noal  was 
in  the  position  to  offer  Easterly  the  exclu- 
sive Woppington  rights  to  buy  stock  in  the 
vaguest  and  most  alluring  enterprise  that  had 
ever  come  into  a gas-office.  Never  before  had 
Easterly  been  permitted  to  take  stock  in  a 
company  the  very  purposes  of  which  were  a 
secret — The  National  Credit  Corporation,  a 
vast  undertaking  with  a thousand  activities 
on  land,  on  sea,  and  in  the  air. 

“N.  C.  C.  is  not  as  yet  on  the  market,” 
said  Mr.  Noal,  “but  I have  been  authorized 
to  take  an  advance  subscription  from  one 
reliable  person  in  every  progressive  com- 
munity at”  (rhetorical  pause)  “ten  cents  a 
share. 

When  all  instalments  were  paid.  Easterly 
would  get  a permanent  certificate  and  all 
the  details  would  be  made  clear. 

Out  of  his  vast  experience,  Easterly  now 
set  about  trying  to  sell  himself  this  stock. 

“Of  course,”  he  said,  “if  a person  had  in- 
vested a little  money  in  Bell  Telephone  or 
Ford  Motor  when  they  were  beginning,  he 
would  be  rich  now.” 

“Mr.  Easterly,  I am  going  to  tell  you 
something — perhaps  I oughtn’t  to  do  it,  but 
I know  men  pretty  well  and  I believe  I can 
trust  you.  We  are  quite  alone  here?” 

Easterly  closed  the  transom  of  his  little 
cubby  hole  of  an  office. 

“What  you  say  is  true;  but  the  concern 
which  I represent  is  stronger  than  either  of 
those  companies,  or  both  of  them  together. 
Not  as  they  were  at  the  beginning,  but  as 
they  are  now!" 

Easterly’s  mouth  watered  figuratively  at 
this  news.  “ Yet  you  are  letting  me  have  it  for 
ten  cents  a share?” 

“Ah,  but  not  any  amount  you  want.  There 
are  other  deserving  people  in  the  world  be- 
sides you.  I say  it  with  all  respect.” 

“There  is,  of  course,  no  element  of  risk?” 
The  question  was  almost  like  a statement  of 
fact. 

The  stranger  studied  Easterly’s  character 
for  a silent  moment. 


“ I suppose  you  have  heard  of  cases  where 
extravagant  hopes  of  dividends  were  not 
realized,  or  were  postponed  indefinitely. 
There  have  beta  instances,  I believe,  where 
even  the  principal  was  lost.” 

“Yes,  yes,  I have  read  of  such  things,” 
said  Easterly,  uneasily. 

“Well,  just  to  show  you  how  I feel  about 
this  organization,  I will  personally  guarantee 
you,  over  my  own  signature,  the  safety  of 
your  principal.  Moreover,  while  I can’t 
promise  you  that  ten  or  twenty  or  thirty  per 
cent,  will  be  paid  from  the  start,  I will  guar- 
antee that  from  the  moment  your  shares  are 
issued,  you  will  get  not  less  than  four  per 
cent.  I expect  it  to  be  more,  you  understand, 
but  I will  be  responsible  for  four — from 
the  very  start.  No  waiting  long  years  for 
your  company  to  grow  up.  Begin  at 
once.” 

“ I appreciate  that  very  much.”  Easterly’s 
voice  was  full  of  emotion.  “ I suppose — now 
— no  offense  at  all — you  wouldn’t  care  to 
have  me  consult — a — such  a thing  as  a 
banker?” 

The  stranger’s  open  face  closed  slightly. 

“I  felt  such  confidence  in  you.  I had 
hoped  that  the  confidence  was  mutual.  Well 
— too  much  to  expect,  I suppose.  Yes,  you 
could  speak  to  your  banker  about  it — Dut 
ou  know  how  bankers  are.  If  there  is  any 
ig  profit  to  be  made,  they  want  to  make  it. 
All  they  ask  of  the  public  is  to  furnish  the 
money.” 

Despite  his  embarrassment,  Easterly 
laughed,  for  the  man  had  stated  his  own 
convictions  accurately.  He  was  in  the  First 
National  Bank  every  day  with  the  gas  com- 
pany deposits,  but  he  had  never  asked  the 
advice  of  Mr.  Shilling,  the  president,  on  any 
of  his  investments.  Mr.  Shilling  did  learn 
more  or  less  about  them  at  mortgage  time. 

“You’re  right,  of  course,”  said  Easterly. 
“I  shouldn’t  nave  mentioned  it.  Slip  of  the 
tongue.” 

It  was  agreed  that  during  the  noon  hour 
he  would  talk  the  matter  over  with  his  wife 
and  the  offer  would  be  held  open  until  after- 
noon. What  Easterly  really  wanted  was  to 
get  his  wife’s  agreement  to  plaster  a new 
mortgage  upon  the  leaky  roof. 

“It’s  a chance  of  a lifetime,”  he  told  him- 
self all  the  way  home — and  his  wife  after  he 
got  there.  Mrs.  Easterly  was  duly  informed 
of  the  great  strength  of  the  N.  C.  C.,  of  its 
broad  outlines,  and  finally  of  Mr.  Noal’s 
nerous  offer.  But,  for  some  reason  or  other, 
rs.  Easterly  proved  obdurate.  Perhaps  she 
was  tired  of  putting  pots  and  pans  under  the 
leaky  places  in  the  roof.  At  any  rate,  she  put 
her  toot  down;  she  maintained  that  the  time 
had  come  to  stop  supporting  total  strangers 
at  the  expense  of  their  own  comfort.  In  her 
vehemence  Mrs.  Easterly  developed  the  sel- 
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fish  theory  that  what  he  earned  tn  the  gas  apple  ami  cracker  He  had  hif- shoes  patched 
company  they  were  knfrrtfed Jto  spend  upon  instead  of  buying  pair,  and  he  made 

t hem  sel ve^ : o%- ••  I ajy  by  for  their  old  age.  the  prefer  wait  er  ffe  money. 

Easterly  was  impatient  of  this  narrow  Pay-days  came  and  went,  and  with'  them 
feminine  view  of  business.  Htv  printed* yven  . Mr..  Nuafs  little  messages  of  good  dwr. 
more  glowingly  than  had  the  promote  the  Things  were  mom  alluring  than  ever,  and 
almost  sinful  profit*  to  be  derived  from  the  the  company  that  >va$  than  IJett 

enterprise,  hut  ail  <n  vain,  He  could  not  plus  Ford  would  now  bedbfiged  for- another 
get  her  promise  to  sign  away  the  old  home-  poimd  of  his  Du  rir/lg  theM-  peouriudv 

stead  fro  this  deserving-  strange?.  months  Easterly  h:d  ?o  tkcHtic  two  vitfer?  to 

“ It  you  scant  to  take  some  and  nay  for  it  he  made  rich  beyond  the  dream*  of  avarice, 
out  of  what  wv  can  savj?//  $h«t  suid,  §.  p do  One  ^trvmger  wanted  trim  to  help  take  gold 
what  I * an  to  help /fo  He  had  to  Wsatisfied  from  sea-Vater  tSvha*h,  he  pointed  out,  com- 
with  this  yotnproome,  prised  threfrdoufths  of  the  tarrhS  surface); 

: So  had  Mr.  Noah  He  mriuired  what  another  rdf ered  to  connect.  him  up  with  the 
salary  Easterly  was  getting^  amV  hovsf  much  . SpfrM.. 

he  could  expect  to>a vc  bv  rigid  economy  in  Finally*  Xip*m  April  FoolV  Day,  the  rum-' 
the  coming  months.  Finally  lie  consented  to  tear  investor  sent  the  last  of  his  promised 
let  Easterly  have  five  ihous and  shares,  and  five  hundred  doiUrs,  and  gcit>m  return  jiii; 
took  ail  the  loose  assets  in  hi*  pocket  for  the  typewritten  docatrient.  A week  passed —and 
initial  payment.  He  filled  out  a temporary  no  engraved  certificate,  no  complete  details, 
typewriter*  certificate  and  Wt  the  inv  estor  He  vm>tc  for  mforimrfon,  at id  this  . time  fife 
have  a good  look  at  it  before  It;  went  aw&y  letter  came  back  mdely  ddiAccd 
to  rest ^ )J\  v aults,  oified..;.  .department.  Among  -airier  him?-: 

After  petting  the  promts«.d  written  guarantee*  glyphlcs  the  envelope  contained  the  woriU* 
Easterly  bade  his  visitor  good-by  with  a .-  rri'sent  address  imknowin/k: 
light  h^:x  and  purse.  Easterly  made  it  i practice- never  to  give 

In  a week  had  A whwrM  letter  from  up  bone  until  he  bad  bone  left  to  give  up, 
JjliociaE  who  livyd  at  Every-  He  did  not  tell  hut  vrife.^hat;  had  ha  opened, 

thing  wait  going  spiendidlyi  and  would  fie  justifying  bis  delay  by  the  dFarts  he  was  still 

now  iend  • that  fiiundr#^?  promised  for  the  making  to  loeater  his  late  friend,  Mr.  .Noah 

first  naynjay.  Easterly  complied,  and  a His  morale  was  damaged,  but  nor  destroyed* 

period  of  terrible  economy  set  m Even  in  he  had  not  as  yet  come  to  the  point  of  using 
the  most . Bwverisfe:  4;*y*  they  had  never  t(ie  phrase*  “Aftyr  all,  niunev  is  not  every- 
lived  more  sparingly;  sometimes  *£  seamed  thing/’  But  one  afternoon,  as  he  was  visit- 
to  him  that  his  wife  mok  ,s  certain  nndan-  ing  the  bank  in  which,  he  had  so  bale  confi- 
eholy  pleasure  in  him  lose  w^rght.  deuce,  but  in  -which  the  gas  company  seemed 

He  stopped  smoking  and/  3d  of  going  rvf  have  a great  deal,  Mr.  Shilling  saw  him 
honri  to  a/hotrifitfl  v>fF  of, an  and  asked  hirn  into  the  presidential  offie? 


i/h’Jj'/Vo! 
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mm 
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you  in  p x t‘  h a n fe  e fur  ir 
tlm  is.”  He, 
foi&tit  viv.;t  £ ainkly 
| 3 } i w } .<  h pa  per  that 
scmiethifig  hie  real 
anii  attained  the 
familiar  and  rPmfotrffig 
nyrds.  ^ Thrimted  Sta  *£& 

• 'of  Amtwtr( ; • ^>£  tW 

homVr  m mfurm 
that  your  name,  ml!  he 
published  zs  tyoppmgton'K 
ftf'it  £ rubs  c t*  b t t to  the 
Yivrory  l AWv  the  taro- 
paijinv  frunbreb  til- 

;'.Jy\  ;-’ 

a n < h y n t ;•.  m ess 

or  v>>>afe  ti'S  d i v a t in  g 
t b a ft  k x , feheE  and  m- 
ti&Srv«*-f ^ .s\';£'-y' *v‘^Y 

' ^(W«  hud  t4  Qtt  YMUf 
fairly,  wy  (J  f <■  * * v <i 
t his  up  1i ke  a g e t * r i c b - 
<7  wic  k i oh  eniy  . We 
needed  a *tr:mgert  be- 
cause ,yoct  hayi  no  ! eon* 
hdt&cYym  ■ p.rju  P 1 * yon. 
hav^,  kn  ail  voitf 

bf*V  m AJfc a tiey  MoMpm* 
the  b A$  fc  '/MM  A 
vtffifed  #>  4*v  «rhc  po^ 
mat**  act  f in  i ui  red 


the  Ctrciir  Cor* 

po^ptii^  built  hr* 

narot  upt  <if  thy  *&pK& 

....,  ,,  . ...v  j|  , r .,  | | _ , 1 

a v^e  ^hrjy  umauo  fey  nyVxr  told  you  a 

covifse  1 dort’i'kncvw; 

Mr.  $in?iir)gf  in  ht£  vsdi <h  harnk'tn *h: 

.hu'ving .a: . yifity. .ghod  tiitfe 
^4>A$  a resulr,  you  hav^  fhennK  eoud  m- 
vestment  you  ever  rtfsde*  so  &rUil  Mow. 
When  yrmc  imemt  is  dti*  1 thbffc  you  yiH 
find  that  the  1 Ht  i m^t\r  ^viil 

conrtm  to  toe*t . V«n  mn  hm- 
row  on  that  bond  or,  tf  ihc  ^ont  comes  ttr 

«*ll  ifv  B«A  n.l 

^y^r  leitd  y^u  a.  dollat  on  it  n#  bwy  EiieRlyp- 

-at  to  ht>ajncc  a ma- 

' kind.*  om*i;  Tni 

homy  m>w  to  Abuv»  tht^  to  th«  wife 
If’?  a jjcy*d  bjfe  the  missis.  1 hie  ie  the 
fir«i  mVeeltnehf  of  mmp  that  the  wet  ob- 
jected t^cand  c he  first  one  that  was 

wy  ^oo4k  §bfev^  hove  much  yt>mm  know 
abnoi  h uMS&tii  *'  ).  y 

fe  fe\V  fi^riy  biKt  hii  amateur 
WUnditife  ‘-"'S' "/:.  / ; ‘ ’•  _ 


W«.  shilling  HAfJftLttn  fHB  iMJCUiUfeNt 
>,S  U^rUFR^  SLivntLV 


the  d^KVmcnt  \as 

"Or  omne  it  r.sh't  wsjh  thv:  papt  t £ t \v 
v vr 1 1 ten  o« **'  fit  >yi d , Ni#  the:  WAV  ptfKt 

.s  ito%  :'* 

,rUut  t have  Mr . 

c»f  the  prrnapaf  and  at  ,fout  per  cent, 
innrcct.  “ 

M but  have 

gtLirantt^  of  " ' ■.■  , • 

*}  He 

**  A b,  they  recumm^nrfcd  eucJi  utber^1  v^y  • 
amiabk  of  them.''*  Laid  Vlk  >|vtlVine,  ^uh 
fu^y  v capitalistic  Hiimor^  :'•  "'V  s 

E j5t^rtvvs  heart:  drUj^>ed  thivmgb  ■•,h’k  ylb 
n»-iun chiefs  interior  cl>3i  down  fe  hr* 
patted  fn  this  miserabje  »rt^tc:  he 

feiTtfy  zdmitx #d  that  he  could  nut  fhi  tbr 
momctit  -.|»*t-  in  'tuiicb  with.  IS * 

Mr.  SfuHing  nyw  aro^n  frutrt  tbt  pyryiden- 
tial  Lha^r  ,Ui.d  took  ‘m  Oramrkal  ®t. 

4 ‘ T f>h.  av  4$J$*  ,iji.  not  y.v>rth  jifit . paper 
it  is  our,  SO  1 iW  CV??ng  to  liwy 


iff 

' Jt  a 

\ 
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■te. 

Goi  -gle 
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Thp  CAMMUATt:  Tht  o {•!»>!{.: inn  aCt'o  »vr  r.u  of  btip  v't; 

pttitl  fur  a i'uU'  ih  *lv  Iff* ' 1 

The  Ciuwik  11  Piktfr! — Tiifhhfrfril^GMfyp  skate}'*' 


A Paying  Job  j§t  Last 
VISITOR  to  a 4Tna-.II  town  m Arkansas 
unwittingly  A‘h^td  Up"'  the '-local 


A VV ASii'lNG^X W-' ..  imp  * ww  walking 
• summer 

a public 

bench  countenance. 

,*Ayb'A^v  tbt';'  -:  ’ gskcd  the 

pedrHtrnm.  - Are  you  hurt?* 

;.*/**  N*n>ir/** 

r*H^vo  you  lost  rmyvhing5'* 

> ,.  . ' ' 

y ^Sutotihvtii,  h the  ronrrct  with  vou.  What 

mm  m 

/Tam  Arcing  on  a b*e/‘ 
v*Sfttinu;  OTo  ;»  bee!  Tlnm  wiry  *n  rhe  vwirhf 
dop't  yoa  gvf  xtpf'; 

Tf  bttm  thinking:/1  explained  the 

r .asr 


paper:  Having  lost  a valuibk  dogy  he  rushed 
to  the  newspaper  and  handed  in  an 

adyertise* men r offermg  fifty  dollars  reward 
f(ti  the  dr^s  return  v\*:  \ / / , y ; ; r ; 

About  naff  un 

would  add  to  his  adyi>rli^i|i)^At: 
rkNo  ^ue^tn>tis^i\kedrK  WM  feurrteiliWffe 
offiqe  again.  When  fc -bmx&l  he 
place  empty  except  fiVjt;  a wtutt  l^>y, 

Wore  a sulky  ex  pxessiot* J i:&. : ',  y y V, 

tht  staff  i>,A  .i*fevd  the  granger. 

glancing;  about  the  deserted  HXtfn 

'‘Out  . . v„ , _^RPPP||ip|.  _^r  . 

buy,  who  was  evidently  aggrieved  at  fating  buy.  *v*ha'r  ttiftybt.*  T am  hurting  the  bee 
left  behind.  mochas  be  k hurting  •me.*’ 

No  Pressing  Need  , ^ 

A SCOTCH  minister  W\e  misty  evening 

fell  info  a deep  niud-  hf dr.  froth  which  hr: 
could  not  climb  out,  apd  guided  fbr  hel|^ 

A passing  laborer^  hearing  him*  looked 
down  and  asked  who  he  wax  *it*l  thru  re- 
marked: * ;-.f: ;•  ..  • :V 

“Weeh  wee!,  ye  neednft  kick  up  .sic  3 iWike. 

Yell  no  be  needed  afore:  Sa what h,  an*  tins 
*s  only  Wednesday  mvbt,” 


Spring  Poetry 

VA/HE NEVER  W^rxm 
_ T seem  fo  write  fvras 
Of  birds  on  the  wing; 
Whenever  it's  spring 
I describe  how  they 
In  fool  part  tig  yrtet; 

Whepf.vrr  jr.'s  spring 

J •/■/#?«(  ri\  write  lytic*! 

'V  V;  • C\&*>J-Y*  'Weils 

V Original  fren 
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Too  H<r*vy  a Fine 
tQ  J c*  s It  u a.  Taylor, 


wlitts  e fondness  for 
ocbei  people's  chtckrns 
fold  «*  £f  re  tfr  $ ft  once 
brought  hm  mm  «ht 
eutt Veits  recently 
fine-d  fifteen  dollars  by  an 
A I a b a m a judge  for  the 
usual  offense* 

Joshua  was  startled  out 
of  his  imperturbability 
by  this  unusual  amount/ 
"Yo  Hon  ah  ! Vo’ 
Hon  ah  T he  cried,  lifting 
his  eyes  as  if  to  call 
Heaven  to  witness  that  he 
uas  very  much  abused 
“ fifteen  dotlahs  fo  steal* 
in 4 clat  chicken!  Why, 
I e.d g e y I trould  have 
bought  a better  hen  f<» 
sixty  cents!*" 


An  Ornithological  Problem 

MRS/  GOODWIN  re— 
1 marked*  */Thope  the 
<t\y  this  hat  ate* 
iy>t  such  the  protect! ve 
Society*  fer  Bird*  would 
/*:./  N ■ '*  / 

;MOh t Don** 
woirv  about  that-  the. 
milliner  assured  here 
"But  they  did  bdonc 
to  some  bird?**  Mrs.  Good n in  asked,  anx*- 
\ tyushv  ••.'■'■  : ■ ;r  • V;  '•  y i : ' '■'./ ’•  ’ ./  • : ‘ . \V  : ' '• / V , ■ / /‘ 

^ VVelh  madam, H said  the  milliner, . plea^- 
anti v%/#  these  feathers  are  the  feathers  of  a 
Howl;  the  howl  you  laiow,  madam,  setrin' 
AVw  fond  Vfeo/mice,  is  more  of  a cattfoah 

a bird  r 

>y  k Tin  Pott'*  Pearl 
‘ ' MOT  ail  the  poets/'  observes  an  American 
1 1 of  a>?;mopolitan  society. 

‘ have  tht  gift  of  uttering  quick/  light- 
'winged*  magical  nothings  in  society.  I knew 
of  One  poet,  greatly  in  vogue  in 
years  exactly  a fluent  j}i$~ 

penser  r\f : ^pigtaiiy  He  was  invited  tti  the 
house  of /a  great  laii^r  of  the  f aubouvg£t> 
Gerni^in,  -ind  a*  as  he  entered  he  te- 
cajhe  the  center  of  .a  circle  of  admirers*  wak- 
ing vainly  for  some  subtle  or  poetk  conceit 
The  ,pmt  remained.  ijdentv  ill  at  cave*  red  in 
the  facjfev  and  uftea&y  of  feet> 

‘ ’iVmip,  my  dear  the  hostess 

finally  begged*  1 say  someth  mg.  to  nuV 

u be  fal- 

tered* desperately*  fthat— this— year's— 
pawn*ticketN  Sr*  pink  *■  'v 


TkoM  pea?  out  t)f  vur  nzvn  %ardtn,  fdik 
fir  all y/  S'pir  r\  did!  FV  mutch  you  J nr  jhr  odd  on? 


EDITOR’S  DRAWER 
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Thvjufehtl^Mior 

A ^W5tfi:vki^d-feear^d  sout  never  existed 
zx^ki&Atitii  M«ri*  in  my  town/" 
says  an  Alabama  maft,  “hut  she  is  u iKKjt 
hou^kt^pfcL  On  one  occasion*  the  $tt> ry 
runsr  a neighfer  who  bad  run  ill  for  a 1 back- 
door' cal)  w as  run 

«-krus  Aunt  Maraa's  kitchen. 

■^WfeyYod  .'earth  /ddavi  ;ynu.-'is*i  a ;trapv 
•Aviflt ; Mdria; ?•'. the  rteirghlwr  isfce*i. 

‘"‘Wtih’  *;rid  • A*mt  \M'ara;  ‘ l did  tiavt  a 
trap  set;-  buT^<}oggonk*  itf  !t  wav  such  a fuss. 
Theory  mfoe';  fefcpt: 


A" 


T?te8&tfe3*  \.rVy-,  ■ ., 
lLN  Amn'ic:m  who  was  formerly  attached 
V to  the  Consul  af  I of  the-  Timed 

States  at  Cairn  felts .sfW.  trip  he  once  made 
with  a Scdtehnaaii  •'  wfcfeiii  of 

course,  they  Visited  the  Pyramids. 

The  American  was  lost  in  admiration,  and 
asked  His  companion  what  he  thought  of 
them.  Tht  Soot  shook  his  Head  sorrowfully- 
“Ah,  pftOfC*  he  said,  with  a Eigh,  “what  a 
fotd  masons  of  i nut  tp  be  bringing  hi  any 
;tentrVv;\'  / 


.A  l>rm^eive 

A f JivK-  RfXKS  r in  Georgia  was  fobbed  one 
**  night*  and  «he  y/wner  found  some  finger- 
pcimyrn  th^irti  ffo  had  one  of  these  photo- 
graphed and  the  print  enlarged-  The  finger- 
print was  cmced  to  a .neigh txir hood  ne’er-do- 
well,  Tfe: after  being  accused* 
Ike  his  guilt.  He  looked  at  the 

enlarged  photograph,  shook  ins  head  m a 
puzzled  yyayV  a nd  observed : 

“VVfet  I >yantsii<r  know  i»t  how;  did  yo'-atl . 
git  dat  photoglyph  of  dem  corduroy  pants  I 
wore  that  night  r ‘ 


.,;  1:  *&£:$#'- S* 

.y,  * ft  ■ .•$*•  ■-••••  jjf/V  -.is  ;■’  *" '■*  • V 

’-.  » ■*&■■  -Pi.  A- Ml  v# 


The  Reason 

CVEM  that  priceless  masurer  the  ante- 
^ helium  darky  servant,  is  not  without 
flaw;  A lady  in  southern  Maryland  was  much 
aggrieved  with  Thaddeus*  the  old  adored 
cook  and  handy-man.  who  had  been  with 
the  family  since  before  rhe  war.  and  Vho$e 
hot  bfe^ihts  vyere  a source  d as  constant 
delight  in  the  household  .dy  jhis  habit  of 
scratching  his  head  mis  a source  of  constant 
dlstres*.  One  afternoon,  .after  serving  lunch- 
enit  to  some  ‘*rcd  qpaljty  folk*,*4  ihsmimess, 
asfc&i  Mm:  y 

<vTbgd,  why  do  you  ^arcb  your  head 
so  mudv‘  You  newt  stopped  all  during 
dinner  ” 

KaTCy  Mrs^yv  I s dt  only  ope  dat  know 
Yvbah  ftiaK  bald  itch^> Y Aby 

• f,  ■ A Skej^*scal  Jfvuy-  ; ' \"‘ 

AN  Idaho  lawyer  tells  of  a case  tried  in  that 
^ stSfo  some  years  ago*  m Which  occasion 
the  judge,  an  Eastermt  w-lio  desired  ‘to- dis- 
play his  leraniing*  instructed  ths  jury  very 
fully,  . tavwe  ‘»:fown  the  law  with  the  utmost 
’.authority'  But  the after- ’ Hj^kifceri$ri#tg, 
some  hours,  found  themselves  unable  to 
igree,  Firialiy  the  foreman  ayked  for  addi- 
tional instructions. 

:*y  judge,  here's  the  tttmbfop r said  he  45 liver 
jurv  w ant  to  know  vf  wbar  you  told  m 
really  the  bw%  or  Only  just  -y^ur  notion/* 

What  Suggested  It 

AC  h RT  A IN  cola  re  d gentleman  in  Mobile 
a wMbw'’er  'in  hi^s  $4  Not 
very  long  aft^f  jie  suddenly  annouheed  his 
intention  to  marry  agaitu  adding,  half  apo h>- 
getically ; 

“ But,  mah  friend*  ah  tleyer  wouW  huve 
thought  of  it  if  mab  'Louisa  hadn’t  d*ed?’' 


■2rjr\ 


of  the.  Gods” 


Go  gl< 


■k  PffiZr  HkjH 


The-  Defection  of  Allah 
IN  thy  days  before  the  i mud 
the.  ipat  the  ■ Ameuzhn:  rwptdo-imj% 
Smtpwii  >tak,  •■sy©T  to.  C&h  ** jumnoplfe  3$  a 
p£?M  foar  tht.  Embassy  and  ArperioAn  intrlr- 
t%sis.  Iku,  j*W  a unit,  hre  on  2 hr  i ridden 
Brn>  tMilltim  hn  the 

feky  ''^K‘;/’  they  playing.  ?Ktff>eivll 

■m  a field  put 5utv  the  'j£ij$l,:  fhefe  ■%&£$£  ?nj<>t 
k op  evy  kf ; tinAw^’ 

full.  shes  iTuyjacfcyt*  tne'tp^ 

teaft^t  of  rh*  Orfom4ii&.  \vbo  vyere delbfcjyud 
* < th  tin*  £am*,v  ami  threw  oft  t\mi  Gtlcnlaf 
tr»oui£h  to  i tin  h ;>.**$  ■\vi>''h-»-?'r«r  ■ 


Spring  Plan  ting 

yy  HEN  Esther  makes  the  garden 
I Uwi;  tu  \v^u*b  him  hot*. 

. And  dig,  Vmd  rake*  and  take  the  seed?? 
And  titan*  them  in  -a  row, 

IV  earth  ii  smell  v so  *:n<M  in  it 
1 wfcb  t 0>n?d  In  f>'>"J  m it, 
f rit  F attet : he  thinks  pnrh  ajp? 

- • ' Th»*  would  m&ke  imr  gn^v ! • : ' 

W hr  *ays'  ?nV  &rr,  thwu 
' ’ y vVoufdofren  V 'A5 -Lc  ;•’ :. 

I hat  MotiWd  now  hr?,  hands^ 

Ami  indl  me  — H^fr  - ■ 

And  hitid ?^r:^hy»  "h^ye:  t niher'^  it! 

Biif  i>h ! ju*f  tbrnk-^tfec  fun  of  ffj, 

• WJheti  it  wa&.  bur  tVy*d  tvater;  'rrtc^ — 
•And  ihcb  !n*vv\  v'<Kd  Ed  get f J 1 ' > 

And  then*  Would  he  $V  mnojiiJight, 

‘I  he  gardem  sweet  iuvJ  >tdi. 

With  eyerytlnpi*  %i$i  n>e  asi^ep-y1 
1 wpuS^ti^^tH4)1 . mod 


?lid  *«  rake  them  tong  to  deVeJop'a  bfHt-rtf.c 
fid  they  arranged  a 4;iy  \\  hyn  an  inte.r- 
mttiMpaf  baseball  match  MWmld  t*kfc  place  be- 
fore a II  tht::yh|v^lt^hd'r^^d?^  df  'llpr  Porte, 
The Tutks  camt  W Vf  first*  3ftd  vivo  men 
uvre  put  nwt.  Then  tin-  aut  Mohammedan 
came  up  to  the  phife,  Ijlc  picked  up 
his  hat*  tiffed  it  high  m the  mx,  and  >ui<h  m a 
loud  voi$^:  ..  ..  ~ , . r , 

H e s sv ^ f , the  hryt  ba  ft  -and  missed, 
f f e lifbrd  hiy  W a^tn ,v  v 

M0  g^HVtl/eYfc*!4’*;:  '(;'v.:-' ; •v.;;.< ; 

He  :ovun^  at  rhr  ^cpnd  hall-^and  missed- 
Again  lie  rn bs* d Im  ba t on  Ingh^  and  said ; 
•*‘vV  Allalo  ^tvC  mc  a fiitf  * \ 

But  lit  oJtN.W  therhvrd  bah 


I ff  ■ 

\ liarf"  itr—;*,# 

Grtod  gr:»CHit».%  >ne>  1 nesyt.  thought! 

VVH.vy  V --fiMiqght  yaitclr  ^ cbflB 
.Of  c^Uf^y  th'Jit  happens* 

And  rh^r<’.\  fev;#t  in  yout  hva»i 
And  *{  vtry  difn^nnisy  : 

And  Vrti^fd  be  dt&tl: 

Or  tf^eiry  a: at  you. 

And  .H^rn  'h  bxik  at -you,';  •. 

You  r i th)(i.rjfc  ntgbt 

Td  i !<»  np-^rairs  to  t»vd* 
tii\^  K«n«^is\ 


ad.  the  side 

WHK  out,  ' ••/  > .'•'V/i'  “•/.  ' '■  .; 

T he  . I ^ 4 < ini ic.  ••  o ;i> ■ ''  up.  a 

hra>vhy  young  tar.  He  picked  the  bat  up. 
lifted  it  in  rhe  ai^  ;mii  cned  m ;t  load  voices 
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THE  belief  in  fate  is  as  old  as  the 
history  of  man.  It  looms  as  a stu- 
pendous threat  in  the  life  of  the  savage, 
a dark  influence  challenging  his  every 
action  with  the  menaces  of  taboo  and 
totem.  But  we  men  and  women  of  this 
twentieth  century,  with  our  knowledge 
of  physics,  our  chemical  theories  of  a 
mechanical  cosmogony,  our  ready  ex- 
planations of  every  natural  and  abnor- 
mal phenomenon,  have  won  a partial 
freedom  from  the  old  slavery.  We  stand 
erect,  defying  the  lightning  of  the  gods 
and  challenging  the  probability  of  any 
supernatural  interference  with  the  de- 
liberate course  of  our  ordered  existences. 
We  have  new  words  for  fate.  We  speak 
of  chance,  of  coincidence,  or,  with  a 
•shrug  of  the  shoulders,  of  luck.  We  look 
down  with  condescension  at  the  feeble 
savage  who  cowers  before  the  incompre- 
hensible mandates  of  his  intimate  gods. 

Even  Angus  Whitley  himself,  in  these 
later  successful  days  of  his,  has  come  to 
smile  whimsically  at  the  idea  that  he 
could  have  been  driven  by  the  direct  in- 
terference of  any  supernormal  influence. 
His  blue  eyes  have  lost  their  old  expres- 
sion of  wondering  speculation.  He  is  a 
made  man,  happily  married,  happily 
employed,  and  he  prefers  to  believe, 


now,  in  chance  or  luck  as  the  sole  direc- 
tor of  his  destiny  during  those  two  years 
in  which  he  worked  his  passage  around 
the  full  circumference  of  the  earth.  He 
has  almost  forgotten,  though  I have  not, 
the  harried  youngster  of  twenty  - five 
who  surged  desperately  through  the 
streets  of  New  York,  hag-ridden  by  his 
furious  urgency  to  end  the  amazing  quest 
that  was  then  speeding  him  to  the  close 
of  his  Odyssey. 

But  I remember  his  haunted  face  and 
the  awed  intonations  of  his  voice  when 
he  first  told  me  his  story;  and,  while  I 
cannot  definitely  assert  that  throughout 
those  two  adventurous  years  the  spirit  of 
Fuller  Herbert  stood  at  Whitley’s  el- 
bow, prodding  him  on  to  complete  his 
mission,  I do  claim  that  some  deeper, 
more  esoteric  influence  than  luck  must 
be  postulated  to  account  for  the  appar- 
ent coincidences.  Chance?  Yes;  but 
what  lies  behind  the  appearance  of 
chance? 

Whitley,  the  young  failure  of  twenty- 
three,  was  returning,  temporarily  de- 
feated, from  Cape  Town  to  London, 
when  the  thing  began.  He  had  gone  out 
eighteen  months  before  as  an  engineer, 
and  somehow  failed  to  make  good.  One 
could  find  half  a dozen  reasons  to  ac- 
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count  for  his  failure — his  inexperience, 
his  lack  of  influence,  the  conditions  in 
South  Africa — it  was  that  uneasy  period 
between  the  Jameson  raid  and  the  Boer 
War.  There  is  no  need  in  any  case  to 
assume  that  the  blight  had  already  set- 
tled upon  him. 

He  had,  it  is  true,  known  Fuller  Her- 
bert in  Johannesburg,  as  everybody 
knew  him — that  is  to  say,  very  slightly. 
In  all  his  seven  years  in  South  Africa 
Herbert  had  never  come  within  sight  of 
making  a friend.  He  was  a man  apart 
from  the  other  competitors  in  the  dia- 
mond-market, respected  both  for  his 
knowledge  and  his  shrewdness,  but  pas- 
sively disliked;  until  in  the  last  six 
months  of  his  stay  that  feeling  was  a 
trifle  mitigated  by  a flavor  of  pity. 
Every  one  but  himself  knew  that  he 
was  doomed,  and  he  must  have  known 
it,  subconsciously,  though  he  fought 
against  the  realization  until — for  his 
own  purposes — it  was  too  late.  His  trou- 
ble was  some  complicated  and  rather 
mysterious  disease  of  the  liver,  variously 
diagnosed  by  Cape  Town  specialists  as 
due  to  tuberculosis  and  a malignant 
growth.  Whatever  it  was,  there  can  be 
no  question  that  during  his  last  days  the 
disease  very  seriously  affected  his  natu- 
rally eccentric  mind. 

He  was  a tall,  thin  man,  with  a long 
and  prominent  nose,  a little  spiteful 
mouth,  and  a small  but  noticeably  ag- 
gressive’ chin.  Even  before  the  color  of 
hk  slrin  turned  to  a high  and  bitter 
yellow  he  was  remarkable  for  his  ugli- 
ness. There  was  something  medieval 
about  it.  He  was  like  the  incarnation  of 
some  revolting  caricature  by  Rowland- 
son or  Gilray. 

Young  Whitley  ran  across  him  in 
Cape  Town  the  day  before  they  sailed, 
and  Herbert  did  what  was  for  him  an 
unprecedented  thing — he  made  what 
seemed  to  be  a very  generous  offer  when 
he  heard  that  Angus  was  going  to  travel 
third  class. 

“No,  no,”  he  said.  “Don’t  do  that. 
You’re  just  the  man  I want — for  a secre- 
tary on  the  voyage.  I’m  going  home  for 


good.  No  end  of  stuff  to  settle  up.  I 
want  some  one  badly.” 

In  the  surprise  of  the  moment,  Angus 
never  thought  of  refusing.  He  did  not 
like  Fuller  Herbert — no  one  did — but  he 
anticipated  no  difficulty  in  putting  up 
with  him  for  three  weeks  as  an  employer. 
Moreover,  there  was  a queer  urgency 
about  Fuller,  then,  that  would  brook  no 
denial.  He  did  nothing,  he  seemed  to 
have  nothing  to  do,  but  his  actions  and 
speech  were  those  of  a man  who  had  a 
critical,  even  a vital,  engagement,  five 
minutes  ahead — an  engagement  that 
was  always  waiting  for  him,  that  en- 
grossed all  his  attention  and  never  ma- 
tured. 

His  air  of  expectation  was  not  less 
marked  on  the  boat;  indeed,  it  was 
rather  exaggerated.  Angus’s  duties  as 
secretary  were  purely  imaginary.  Her- 
bert would  take  him  down  into  his  cabin 
in  the  morning  and  begin  by  making 
some  pretense  of  business.  He  would 
stand  by  the  port-hole — they  steamed 
north  through  a flat  calm  until  they  had 
passed  Las  Palmas — and  mutter  to  him- 
self, as  if  collecting  his  thoughts.  Occa- 
sionally a sentence  or  two  would  be 
addressed  directly  to  Angus. 

“There’s  a lot  to  be  done,”  Herbert 
would  say.  “Everything  ought  to  be  re- 
arranged. This  afternoon  ...”  Then 
his  glance  would  wander  out  through  the 
port-hole,  over  the  diminished  expanse 
of  gleaming  water,  and  he  would  add, 
absently,  “This  afternoon,  perhaps  — a 
few  letters.”  It  seemed  as  if  that  im- 
mense appointment  must  be  waiting  for 
him  on  the  sky-line;  that  it  might  come 
in  sight,  now,  at  any  minute. 

Angus  had  his  moments  of  uneasiness, 
at  first.  He  was  a conscientious  lad,  and 
he  felt  that  he  was  not  earning  his  pas- 
sage. He  even  tried  to  make  up  for  his 
idleness  as  secretary  by  offering  his  ser- 
vices as  personal  servant.  But  Herbert 
was  obviously  bothered  by  these  atten- 
tions, and  presently  Angus  settled  down 
to  doing  nothing,  with  the  consolation 
that  it  was  not  his  fault.  He  was  young; 
he  was  on  his  way  home;  he  was  going  to 
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see  the  girl  he  was  engaged  to,  after 
eighteen  months’  absence;  and  if  he  had 
any  presentiment  at  all,  it  was  that  his 
luck  would  change,  that  he  would  get  a 
job  in  England,  that  everything  was  go- 
ing to  be — all  right. 

Meanwhile  Fuller  Herbert’s  preoccu- 
pation increased  with  every  day’s  run 
northward.  The  record  of  that  run  was, 
in  fact,  his  sole  interest.  He  never  put 
into  the  sweep  that  the  financiers  con- 
tinued to  organize  daily,  despite  the 
monotonous  regularity  of  the  readings, 
but  he  was  invariably  among  the  first  to 
get  the  news.  After  that,  he  would  stalk 
away  to  the  quietest  corner  of  the  deck — 
it  was  too  hot  to  go  below — and  watch 
out  for  that  approaching  crisis  which 
might  at  any  instant,  one  inferred,  show 
itself  on  the  horizon. 

It  was  the  day  after  passing  Las 
Palmas  that  Fuller’s  reserve  was  sud- 
denly broken.  The  boat  Vas  running, 
full  steam,  into  an  Atlantic  gale.  Angus 
had  been  in  high  spirits  at  dinner.  His 
employer  had  not  put  in  an  appearance 
at  that  meal,  but  Angus’s  excitement 
was  not  due  to  any  lack  of  restraint  on 
that  account,  but  rather  to  what  seemed 
to  him  a welcome  change  after  the  dead- 
ly monotony  of  the  'weather  during 
the  earlier  part  of  the  trip.  It  pleased 
him  to  see  the  “fiddles”  on  the  table,  to 
anticipate  a more  than  usually  violent 
gale,  to  be  taking  part  in  some  kind  of 
adventure.  He  was  talking  eagerly 
about  mining  machinery  to  a man  whose 
acquaintance  he  had  recently  made — a 
man  who  might  be  useful,  Angus 
thought,  congratulating  himself  on  his 
worldly  wisdom  — when  the  steward 
summoned  him  to  Herbert’s  cabin. 

Herbert  was  in  his  bunk,  lying  on  his 
side,  and  he  did  not  open  his  eyes  when 
Angus  came  in.  For  a minute,  perhaps, 
Angus  stood  uncertainly  awaiting  his 
instructions.  A sense  of  oppression  and 
urgency  had  unexpectedly  come  to  him 
as  he  entered  that  confined  space.  He 
laid  a hand  on  the  edge  of  the  bunk  to 
steady  himself  against  the  roll  of  the 
boat,  which  was  getting  the  force  of  the 


increasing  gale  full  on  her  quarter.  But 
it  was  not  the  roaring  of  the  sea  smashing 
now  and  again  passionately  at  the  dead- 
light that  disconcerted  him.  That  fury 
outside  was  the  splendid,  natural  vigor 
of  the  elements,  a revel  in  which  he 
would  willingly  have  joined.  It  was  the 
tense,  in  some  way  rigid,  atmosphere  of 
the  cabin  that  dismayed  him.  It  seemed 
as  if  that  repulsive  yellow  figure  in  the 
bunk  was  tremendously  holding  this  one 
little  bubble  of  his  surroundings,  starkly 
stiff  and  resistant  against  the  whole 
tumult  of  the  earth;  as  if  by  some  in- 
credible effort  of  will  he  was  even  defy- 
ing the  movement  of  time. 

And  when  he  spoke  his  words  came 
from  him  with  an  effect  both  of  effort 
and  of  restraint  that  bespoke  a double 
purpose.  There  was  something  that  had 
to  be  done,  while  with  the  better  part  of 
his  will  and  attention  he  kept  back  the 
entire  forces  of  the  universe  from  prema- 
turely thrusting  upon  him  the  pressure 
of  that  long-expected  appointment  he 
had  so  anxiously  awaited. 

“Can  you  hear,  Whitley?”  he  began, 
still  with  his  eyes  closed,  and  the  sound 
of  his  voice  had  a quality  at  once  hard 
and  shrill,  like  the  twanging  of  a strained 
wire. 

When  Angus  had  reassured  him  he 
went  on  more  rapidly,  in  broken,  un- 
even sentences:  “I’ve  an  important' 
mission  for  you — a charge.  Think  of  it 
as  sacred — sacred.  I shall  know.” 

“What  he  meant  by  that  “I  shall 
know”  Angus  did  not  pause  to  inquire. 
The  sentence  went  straight  down  into 
his  subconsciousness  and  stayed  there 
for  nearly  two  years.  Only  at  the  last  did 
he  wonder  vaguely  whether  it  were  possi- 
blethat  Fuller  could,  indeed,  have  known ? 

“I  knew  a young  woman — in  Eng- 
land. I’ve  written  her  name  and  address 
and  put  them  inside  the  bag,”  Herbert 
continued.  “All  my  fault  — she  was 
barely  eighteen — and  I couldn’t  forget — 
never  could  forget.  . . . Good  reasons 
— my  brother  — family.  . . . Always 
wanted  the  family  to  think  that  I . . . 
My  brother  would  make  trouble — dis- 
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pute  the  will  if  I put  her  down  in  it. 
He  mustn’t  know.  I’ve  been  putting 
diamonds  aside  for  her.  They’re  all 
right.  The  receipts  are  in  the  bag.  I 
saved  them  for  her,  here  and  there.  She 
may  have  a child.  The  diamonds  for 
them  both.  But  my  brother  mustn’t 
know.  All  my  other  papers  in  order. 
There’s  nothing  to  show.  I meant  to 
give  them  to  her  myself.  1 was  going 
home  for  that.  Reparation  ...  to  make 
reparation.  Couldn’t  forget  ...” 

Angus,  clutching  the  edge  of  the  bunk,, 
heard  every  syllable  spoken  by  Herbert. 
His  thin,  intense  voice  seemed  to  occupy 
the  cabin  and  drive  out  the  multitudi- 
nous clamor  of  the  storm.  When  he 
stopped  speaking,  all  the  noise  of  the 
sea  and  the  9hip  came  back  with  the 
rush  of  a sudden  cataract. 

“But  do  you  mean  that  you  want  me 
to  . . .”  Angus  began,  and  was  sur- 
prised to  find  that  he  had  to  shout  in 
order  to  make  himself  heard. 

Herbert  opened  his  eyes  for  the  first 
time,  and  with  a quick  jerk  shot  his 
hand  under  his  pillow.  He  produced  a 
small  leather  bag  and,  tendered  it  Co- 
Angus, 

“Diamonds,”  he  said,  in  a relaxed 
voice  that  broke  weakly  against  the 
tumult.  Then,  raising  himself  slightly 
on  his  elbows,  he  closed  his  eyes  again 
and  made  one  more  heroic  effort  to  stay 
the  procession  of  time. 

“A  sacred  trust  for  you,”  he  said,  in 
those  former  shrill  tones  that  made  An- 
gus think,  of  a fine  escape  of  highly 
compressed  air.  “Sacred.  I was  afraid’ 
I might  not — be  strong  enough — deliver 
it  myself.  Chose  you — Cape  Town — 
deliberately — in  case.  Diamonds  for 
Sarah  Browning  and  her  child  — my 
child.  Deliver  as  soon  as  you  reach 
England.  Tell  no  one.  No  one.  My 
brother  raise  objections.  Go  now.  See 
you  again  in  the  morning — complete 
arrangements.” 

He  sank  back  with  a long  sigh,  as  if 
the  pressure  had  been  removed  and  his 
balance  with  the  universe  restfully  sta- 
bilized. 


Angus  slipped  the  leather  bag  into  bis 
hip  pocket  mid  left  the  cabin  with  the 
solemnity  of  one  afraid  of  disturbing  a 
religious  ceremony.  But  as  soon  as  he 
had  closed  the  door  behind  him  he  re- 
membered his  social  , duty  and  harried 
out  the  ship’s  doctor. 

The  doctor  was  in  Herbert’s  eabin 
within  a few  minutes,  but  he  was  too 
late.  Herbert  had  already  gone  to  keep 
his  appointment. 

Angus  Whitley’s  feeling  with  regard 
to  his  “sacred  trust”  when  he  landed  at 
Southampton  was  mainly  one  of  bore- 
dom. He  should  have  been  free  to  go  to- 
the  girl  he  was  engaged  to  and  diseuss 
their  plans  for  the  future;  and  instead  of 
that  he  had  to  undertake  a tedious  jour- 
ney to  the  Midlands  to  make  this  vicari- 
ous reparation.  His  one  consolation  was 
to  be  found  in  the  romantic  posings 
natural  to  his  age  and  temperament.  He 
saw  himself  definitely  as  the  hero  in  the 
coming  interview.  He  heard  himself 
modestly  disclaiming  praise  or  reward. 
He  came  and  showered  amazing  wealth, 
on  the  head  of  Sarah  Browning.  He 
chose  to  picture  her  as  a patient,  beau- 
tiful woman,  bowing  her  head  to  poverty 
and  the  slurs  of  evil  reputation  for  the 
sake  of  her  child — and  when  he  had 
bestowed  upon  her  the  priceless  gift  of 
freedom  he  retired,  unassuming,  almost 
bashful’,  but  with  the  consciousness  of 
having  been  the  chance  instrument  of 
her  happiness.  He  rehearsed  that  scene 
until  he  grew  tired  of  it,  and  then' 
thanked  Heaven  that  with  this  one  mis- 
sion his  connection  with  Fuller  Herbert’s 
past  was  finally  closed..  For  all  Herbert’s 
other  affairs  were  in  strict  order — par- 
pens, will,  instructions,  the  address  of  his 
lawyer  in  London  and  that  of  his  brother 
in  Devonshire.  The  captain  of  the  boat 
had  charge  of  that.  Not  even  Angus’s 
testimony  was  required.  When  he  had 
delivered  the  fortune  in  uncut  stones, 
secretly  deducted  by  the  testator  from 
the  Herbert  inheritance,  Angus’s  work 
was  finished. 

He  was-  certainly  eager  to  get  the  job 
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over.  He  had,  as  an  offset  to  his  ro- 
mantic conception  of  himself  as  the  de- 
livering hero,  an  uneasy  sense  of  doing 
something  slightly  illegal.  He  was  aware 
of  a new  distrust  of  his  fellow-travelers  in 
the  train  that  was  taking  him  to  the 
village  home  of  the  ill-used  Sarah  Brown- 
ing. It  is  not  every  man  of  Angus’s  ap- 
pearance who  can  afford  to  carry  uncut 
diamonds  to  the  value  of  perhaps  a 
quarter  of  a million  dollars  in  his  hip 
pocket.  If,  by  some  unhappy  accident, 
that  hoard  were  discovered,  Angus  real- 
ized that  he  might  find  it  difficult  to 
account  for  his  possession  of  that  little 
leather  bag. 

Besides  that  condensed  wealth,  the 
bag  contained  nothing  but  the  official 
receipts  for  the  money  paid  for  the 
stones  — a certificate  of  legal  buying — 
and  Sarah  Browning’s  name  and  address 
on  a slip  of  paper.  Herbert  had  cau- 
tiously omitted  any  legal  instrument, 
such  as  a deed  of  gift,  that  would  have 
involved  the  admission  of  a fourth  per- 
son into  the  secret.  At  the  last,  when 
his  disease  had  got  hold  of  him,  he  had 
without  question  been  suffering  from 
some  kind  of  obsession  with  regard  to 
this  act  of  reparation.  He  had  even  kept 
it  from  Angus,  his  chosen  messenger, 
until  the  very  hour  of  his  august  engage- 
ment had  actually  sounded.  . . . 

Angus  arrived  at  the  little  village  of 
Halton,  four  miles  from  the  cathedral 
city  of  Medboro’,  in  the  early  afternoon. 
Now  that  he  had  actually  reached  his 
goal,  his  doubts  had  momentarily  slipped 
from  him.  As  he  made  his  way  toward 
the  village  post-office,  in  order  to  dis- 
cover the  precise  situation  of  Sarah 
Browning’s  house  or  cottage,  he  warmed 
again  to  his  part  of  the  glorious  messen- 
ger. 

The  postmistress  was  a stout,  com- 
municative woman,  with  the  inquisitive 
eyes  of  an  official  fully  conscious  of  her 
importance  in  the  management  of  village 
affairs. 

“Sarah  Browning,”  she  repeated,  cau- 
tiously, with  the  air  of  one  prepared  to 
temporize.  “Well,  of  course  every  one 


knows  Sally  Browning.  Why,  she  was 
’ousemaid  at  the  Rectory  for — ’ow  long 
was  it,  four  years  or  five?” 

“Isn’t  she  there,  now?”  Angus  asked. 

“ No !”  the  postmistress  returned,  and 
somehow  succeeded  in  making  a whole 
report  out  of  her  monosyllable.  Her  ex- 
pression was  a little  coy,  as  if  she  asked 
whether  this  stranger  was  not  poking 
fun  at  her.  She  obviously  deemed  it 
incredible  that  any  one  should  believe 
that  Sally  Browning  was  still  housemaid 
at  the  Rectory. 

Angus  misread  the  ingenuousness  of 
one  absorbed  in  local  affairs. 

“You  mean  that  she  had  to  leave?”  he 
asked. 

“Well,  no,  she  didn’t  'axe  to,”  the 
postmistress  replied,  still  scrutinizing 
him  warily.  “She  went  to  better  ’er- 
self.” 

“How  long  ago?”  Angus  inquired. 

“Now  let  me  think,”  the  postmistress 
began,  and  did  her  thinking  aloud  in  an 
immense  paragraph  of  corroborative  evi- 
dence, finally  clinching  her  date  as 
“three  years  last  ’arvest,”  with  trium- 
phant parallel. 

Angus  was  giving  her  little  attention. 
Quite  early  in  the  postmistress’s  speech 
that  approximate  date  of  a little  more 
than  three  years  had  loomed  convinc- 
ingly, and  yet  he  remembered  to  have 
heard  that  Herbert  had  been  in  South 
Africa  for  seven.  Could  his  mistress, 
then,  have  continued,  or  returned  to  her 
work,  at  the  Rectory  after  her  child  was 
born?  A fragment  of  Herbert’s  last 
speech  welled  up  in  his  mind.  “ She  was 
barely  eighteen,”  he  had  said. 

“How  old  would  Miss  Browning  be 
now,  about?”  Angus  asked. 

“Ah!  now  that  I can  tell  you,”  his  in- 
formant said,  pouncing  on  the  oppor- 
tunity for  a display  of  accuracy,  “ for  she 
was  born  the  same  week  as  my  Lizzie, 
who’ll  be  twenty-six  come  the  nineteenth 
o’  next  month.  Dear,  dear,  ’ow  the  time 
flies!  Why,  I remember  ...”  Like 
most  village  folk  in  England,  she  was 
more  eager  to  give  than  to  receive  infor- 
mation. She  had  no  curiosity  concerning 
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the  unimaginable  world  whose  affairs 
moved  vaguely  beyond  the  focus  of  her 
centered  attention.  To  her  the  little 
village  of  Halton  was  a complete  uni- 
verse. 

■‘But  she  hadn’t  . . . she  didn’t, 
then  ...”  Angus  interrupted  her,  and 
paused,  unable  to  pose  his  question  with 
the  tact  he  felt  was  demanded  of  him. 

“’Adn’t  what?”  the  postmistress  en- 
couraged him,  softly,  her  head  a little 
askew  in  her  lust  for  the  delivery  of 
knowledge. 

“She — she  was  never  in  trouble  of  any 
sort,  1 suppose?”  Angus  asked. 

The  plump  figure  of  the  postmistress 
fairly  quivered  with  emotion,  and  her 
voice  dropped  to  a purring  note  that 
conveyed  the  ultimate  expression  of  con- 
fidence. “N-no.  Well,  there,  to  be  quite 
fair,  she  never  was.  We  used  to  say  as 
Sally  knew  ’er  way  about  as  well  as  most. 
Bless  you,  there  was  talk  enough,  one 
time.  Sure  to  be  with  a good-looking 
wench  like  she  was — more  particular 
about  seven  or  eight  years  ago,  when 
there  was  a gentleman  stayed  at  the 
Royal  Oak  one  summer,  as  went  off  later 
to  foreign  parts,  Africa,  or  somewheres, 
I heard.  But  nothin’  never  ’appened  to 
Sally;  leastways  not  as  any  one  knows 
of.  . . .” 

But  Angus,  his  head  bowed  confiden- 
tially over  the  counter  of  the  little  shop, 
was  not  attending.  His  knight-errantry 
was  taking  new  shape.  This  good-look- 
ing wench  who  knew  her  way  about  as 
well  as  most,  made  no  appeal  to  his  sym- 
pathies. The  feeling  of  boredom  at  the 
prospect  of  an  immense  and  futile  ser- 
vice to  the  wishes  of  Fuller  Herbert,  was 
growing  upon  him.  He  had,  without 
doubt,  now,  another  journey  before  him, 
and  with  no  certainty  at  the  end  of  it. 
In  these  three  years  Sarah  Browning 
might  have  “bettered”  herself  more 
than  once.  Already  he  had  received  the 
impression  that  she  was  a young  woman 
with  a marked  capacity  for  betterment. 

“You  can  give  me  her  address,  I sup- 
pose?” he  said. 

A look  of  distress  passed  across  the 


face  of  the  postmistress.  “She  went — 
I’m  pretty  near  sure — to  Southampton,” 
she  replied,  and  glanced  distrustfully, 
almost  with  dread,  at  a vast  collection  of 
untidy  papers  that  littered  the  rough 
shelves  behind  her. 

“Don’t  you  forward  her  letters?” 
Angus  asked. 

“Well,  she  did  give  me  ’er  address 
afore  she  went,”  the  postmistress  said, 
uneasily,  “and  I did  forward  one  or  two 
letters  for  ’er  just  at  first,  but  there 
’ain’t  been  any,  now,  for  years,  as  you 
might  say — ’er  being  an  orphan  out  of 
an  ’ome  and  ’avin’  no  people  of  ’er  own, 
in  a way  of  speakin’.” 

“Do  you  think  you  could  find  that 
address?”  Angus  said.  “It’s — it’s  rather 
important.  There  is — some  money  for 
her.  ...” 

“Indeed!”  commented  the  postmis- 
tress with  her  first  sign  of  curiosity  in  the 
stranger’s  business. 

A sudden  spasm  of  impatience  seized 
Angus.  He  felt  that  he  could  not  endure 
another  minute  of  inaction.  He  wanted 
passionately  to  be  finished  with  this 
absurd  “charge”  of  his;  to  find  this  con- 
founded woman  at  once  and  be  free  to 
get  on  with  the  affairs  of  his  own  life. 
He  looked  at  the  horrid  litter  of  papers 
on  the  shelves,  and  in  his  mind  he 
pictured  an  immense  and  intricate  re- 
search, lasting  perhaps  for  hours,  while 
he  tediously  examined  the  deposit  that 
represented,  Heaven  knew  how  many 
years  of  scrupulous  ineptitude.  It  was 
incredible  that  the  postmistress  could 
ever  have  destroyed  a single  document; 
not  less  incredible  that  she  could  ever 
find  one. 

“I  must  know  her  address,”  Angus 
exclaimed,  almost  fiercely. 

And  then  occurred  the  first  of  many 
coincidences,  if  they  were  coincidences, 
and  not  due  to  some  direct  interference 
with  the  dull,  habitual  movements  of 
natural  law.  For  the  postmistress,  turn- 
ing with  a sigh  of  forlorn  distress  to  the 
awful  muddle  behind  her,  let  her  plump 
red  hand  hover  for  a moment  like  the 
beak  of  a fortune-telling  love-bird,  and 
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then  plunged  with  the  convulsive  jerk 
of  an  automaton  at  the  very  bunch  of 
the  litter,  sere-edged  and  brittle  in  places, 
that  contained  Sarah  Browning’s  ad- 
dress. 

“There  you  are,  then,  young  man,” 
ahe  exclaimed,  on  a high  note  of  triumph. 
“Sarah  Browning,  the  Ocean  Hotel, 
Southampton.  She  went  as  chamber- 
maid, I remember.” 

She  glowed  to  a very  ecstasy  in  the 
contemplation  of  her  ability  for  accurate 
reference,  positively  flaunting  at  him  the 
precision  and  reliability  of  her  official 
aptitude  for  business  method. 

Angus  turned  with  a long  sigh  of 
impatience  to  the  obligations  of  his 
“trust.”  He  had  been  in  Southampton 
not  many  hours  before.  He  had  even 
noticed,  half-consciously,  the  fasade  of 
the  Ocean  Hotel — a new  building  with 
an  effect  of  conscious  cleanliness  and 
rectitude;  well  built  and  badly  placed; 
staring  its  boast  of  efficiency  across  a 
poor  street.  He  might,  for  all  he  knew, 
have  shouldered  Sarah  Browning  on  the 
footway.  And  now  he  had  to  face  all  the 
hesitations  and  interruptions  of  a return 
journey,  with  no  certainty  of  concluding 
his  mission  at  the  end  of  it.  Only  he  felt 
that  he  must  know,  at  once,  how  much 
farther  he  might  have  to  go  before  that 
little  bag  of  diamonds,  snug  and  warm 
in  his  hip  pocket,  could  be  delivered. 
It  was  the  uncertainty  that  irritated 
him.  He  saw  himself  tracking  Herbert’s 
heiress  through  England.  But,  no!  In 
the  train  that  night  between  Waterloo 
and  Southampton  he  came  to  a definite 
resolve.  H she  had  gone  from  the  Ocean 
Hotel  he  would  go  to  Devonshire  and 
write  to  her.  His  responsibilities  went 
no  farther  than  that.  It  was  absurd  and 
impossible  to  undertake  any  more  of 
these  fruitless  journeys.  She  must  come 
to  him.  She  was,  though  she  was  still 
unaware  of  it,  magnificently  rich.  She 
would  be  fully  compensated  for  all  her 
trouble,  whereas  he  could  anticipate  no 
reward — unless  Sarah  Browning  were 
unexpectedly  generous.  And  even  then 


he  had  a certainty  that  it  was  not  in  her 
nature  to  be  generous. 

That  resolve,  with  all  its  promise  of 
ease  and  finality,  was  an  imminent  goal 
to  him  as  he  bounded  up  the  steps  and 
burst  through  the  solemn  doors  of  the 
Oeean  Hotel.  He  was  panting  with 
eagerness  as  he  demanded  the  where- 
abouts of  Sarah  Browning  from  the 
flashily  demure  woman  at  the  bureau.  - 

“Oh,  she’s  left  here  years  ago,”  was 
the  expected  reply. 

“I  know,  I know,”  assented  Angus, 
“but  where’s  she  gone  to?”  He  was  too 
anxious  to  remark  then,  what  he  after- 
ward recognized  as  the  most  important 
characteristic  of  the  woman  he  was  seek- 
ing. She  was  always  remembered. 
Surely  there  must  have  been  many 
chambermaids  in  serviee  at  the  hotel 
since  that  gaudily  staid  woman  in  the 
office  had  first  undertaken  her  duties. 

Yet  she  had  shown  no  sign  of  hesitation 
when  Miss  Browning’s  name  was  men- 
tioned. Though  Sarah  had  left  the  place 
“years  ago,”  she  was  remembered,  in- 
stantly and  with  certainty. 

“Oh,  you’d  better  ask  the  manager,” 
said  the  woman  in  the  bureau,  with  a 
toss  of  her  yellow  head.  She  somehow 
managed  to  convey  that  it  was  no  part 
of  a woman’s  business  to  inquire  into  the 
ultimate  destination  of  Sarah  Browning. 

The  manager,  when  found,  had  an 
air  of  almost  religious  discretion.  He 
seemed  to  summarize  in  his  own  person 
all  the  salient  aspects  of  his  own  hotel. 

He  might  have  been  the  model  from 
which  the  place  had  been  designed.  He 
was  so  ostentatiously  clean  and  precise, 
and  barrenly  efficient;  and  yet  his  pale- 
blue  eyes  with  their  sandy  lashes  had  a 
slightly  wistful  look,  as  if  he,  too,  was 
aware  of  being  essentially  the  right  thing 
in  a wrong  position. 

He  regarded  Angus  with  a touch  of 
practised  but  half-wistful  inquiry. 

“Yes,  Miss  Browning  left  here — ah — 
two  years  last  April,”  he  said,  and 
added,  as  though  to  satisfy  his  own 
craving  for  the  punctilious,  “Ah — on 
the  twenty-third.” 
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“Where  did  she  go  to?’’  Angus  asked. 
“She  left  her  address,  I suppose?” 

The  manager,  disregarding  the  ques- 
tion, delicately  picked  his  teeth  with  a 
quill. 

“There  was  a lady  here,  a Mrs.  Cress- 
well,  who  took  a — ah — liking  for  her,” 
he  continued.  “She — ah — found  cer- 
tain qualities  in  Miss  Browning.  We — 
ah — for  the  matter  of  that,  all  found  cer- 
tain qualities  in  her.  She  went  back 
with  this  lady  to — ah — undertake  the 
management  of  a boarding-house  in — ah 
— Sydney,  Australia.  Her  address  is,  or 
was,  three  hundred  and  seven  Pike 
Street,  Sydney — ah — Australia.” 

Angus  laughed.  “That’s  a long  way 
to  go  to  find  any  one,”  he  said. 

The  manager  permitted  himself  no  air 
of  surprise.  “It  is,  as  you  say,  a long 
way,”  he  agreed.  “If  I can — ah — help 
you  in  any  other  way  . . .?” 

But  the  manager’s  functions,  so  far  as 
Angus  was  concerned,  were  now  ex- 
hausted. He  thanked  him  and  went, 
almost  light-heartedly.  The  little  bag  of 
diamonds  still  nestled  confidingly  in  his 
hip  pocket,  but  it  was  outrageous  to  sup- 
pose that  he  could  be  called  upon  to  de- 
liver them  in  person  to  Sarah  Browning, 
in  Sydney.  He  would,  however,  do  more 
than  was  actually  required  of  him.  He 
would  send  a cablegram  to  307  Pike 
Street,  prepaying  the  reply,  although  he 
could  ill  afford  the  expense,  and  request 
Herbert’s  unofficial  legatee  to  communi- 
cate with  him  at  once  in  Devonshire. 

And  then  Fate,  deliberate  but  per- 
sistent, caught  him  at  the  Central  Post 
Office  in  Southampton,  while  he  was, 
with  a touch  of  dismay,  disbursing  the 
charge  of  his  cable.  A hand  was  laid  on 
his  shoulder  and  a pleasant  voice  said, 
“Now  I call  this  the  most  astonishing 
piece  of  luck,  Mr.  Whitley.” 

He  turned  to  confront  Graham  Dixon, 
the  man  with  whom  he  had  been  in  con- 
versation when  that  fateful  message  had 
been  brought  to  him  at  dinner  on  the 
night  that  Fuller  Herbert  had  died. 

“I  wanted  your  address  and  couldn’t 
get  it,”  Dixon  continued,  with  a friendly 


smile.  “Since  I landed  1 have  found 
that  it  will  be  necessary  to  send  a man, 
an  engineer  for  choice,  out  to  our  works 
in  Sydney,  and  I judged  from  our  talk 
on  the  steamer  that  you  might  be  willing 
to  take  the  job.  And  if  you  are,  you’re 
just  the  very  man  I want.  Now  will 
you  come  to  my  hotel  and  talk  things 
over?” 

Angus  stared  at  him  resentfully.  “To 
Sydney?”  he  said.  “You  want  me  to  go 
to  Sydney?  It’s  a devil  of  a long  way  to 
go. 

For  a moment  he  could  not  realize 
that  Dixon  was  offering  him  what  might 
prove  to  be  a very  promising  job.  He 
did  not  think  of  the  job,  but  only  of  the 
“sacred  charge”  that  was  again  being 
thrust  upon  him  just  when  his  resolve 
had  relieved  him  from  further  effort. 
Dixon  seemed  to  have  come  suddenly 
from  nowhere,  as  if  he  had  been  the 
supernatural  agent  of  Herbert,  thrusting 
again  upon  Angus  the  awful  urgency  of 
that  cursed  commission. 

Dixon  did  not  appear  to  notice  the 
gaucheness  of  the  reply.  “Sheer  luck,” 
he  went  on,  evenly,  as  he  led  Angus  out 
into  the  street.  “Honestly,  I don’t  know 
why  1 went  into  that  post-office.  ...” 

Angus  listened  without  appreciating 
the  detail  of  Dixon’s  conversation.  He 
did  not  want  to  go  to  Australia.  He  had 
been  in  South  Africa  for  two  years,  and 
now,  if  he  were  but  given  a little  time, 
he  would,  he  was  sure,  find  a job  at 
home.  But  he  knew,  even  as  he  tried 
desperately  to  refuse  Dixon’s  offer,  that 
he  would  be  forced  to  accept  it.  He 
could  not  oppose  Dixon’s  suave  confi- 
dence that  he  would  accept  it.  It  was, 
of  course,  a chance  for  him. 

“In  a sense,  a position  of  peculiar 
trust,”  Dixon  explained.  “Things  are 
not  going  right  over  there.  We  have  our 
suspicions  of  the  manager.  ...  I chose 
you  because  I felt  when  I first  met  you 
that  you  were  essentially  a man  to  be 
trusted.  ...  I should  send  you  in  the 
first  place  as  an  assistant  engineer  at  a 
salary  of  two  hundred  dollars  a month, 
and  I want  you  to  report  to  me,  pri- 
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vately,  on  the  general  management. 
Later  ...” 

“I  must  go  home  first,  to  Devon- 
shire,” Angus  put  in,  and  then  realized 
that  his  stipulation  was  a form  of  ac- 
ceptance. 

“By  all  means,”  Dixon  agreed.  “Do 
you  think  you  could  be  ready  to  sail  in 
a fortnight’s  time?  If  an  advance  for 
your  outfit  would  be  a convenience, 
don’t  hesitate  to  call  upon  me.” 

So  Angus  went  to  Devonshire  to  meet 
that  girl  of  his  and  to  wait  for  the  an- 
swer to  his  cable.  And  no  answer  came. 
Herbert  had  warned  him  to  tell  nobody 
about  the  diamonds,  but  he  disobeyed 
that  injunction  so  far  as  his  sweetheart 
was  concerned.  She  could  be  trusted; 
and  together  they  revolted  against  the 
necessity  for  his  going,  and  gave  way 
not  because  they  respected  the  sacred- 
ness of  his  trust,  but  because,  when  they 
examined  the  situation  at  their  leisure,* 
it  seemed  that  to  accept  Dixon's  offer 
was  the  shortest  way  to  achieve  their 
soul’s  desire.  If  things  went  well,  she 
was  to  go  out  to  him  in  a year’s  time. 

And  when,  some  two  months  later, 
Angus  called  at  307  Pike  Street,  to  find 
that  the  boarding-house  had  changed 
hands  again  since  Mrs.  Cresswell  had 
taken  it,  being  now  in  a rapid  decline 
under  the  direction  of  a drunken  pro- 
prietor who  had  been  too  apathetic  to 
reply  to  the  cable  (Angus  saw  it  lying  on 
the  shabby  hall  table  among  a litter  that 
reminded  him  of  the  country  post-office), 
he  shrugged  his  shoulders,  patted  his 
hip  pocket  with  a nervous  movement 
that  was  becoming  habitual  to  him,  and 
decided  that  he  had  done  everything 
that  was  humanly  possible.  Sarah 
Browning  had  gone  to  Auckland,  New 
Zealand,  about  eighteen  months  earlier. 
More  “than  that  the  fuddled  proprietor 
of  the  Pike  Street  boarding-house  could 
not  or  would  not  tell  him. 

So  Angus  set  his  face  toward  his  new 
work  and  toward  the  making  of  his  fort- 
une and  the  great  day  when  his  sweet- 
heart should  join  him  in  the  new  world. 
He  did  not  know  that  he  was  snapping 
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his  fingers  at  Fate  and  that  Fate  had  re- 
sponded to  the  insult  with  a contemptu- 
ous smile. 

It  would  be  a mistake,  however,  to 
credit  Fate  or  the  spirit  of  Fuller  Her- 
bert with  the  entire  control  of  Angus’s 
career  in  Sydney.  Even  if  he  had  never 
received  that  arduous  commission  of  his, 
he  would  almost  certainly  have  come  to 
grief  over  the  Dixon  job.  Muller,  the 
general  manager  of  the  works,  was  too 
clever  for  Angus’s  straightforward  habit; 
and  Muller,  from  the  first,  had  decided 
that  he  had  no  use  for  this  young  emis- 
sary from  England.  Muller  played  his 
own  game  with  discretion  and  foresight, 
outwitting  and  outpointing  the  simple 
honesty  of  Whitley,  from  his  preliminary 
explanation  (apparently  a frank  and, 
considering  his  position,  a generous 
statement)  of  the  firm’s  affairs,  to  the 
day,  five  months  later,  when,  with  a 
well-assumed  reluctance,  he  handed  to 
Angus  his  month’s  notice  of  dismissal. 

So  far,  I cannot  trace  any  direct  inter- 
ference with  Angus’s  fortune,  but  there 
can  be  no  question  that  the  result  would 
have  been  different  if  he  had  been  a free 
man.  For  the  truth  is  that  from  the  day 
he  abandoned  his  pursuit  of  Sarah 
Browning  at  the  door  of  the  Pike  Street 
boarding-house  he  was,  in  some  inde- 
finable wray,  haunted.  He  would  pause 
in  the  conduct  of  the  most  intricate  un- 
dertaking, bewildered  with  the  sudden 
sense  of  an  important  duty  recently 
overlooked,  of  a vast  and  overwhelming 
responsibility,  incredibly,  almost  crim- 
inally, forgotten.  Then  the  thing  would 
take  him  with  a shock  of  horror,  so  that 
he  would  stand  startled  and  aghast, 
searching  his  mind  for  a memory  of  the 
essential  duty  culpably  omitted.  At 
other  times  the  suggestion  came  to  him 
vaguely,  distracting  his  attention  from 
his  work,  with  cloudy  thoughts  of  some 
object  in  life  that  was  greater  and  finer 
than  this  petty  preoccupation  with  the 
details  of  his  chosen  profession.  At 
those  moments  he  would  pause,  what- 
ever he  was  doing,  and  stare  blankly 
before  him,  as  though  his  eyes  were 
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strained  to  see,  through  the  semblances 
of  his  material  surroundings,  the  figure 
of  the  obsessing  purpose  that  would 
drive  him  through  the  world  in  the  pur- 
suit of  the  self-confident,  capable  woman 
whose  fortune  rested  so  securely  in  his 
hip  pocket.  Only  by  a great  effort  of  will 
could  he  return  to  his  work,  cursing 
Sarah  Browning,  the  diamonds,  and  the 
memory  of  Herbert’s  commission.  But 
Muller  would  note  those  fits  of  abstrac- 
tion and  make  use  of  them. 

And  the  haunting  steadily  persisted, 
presently  adding  another  cause  of  dis- 
comfort to  Angus’s  life.  For  it  seemed 
that  he  was  subconsciously  aware  of  the 
written  word  “Auckland”  long  before 
his  eye  could  pick  it  out  from  a printed 
page.  Whenever  he  took  up  The  Sydney 
Bulletin  he  found  himself  constrained  to 
hunt  for  that  one  name,  and  he  could 
fix  his  attention  on  nothing  else  until 
he  found  it.  Also,  in  the  street,  he  would 
suddenly  pause  in  his  walk  and  look  up 
to  discover  perhaps  a bill  of  steamer 
sailings,  or  it  might  be  the  name  of  a 
cafe,  but  in  either  case  the  prominent 
word  that  had  hailed  him  so  stridently 
through  the  deepest  abstraction  was  al- 
ways that  one  word  “Auckland.” 

Nevertheless,  nearly  five  weeks  had 
elapsed  since  his  dismissal  from  the 
Dixon  works,  and,  having  sent  the 
greater  part  of  his  salary  home  to  Devon- 
shire, he  was  sinking  rapidly  toward  the 
social  stratum  of  the  beach-comber  be- 
fore he  signed  on  as  assistant  engineer 
on  the  Sydney  & Auckland  packet.  He 
had  not,  even  then,  surrendered  his  will 
to  the  power  that  was  driving  him  across 
the  world.  He  was  merely  relaxing  into 
a condition  of  helplessness  and  apathy. 
He  felt  that  luck  was  against  him; 
that  he  would  never  make  good,  never 
marry  that  girl  in  Devonshire  who  so 
steadfastly  and  magnificently  loved  him. ' 
He  went  to  Auckland  rather  because  the 
name  so  persistently  haunted  him,  than 
because  he  had  the  least  hope  of  fulfill- 
ing his  “sacred  trust.”  It  is  certainly 
more  than  a little  remarkable  that  from 
the  moment  he  left  Sydney  his  obses- 


sion by  the  word  Auckland  finally  left 
him. 

He  had  a few  hours’  leave  in  the 
course  of  the  boat’s  forty-eight  hours’ 
stay  in  port,  and  he  went  up  to  one  of 
the  better  hotels  in  the  town  on  the  off 
chance  of  getting  news  of  Herbert’s 
heiress.  He  got  it  without  difficulty. 
Sarah  Browning  had  never  served  in  that 
particular  house;  she  had  been  desk 
clerk  at  the  Imperial,  the  swell  place 
behind  the  town,  but  she  was  remem- 
bered. She  had  left  Auckland,  however, 
“oh,  twelve  months  or  more,”  Angus’s 
informant  told  him.  “Went  to  America, 
to  better  herself.” 

Angus  went  up  to  the  Imperial  and 
discovered  that  Miss  Browning’s  last 
known  address  was  “The  Mountjoy,” 
San  Francisco.  He  also  learned  from 
the  cynical  male  clerk  who  had  suc- 
ceeded her  that  “Sally”  had  expressed 
her  intention  of  marrying  an  American 
millionaire. 

He  had  not  made  up  his  mind,  then, 
to  devote  all  his  energies  to  that  absurd 
quest  after  the  fugitive  heiress.  The 
thought  of  it  increasingly  bothered  him; 
it  came  between  him  and  his  eveiy  pur- 
pose, but  no  more  than  if  it  had  been 
the  memory  of  some  rather  important 
letter  he  ought  to  have  written.  It  was 
the  famous  southeasterly  gale  that  set- 
tled him.  It  is  still  talked  about  in  Auck- 
land. Incidentally,  that  gale  wrecked 
Angus’s  packet,  which  turned  turtle 
thirty  miles  out  from  land  and  drove 
him  back  in  the  company  of  a capsized 
life-boat  to  his  point  of  departure.  He 
was  in  hospital  for  three  weeks,  and  in 
that  time  he  had  leisure  to  think  things 
over.  He  reviewed  his  past  from  the 
moment  of  Herbert’s  death,  and  in  his 
weak  state  he  came  to  believe  that  the 
hand  of  destiny  lay  heavily  upon  him 
and  that  he  would  know  neither  security 
nor  peace  of  mind  until  he  had  delivered 
Herbert’s  diamonds  to  Sally  Browning. 
And  once  he  had  got  that  idea  into  his 
head,  his  duty  became  an  obsession  with 
him.  He  retarded  his  recovery  by  his 
eagerness  to  set  about  the  business  at 
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once  and  be  done  with  it.  In  his  quieter 
moments  he  still  argued  with  himself, 
maintaining  that  no  one  could  expect 
him  to  devote  his  whole  life  to  the  casual 
service  that  had  been  so  unwarrantably 
thrust  upon  him,  but  his  superstition 
had  become  stronger  than  any  logic. 

When  I met  him  about  fifteen  months 
later  in  New  York  he  had  the  eyes  and 
the  bearing  of  a fanatic.  During  the 
interval  he  had  been  “working  his  way” 
round  the  world.  He  had  been  in  San 
Francisco  and  Los  Angeles,  Philadel- 
phia and  Chicago.  He  had  served-  on 
tramp  steamers,  done  odd  jobs  in  the 
cities,  “jumped  the  cars,”  and  been  near 
to  total  destitution  once  or  twice,  while 
he  made  his  furious  pilgrimage  on  the 
trail  of  the  enterprising  Sally  Browning, 
who  in  her  vigorous  exploration  of  the 
road  to  wealth  seemed  to  have  been  in- 
spired by  a mad  desire  to  fly  from  the 
fortune  that  was  so  desperately  pursuing 
her. 

He  had  lost  track  of  her  in  Chicago. 
She  had  left  there  under  some  kind  of  a 
cloud,  and  with  a misplaced  and,  as  it 
turned  out,  unnecessary  ingenuity  had 
obliterated  her  traces.  For  seven  months 
Angus  had  earned  his  living  in  Chicago 
as  a lift-boy,  waiting  impatiently  for  the 
clue  that  had  come  to  him  at  last 
through  the  chance  conversation  of  two 
passengers  in  his  lift.  At  the  sound  of 
Sarah  Browning’s  name  the  attentive 
lift-boy  had  suffered  a transformation 
that  must  have  considerably  astonished 
his  two  passengers.  He  had  stopped  the 
lift  between  floors  while  he  demanded 
particulars.  He  was  no  longer  a ser- 
vant, but  a fanatic  pilgrim  who  cared 
nothing  for  any  man  on  earth  if  he  could 
but  fulfil  his  quest.  Had  he  just  received 
the  clue  to  the  finding  of  a quarter  of  a 
million  dollars  instead  of  the  clue  to 
getting  rid  of  them,  he  would  not  have 
shown  a tenth  part  of  the  excitement.  I 
gather  that  he  got  his  information  with- 
out any  hesitation.  Perhaps  that  in- 
stinctive movement  of  the  hand  to  his 
hip  pocket  had  been  misread?  As  a 
mark  of  gratitude  he  deposited  his  in- 
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formants  on  their  proper  floor,  and  then 
left  the  building  and,  an  hour  later, 
Chicago,  without  further  ceremony. 

He  ought  to  have  caught  Sally  Brown- 
ing in  New  York.  He  had,  as  it  were, 
short-circuited  her  trail,  for  she  had  been 
West  again  in  the  interval,  and  if  he  had 
had  enough  money  for  his  carfare  he 
would  have  found  her  before  she  sailed 
for  Liverpool.  As  it  was,  he  jumped  a 
freight,  got  hung  up  on  a side-track,  and 
missed  her  by  twenty-four  hours.  When 
I met  him  he  had  just  signed  on  as  a 
fireman  in  a White  Star  boat. 

I tried  to  dissuade  him  from  that 
ignominy,  but  he  seemed  quite  unable  to 
give  me  his  attention,  refusing  my  offer 
to  lend  him  the  amount  of  his  second- 
class  fare,  as  if  I were  putting  some 
tricky  impediment  in  his  way.  I did  not 
know  then  what  was  driving  him,  and  I 
remember  wondering  if  he  had  com- 
mitted a crime  and  was  flying  from 
justice.  He  had  much  the  air  of  a man 
haunted  by  terror  and  charging  in  panic 
through  the  least  hint  of  obstruction.  I 
could  not  be  expected  to  guess  that  the 
lure  which  drew  him  was  the  longing  to 
deliver  himself  of  a fortune  in  diamonds 
to  Mrs.  Sarah  Fulton  at  the  Savoy  Hotel 
in  London.  She  had  married  her  mill- 
ionaire two  days  before  she  left  New 
York,  and  had  taken  him  to  Europe  for 
their  honeymoon.  The  ^ passengers  in 
Angus’s  lift  had  been  discussing  her  wed- 
ding when  he  had  overheard  them.  The 
strange  thing  was  that  he  should  not 
have  heard  of  her  engagement  earlier; 
but  his  prosecution  of  the  quest  had  not 
led  him  to  study  the  New  York  journals. 

He  has  told  me  that  he  received  his 
first  real  shock  in  the  discharge  of  his 
precious  mission  when  he  spoke  to  the 
suspicious  attendant  across  the  counter 
in  the  Savoy  foyer.  He  entered  the  place 
with  no  particular  hope  of  reaching  the 
end  of  his  journey.  The  habit  of  asking 
for  Sally — almost  exclusively  in  the  halls 
of  hotels — had  so  grown  upon  him  that 
he  never  anticipated  anything  but  the 
usual  reply.  So  far  as  he  had  thought 
about  it  at  all,  he  had  thought  it  prob- 
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able  that  the  Fultons  might  have  gone 
on  to  Paris,  to  Geneva,  to  Rome,  to 
Moscow.  He  may  have  had  visions  of 
following  them  by  way  of  the  Trans- 
Siberian  Railway  to  China  and  Japan. 
He  was  certainly  prepared  to  do  that  if 
necessary.  He  had  discarded  every 
other  impulse  but  this  dogged  pursuit  of 
a fixed  idea.  And  when  the  attendant 
told  him  that  Mrs.  Fulton  was  not  only 
staying  at  the  Savoy,  but  was  at  that 
very  moment  in  the  hotel,  Angus  was 
staggered.  In  a single  moment  he  had 
to  recast  all  his  values.  He  was  like  a 
blind  man  who,  having  patiently  worked 
in  darkness  all  his  life,  suddenly  receives 
the  gift  of  sight  and  does  not  know  what 
to  do  with  it. 

“Have  you  got  a message  for  her?” 
the  attendant  asked,  with  a look  of  dis- 
gust at  Angus’s  clothes.  He  had,  as  a 
matter  of  fact,  forgotten  to  change  them 
since  he  emerged  from  the  stoke-hold  of 
the  liner. 

The  familiar  sense  of  impediment 
braced  him  again.  “A-  message?”  he 
repeated.  “By  hell!  yes,  I’ve  got  a mes- 
sage for  her.”  And  his  hand  went  back 
with  his  habitual  movement  to  the  little 
bulge  in  his  hip  pocket. 

The  attendant  backed.  “What 
name?”  he  asked,  looking  round  for  help. 

“Angus  Whitley,”  was  the  reply, 
spoken  as  if  that,  to  Mrs.  Fulton,  un- 
known name  was  a combination  to  con- 
jure with.  “ You  let  her  know  I’m  here,” 
he  added,  and,  turning  away  from  the 
counter,  threw  himself  in  his  oil-stained 
canvas  into  one  of  the  luxurious  arm- 
chairs of  the  Savoy  foyer. 

They  probably  sent  up  his  name  to 
Mrs.  Fulton,  because  they  did  not  know 
what  to  do  with  him.  Why  she  con- 
sented to  see  him  is  a deeper  mystery. 
But  Sarah  Browning  had  much  strange 
history  behind  her,  and  she  may  have 
thought  it  best,  in  those  early  days  of  her 
marriage,  to  be  reasonably  cautious. 
Her  husband  was  out  just  then,  and  she 
hoped,  no  doubt,  to  deal  with  the  in- 
truder and  get  rid  of  him  before  Fulton 
returned.  If  he  represented  some  less 


creditable  episode  in  her  moving  past,  he 
might,  she  probably  imagined,  be  rap- 
idly and  easily  bought.  For  all  Sarah’s 
history  that  had  been,  in  a sense,  doubt- 
ful, was  solely  connected  with  finance. 
Since  that  one  strange  affair  of  hers  with 
Herbert,  ten  years  earlier,  she  had,  as  she 
might  have  phrased  it,  “kept  herself 
respectable.”  A little  shuffling  of 
accounts,  such  as  she  had  been  guilty 
of  in  Chicago,  did  not,  in  her  opinion, 
impeach  her  cherished  reputation  for 
virtue. 

So  she  gave  directions  that  he  was  to 
be  shown  up  to  her  sitting-room,  and  to 
my  mind  the  queerest  aspect  of  the 
whole  queer  affair  is  the  change  that 
came  over  Angus  when,  at  last,  he  real- 
ized that  his  goal  was  achieved.  He  had 
perhaps  three  or  four  minutes  in  which 
to  grasp  that  fact  w'hile  he  followed  the 
supercilious  but  distinctly  nervous  flun- 
ky through  long  passages  and  then  up 
in  the  lift  to  the  sixth  floor.  And  his 
realization  breaking,  nowr,  into  a clear 
retrospect  of  his  tremendous  Odyssey, 
showed  him,  as  he  said,  that  be  had  been 
“a  most  almighty  fool.” 

One  enormous  question  posed  itself 
to  the  extinction  of  all  other  issues. 
“Why,”  he  asked  himself,  “had  he  not 
got  rid  of  the  diamonds  and  kept  the 
money  for  himself?”  He  had  only  one 
answer;  he  had  never  thought  of  it.  The 
possibility  had,  quite  simply,  never  oc- 
curred to  him.  And  at  that  eleventh 
hour  it  seemed  to  him  that  he  had  missed 
the  chance  of  his  Hfe.  He  was,  by  in- 
stinct and  habit,  an  honest  man,  but  in 
his  tremendous  reaction  he  cursed  him-  - 
self  for  his  stupidity.  He  even  contem- 
plated the  theft  as  still  possible.  As  he 
stepped  out  of  the  lift  on  the  sixth  floor 
he  was  reviewing  the  possibilities  of 
turning  back,  of  hiding  himself  in  Lon- 
don, and  disposing  of  Sarah’s  diamonds 
— at  however  great  a loss — to  some 
“fence”  in  the  East  End.  Sheer  inertia 
carried  him  on  to  Mrs.  Fulton’s  room; 
that  and  his  natural  curiosity  to  see  the 
woman  whose  life  history  had  been  his 
single  study  for  more  than  two  years. 
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And  when  he  actually  faced  her  the 
temptation  passed.  From  the  moment 
he  entered  Sarah’s  presence  he  recovered 
his  sanity.  The  Angus  Whitley  of  that 
interview  was  the  Angus  who  had  sailed 
hopefully  enough  from  Cape  Town  in  the 
autumn  of  ’96.  For  the  first  time  he  was 
able  to  see  the  humor  of  the  immense 
undertaking  into  which  he  had  been  so 
curiously  led. 

Mrs.  Fulton  must  not  be  judged  too 
hardly  for  her  share  in  the  culminating 
scene  of  Angus’s  tragic  comedy.  He  be- 
gan with  an  obvious  but  unfortunate 
reference  to  Fuller  Herbert.  With  his 
return  to  sanity  had  come  also  a return 
to  his  appreciation  of  ordinary  values; 
and  he  was  intensely  conscious  of  him- 
self, he  says,  as  being  so  absurdly  “im- 
probable,” sprung  out  of  nowhere,  in  his 
stoker’s  outfit,  and  appearing  in  an 
elaborate  hotel  sitting-room,  with  no 
other  credential  than  a bag  of  uncut  dia- 
monds. No  one,  least  of  all  the  practical 
Mrs.  Fulton,  could  be  expected  to  be- 
lieve in  so  unlikely  an  apparition.  And 
then  he  must  needs  open  with  that  un- 
happy  reference  to  Herbert,  Sally’s  one 
slip  from  virtue.  Inevitably  sheiscented 
blackmail  from  the  outset. 

“You’ve  made  some  mistake,”  she 
said,  with  decision.  “ I’ve  never  known 
any  one  of  that  name.” 

“It’s  a long  time  ago,”  Angus  ad- 
mitted, with  the  natural  but  utterly  mis- 
guided intention  of  proving  his  case. 
“Ten  years  or  more.  At  Halton  in 
Northamptonshire.  You  were  in  service 
at  the  Rectory.” 

Mrs.  Fulton’s  face  expressed  con- 
tempt. “You’ve  made  some  mistake, 
young  man,”  she  said.  “I’ve  never 
heard  of  the  place.” 

For  one  moment  he  was  staggered  by 
her  self-assurance.  Was  it  possible,  he 
wondered,  that  he  had  picked  up  the 
wrong  trail,  between  Chicago  and  New 
York;  that  there  were  two  Sarah  Brown- 
ings, and  that,  after  all,  his  travail  he  had 
found  the  wrong  one? 

“Were  you  ever  at  the  Central  in 
Chicago?”  he  asked,  testing  his  clues. 


Mrs.  Fulton  showed  a faint  shade  of 
disconcertion.  It  may  have  flashed 
through  her  mind  that  this  queer 
stranger  was  a representative  of  Pinker- 
ton’s, that  he  had  ferreted  out  her 
complete  life  history,  and  that  it 
might  be  as  well  to  come  to  terms  at 
once.  She  had  little  fear  of  the  results 
of  the  Chicago  affair;  that  was  noth- 
ing more  than  a question  of  financial 
settlement. 

“ I may  have  been.  Why?”  she  asked. 

“And  at  the  Mountjoy,  Frisco?”  he 
continued. 

“I  was — for  a time.  Why?”  snapped 
Mrs.  Fulton. 

Angus  heaved  a long  sigh  of  relief. 
This  was,  at  all  events,  the  right  Sarah 
Browning.  “Why?  Oh,  it’s  a long 
story,”  he  said.  “You’ve  taken  two 
years  out  of  my  life.” 

Sally’s  eyebrows  went  up,  but  her  ex- 
pression was  entirely  non-committal. 

“Let’s  cut  the  story,”  Angus  said, 
desperately,  and  produced  the  little 
leather  bag  from  his  hip  pocket.  “The 
essentials  are  that  Fuller  Herbert 
thought  he  had  ruined  you.  He  was 
crazy  to  make  reparation,  and  he  died 
on  the  boat  coming  home  from  South 
Africa.  He  made  his  will  and  all  that, 
but  he  hadn’t  mentioned  you  in  it  for 
fear  of  his  family  making  a fuss,  so  he 
handed  over  this  bag  of  diamonds  to  me 
to  give  to  you.  He — he  made  it  a 
‘sacred  trust’;  and  I’ve  followed  you 
clean  ’round  the  world  to  discharge  it. 

It’s  taken  me,  as  I said,  rather  more  than 
two  years.”  He  paused  a moment, 
watching  the  cautious,  reserved  face  of 
the  still  incredulous  Sally,  and  then 
emptied  the  contents  of  the  bag  on  to  the 
table  in  front  of  her. 

Mrs.  Fulton  regarded  the  diamonds 
with  infinite  suspicion. 

“What’s  that?”  she  asked,  pointing  to 
a little  bundle  of  papers  that  had  come 
out  of  the  bag  with  the  stones. 

“The  official  certificates  for  the  dia- 
monds— to  prove  that  they  were  not 
bought  illicitly,  you  know,”  Angus  ex- 
plained. But  the  certificates  were  so 
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soaked  with  sea-water  as  to  be  prac- 
tically illegible. 

Sarah  pursed  her  handsome  mouth 
and  steadfastly  declined  to  touch  either 
the  stones  or  the  papers. 

“You’re  sure  they  are  diamonds?”  she 
asked. 

“Quite  sure,”  Angus  returned,  grimly. 

“Where  are  you  staying?”  she  said, 
and  continued : “ I still  think  there  must 
be  some  mistake.  I never  knew  any  one 
called  Fuller  Herbert.  But  if  you’ll  leave 
the  diamonds  here  I’ll  have  them  tested 
to  see  if  they  are  genuine,  and  if  they 
are  I’ll  write  to  you.” 

Angus  wonders  whether  she  was  mo- 
mentarily stirred  to  a thought  of  gen- 
erosity; if  she  suffered  a fugitive  impulse 
to  send  him  ten  shillings  for  his  trouble? 

“ I’m  not  staying  anywhere,”  he  said. 
“Write  to  me  Poste  Restante  at  the 
General  Post  Office.  My  name  is  Angus 
Whitley.” 

It  seemed  a good  moment  to  get  out, 
but  Herbert’s  heiress  checked  him  at  the 
door. 

“ What  about  the  bag?”  she-  asked. 
“Aren’t  you  going  to  leave  that?” 

“No,  by  God!  I’ll  keep  the  bag!” 
Angus  replied.  “As — as  a reward.” 

“Very  well,”  Sally  returned,  calmly 
generous. 

He  has  that  bag  still.  It  is  one  of  his 
favorite  jokes  to  produce  it  and  to  ask 
a new  acquaintance  how  much  he  thinks 
that  little  leather  bag  is  worth.  His  own 
answer  is,  “Two  years  of  my  life.”  But, 
then,  as  a successful  man,  happily  mar- 
ried, he  can  afford  to  laugh  now  at  his 
amazing  Odyssey;  just  as  in  his  security 
he  can  afford  to  attribute  the  change  of 
his  fortunes  to  luck.  For,  as  he  marched 


into  the  Strand,  with  his  head  up,  a 
free  and,  as  he  protests,  at  that  moment 
a supremely  happy  man,  he  met  Dix- 
on, wrho  had  been  looking  for  him  for 
eighteen  months,  and  now  found  him 
for  the  second  time  by  a happy  coinci- 
dence. 

But  I am  not  sure.  I feel  that  the 
little  leather  bag  represents  far  more 
than  Whitley  thinks  when  he  jokingly 
says,  “Two  years  of  my  life.”  I believe 
that  those  two  years  of  his  were  not,  as 
he  implies,  wasted.  They  brought  him 
strength  of  purpose,  powers  of  endur- 
ance, and  much  experience. 

Nor  can  I convince  myself  that  luck  or 
chance  was  the  final  arbiter  of  his  wan- 
derings. The  coincidences  seem  to  me 
too  many  and  too  marked  for  that  ex- 
planation. For  my  own  part,  I prefer  to 
believe  that  the  spirit  of  Fuller  Herbert 
was  always  at  Whitley’s  elbow  during 
that  long  probation  of  his;  that  it  could 
not  seek  its  rest  until  it  had  achieved  its 
perfectly  futile  purpose  of  reparation. 

I must  add  a final  paragraph  to  note 
that  Angus  never  called  at  the  General 
Post  Office  for  Sarah  Fulton’s  promised 
letter,  so  we  shall  never  know  whether  or 
not  it  contained  a postal  order  for  ten 
shillings — the  probable  limit  of  her  gen- 
erosity. Also  to  say  that  he  did  once 
meet  her  again,  twelve  years  later,  at  a 
great  reception  in  a famous  London 
house.  She  did  not,  of  course,  recognize 
him,  and  he  did  not  think  it  tactful  to 
recall  their  last  interview;  but  he  swears 
that  the  magnificent  and  now  famous 
tiara  she  was  wearing  was  composed  of 
the  stones  that  he  had  once  carried 
’round  the  world  in  his  hip  pocket. 
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PART  II— COBLENZ  UNDER  TIIE  STARS  AND  STRIPES 


BY  LIEUTENANT  HARRY  A.  FRANCK 

Author  of  A Vagabond  Journey  Around  the  World , Vagabonding  Down  the  Andes , Etc. 


THE  “Residence  City”  of  Coblenz, 
headquarters  of  the  American 
Army  of  Occupation,  is  one  of  the  finest 
on  the  Rhine.  The  British  at  Cologne 
have  more  imposing  quarters;  the  - 
French  at  Mayence — and  particularly  a \rtf. 
Wiesbaden — have  more  artistic  advan* 
tages.  A few  of  our  warriors,  still  too 
young  to  distinguish  real  enjoyrii^||k 
from  the  flesh-pots  incident  to,.  rnptrA 
politan  bustle,  have  been  heard  to  grufn- 
ble,  “Huh!  they  gave  us  tUfd  choice, 
all  right !”  But  the  consensus*of  opinion 
is  contentment..  The  sudden  change 
from  the  mud  burrows  of  the  Argonne, 
or  from  the  war-worn  villages  of  the 
Vosges,  made  it  particularly  natural  that 
some  should  draw  invidious  comparisons 
between  our  war-battered  ally  and  the 
apparently  unscathed  enemy. 

Wealth  has  long  been  inclined  to 
gravitate  toward  the  triangle  of  land  at 
the  junction  of  the  Rhine  and  the  Mo- 
selle. The  owners — or  recent  owners — of 
mines  in  Lorraine  make  their  home  here. 
The  mother  of  the  late  unlamented 
Kaiser  was  fond  of  the  place  and  saw  to 
it  that  no  factory  chimneys  came  to 
sully  the  scene  with  their  smoke  or  the 
streets  and  her  tender  heart-strings  with 
the  wan  and  sooty  serfs  of  industrial 
progress.  Those  who  see  the  bogy  of 
“propaganda”  in  every  comer  hint  that 
the  Germans  preferred  that  the  occupied 
territory  be  the  Rhineland,  “because 
this  garden  spot  would  make  a better 
impression  on  their  enemies,  particularly 
the  Americans,  so  susceptible  to  creature 
comforts,  than  the  interior  of  Germany.” 
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It  is  hard  to  believe,  however,  that  those 
splepdid,  if  sometimes  top-heavy,  resi- 
dences stretching  for  miles  along  the 
<fuiine  were  built,  twenty  to  thirty  years 
«go  in  many  cases,  with  any  conscious 
’•purpose  of  impressing  the  prospective 
enemies  of  the  Fatherland. 

The  ldhged-for  creature  comforts  of 
his  hew  .billeting  area  have  made  the 
Ajperican  soldier  feel  strangely  at  home. 

l|js  office,  in  contrast  to  the  rude 
Stfpe  casernes  with  their  tiny  tin  stoves 
_^at  gave  off  smoke  rather  than  heat,  is 
warm,  cozy,  often  well  carpeted.  The 
Regierungsgebaude — it  means  nothing 
more  terrible  than  “government  build- 
ing”— which  the  rulers  of  the  province 
yielded  to  our  army  staff,  need  not  have 
blushed  to  find  itself  in  Washington  so- 
ciety. Our  billets  recall  the  frigid,  medi- 
eval ones  of  war-tom  France  with  un- 
fair comparison.  We  were  able  to 
dispossess  the  Germans  of  their  best, 
whereas  the  French,  generous  as  they 
were,  could  only  allot  us  what  was  left 
from  their  own  requirements;  yet  there 
is  still  a margin  in  favor  of  the  Rhine- 
land for  material  comfort. 

Coblenz  is  swamped  under  its  flpod 
of  Americans.  Its  streets  are  rivers  of 
hurrying  khaki;  there  are  places  where 
the  endless  trains  of  olive-drab  automo- 
biles and  trucks  make  crossing  not 
merely  perilous,  but  well-nigh  impossi- 
ble. Scarcely  a family  has  escaped  the 
piercing  eye  of  the  billeting  officer;  its 
clubs,  its  hotels,  its  recreation  halls,  its 
very  schools  and  churches,  are  wholly 
or  in  part  given  over  to  the  boyish  con- 
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querors  from  overseas.  It  is  awakened 
by  the  insistent  notes  of  the  American 
reveille;  it  is  reminded  of  bedtime  by 
that  most  impressive  of  cradle  songs,  the 
American  taps,  the  solemn,  reposeful 
notes  of  which  float  out  across  the  Rhine 
like  an  invitation  to  wilful  humanity  to 
lay  away  its  disputes  and  differences  as 
it  has  its  labors  of  the  day. 

Dovetailed,  as  it  were,  into  the  life  of 
its  late  adversaries  on  the  field  of  battle, 
there  is  still  a vide  difference  of  opinion 
in  the  A.  E.  F.  as  to  their  character.  The 
French  have  no  such  doubts.  Yet  while 
they  admit  no  argument  as  to  the 
criminality  of  the  Boche,  they  confess 
themselves  unable  to  understand  his 
psychology.  I Is  sont  sinc&rement  faux  is 
perhaps  the  most  succinct  summing  up 
of  the  French  verdict,  and  one  that  has 
the  true  ring.  “It  took  the  world  a long 
time  to  realize  that  the  German  has  a 
national  point  of  view,  a way  of  thinking 
quite  at  variance  with  the  rest  of  the 
world” — our  known  Western  world,  at 
least;  I fancy  we  should  find  the  Japan- 
ese not  unsimilar  if  we  could  read  deep 
down  into  his  heart.  But  the  puzzling 
part  of  the  German’s  “mentality”  is 
that  up  to  a certain  point  he  is  quite  like 
the  rest  of  us.  As  the  alienist’s  patient 
appears  perfectly  noi^nal  until  one 
chances  upon  his  weak  spot,  so  the  Ger- 
man looks  and  acts  at  close  range  like 
any  normal  human  being.  It  is  only 
when  one  stumbles  into  the  realm  of 
national  ethics  that  the  German  is  found 
widely  separated  from  the  bulk  of  man- 
kind. Once  one  has  grasped  this  difficult 
fact  and  is  able  to  look  at  it  from  various 
sides,  it  is  comparatively  easy  to  com- 
prehend the  German’s  peculiar  notions 
of  recent  events. 

“The  German,”  asserts  a European 
editorial  writer,  “feels  that  his  army  was 
not  beaten;  that,  on  the  contrary,  it  had 
all  the  military  prestige  of  the  war.  Then 
he  knew  that  there  was  increasing 
scarcity  of  food  at  home  and,  feeling 
that  the  Allies  were  in  mortal  dread  of 
new  drives  by  the  German  army  and 
would  be  only  too  glad  to  compromise. 


he  proposed  an  armistice.  Germany  ex- 
pected the  world  to  supply  her  gladly 
with  all  her  needs  as  a mark  of  good 
faith,  and,  to  encourage  the  timorous 
Allies,  she  offered  to  let  them  advance  to 
the  Rhine.  Now  the  Germ- ns  affect  to 
wonder  why  Germany  is  not  completely 
supplied  by  the  perfidious  Allies,  and 
why  the  garrisons,  having  been  allowed 
to  see  the  beautiful  Rhine  scenery,  do 
not  withdraw.  Not  only  the  ignorant 
classes,  but  those  supposedly  educated 
take  that  attitude.  They  consider,  ap- 
parently, that  the  armistice  was  an 
agreement  for  mutual  benefit,  and  any 
idea  that  the  war  was  anything  but  a 
draw,  with  the  prestige  all  on  the  Ger- 
man side,  has  not  yet  penetrated  to  the 
German  mind.” 

With  the  above — it  was  written  in 
January — and  the  outward  show  of 
friendliness  for  the  American  Army  of 
Occupation  as  a text,  I examined  scores 
of  Germans  of  all  classes  and  from  all 
sections  of  the  country,  whom  our  ser- 
geants picked  out  of  the  throngs  that 
passed  through  our  hands  for  various 
reasons  and  pushed  one  by  one  into  my 
cozy  little  office  overlooking  the  Rhine. 
Their  attitude,  their  answers  were  al- 
ways the  same,  parrot-like  in  their  same- 
ness. Before  a week  had  passed  I could 
have  set  down  the  replies,  almost  in 
their  exact  words,  the  instant  the  man 
to  be  interviewed  appeared  in  the  door- 
way, to  click  his  heels  resoundingly  while 
holding  his  arms  stiffly  at  his  sides.  As 
becomes  a long-disciplined  people,  the 
German  is  certainly  no  individualist. 
One  can  be  as  sure  just  what  he  is  going 
to  do  and  how  he  is  going  to  do  it  as  one 
can  that  duplicates  of  the  shoes  one  has 
always  worn  are  going  to  fit.  Yet  what 
did  they  really  think,  away  down  under 
their  generations  of  discipline?  This 
procession  of  men  with  their  close- 
clipped  heads  and  their  China-blue  eyes 
that  looked  at  me  as  innocently  as  a 
Nurnberg  doll,  who  talked  so  glibly  with 
apparent  friendliness  and  perfect  frank- 
ness, surely  had  some  thoughts  of  their 
own  hidden  away  in  the  depths  of  their 
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souls,  Vet.  one  seldom.  if  eA-x^,  caiight  3 haul  left  the  adults.  Any  traveler  who 
glimpse  61  them,  Possibly ■■there  wre  has  noted  the  abhorrence  with  which  the 
none  there;  $8®b'  Gernmfi  Iddk*  up**n  tlte  twfrae* 

century  nmv  lmv».  killed  the  hidden  lion  of  the ' most  uisigayfiraift  order- 
roots  as  well  as  destroyed  the  pI«M  it-  the  mere  entering  by  a Vrrbotaier-Ein- 
self.  In  contrast' • ind^  gang— which  the  American'  would  break, 
pendent  American,  sharply  individual-  and  pay  li.is  One  and  go  his  way  with  u 
istie  still  in  spite  of  his .-year 'or  two  of  smile  of  amusement  on  his  hue,  will  not. 
army  Induing.  these  heel-clicking  am  find  it  difficult  to  visualize  the  rod  fag©', 
tomatons  were  exasperating  in  their  with  which  the  soldiers  of  the  Kaiser 
garrulous  taciturnity.  looked  upon  any  lack  of  seriousness 

“What  most  : characterizes  the  Ger-  toward  the  stern  and  sacred  commands 
inan,”  said  Moser;  more  than  a century  of  their  aniiics  of  oecll^atidn. 
ago,  “is  obedience,  respeef  for  farce.”  No  one  guessed  aright  as  to  Germany  V 
What  probably  strm.de  the  plain  Amer-  action  in-  ease  of  defeat.  Talk  of  sfarv?,t- 
ican  doughboy  even  mprS  than  mere  tion  though will,  they  did .'not  fight 
obedience  was  the  attitude  of  passive  to  a' .standstill,  as  our  South  did.  for 
docility,  of  their  inTmedinte  compliance  example-  They  gave  proof  of  a strong 
with  nil  our  retjuirr  iheiils.  They  could  faith'  in  the  old  adage  beginning.  “He 
have  been  so  mean,  so  disobedient  in  who  fights  and  'n»«»  awwyy,' . They 
petty  little  wftysWiihput  openly  dis-  tjfutf  when  the  lidc  inrned,  not  at  the 
obeying.  Instead,  they  seemed  to  go  out  last  crag  of  refuge,  and  ope  cannot  but 
of  their  road  to  jthake otir  task  of  beep-  less:  respect  for  them  sK-eordiugly. 
pation  easy.  Their  racial  discipline  not  Hut  whatever  remnant  of  estinnUion 
rnerely  did  hot  break down;:  it/porth^cy^hiny  have  been  left,  after  their  .sudden 
a ted  every  nook  and  corner.  The  very  abandonment  of  the  field  might  bo  on- 
chUdtcn  never  gave  a gesture,  a whisper  haftcedby  an  occasional  lapse  from  their 
of  vvilfldnefis;  the  family  warning  found  docility /a  proof  now  and  then  that  th«y 
them  as  docile  as  a.  lifetime  'id  training  are  human,  after  all;  instead,  we  get 
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something  that  verges  very  closely  upon 
cringing,  as  a personal  enemy  one  had 
just  trounced  might  bow  his  thanks  and 
offer  to  light  his  victor’s  cigar.  It  is 
virtually  impossible  to  believe  that  any 
one  could  be  rendered  so  docile  by  mere 
orders  from  above.  It  is  impossible  to 
believe  they  have  no  hatred  in  their 
hearts  for  the  nation  that  finally  turned 
the  balance  of  war  against  them.  It 
must  be  habit,  habit  formed  by  those 
with  superimposed  rulers,  as  contrasted 
with  those  who  have  their  word,  or  at 
least  fancy  they  do,  in  their  own  gov- 
ernment. 

That  they  should  take  the  fortunes  of 
war  philosophically  is  comprehensible. 
The  most  chauvinistic  of  them  must  now 
and  then  have  had  an  inkling  that  those 
who  live  by  the  sword  might  possibly 
some  day  catch  the  flash  of  it  over  their 
own  heads.  Or  it  may  be  that  they  have 
grown  so  used  to  military  rule  that  ours 
does  not  bother  them.  Except  to  a few 
ex-officers,  politicians,  and  the  like,  who 
must  realize  most  keenly  that  some  one 
else  is  holding  the  bag,  what  real  dif- 
ference is  there  in  being  ruled  by  a just 
and  not  ungentle  enemy  from  across  the 
sea  and  an  iron-stem  hierarchy  in  dis- 
tant Berlin?  Besides,  has  not  Germany 
long  contended  that  the  stronger  peoples 
have  absolute  rights  over  the  weaker? 
Why,  then,  should  they  contest  the  argu- 
ment when  they  suddenly  discover,  to 
their  astonishment,  that  their  claims  to 
the  position  of  Superman  were  poorly 
based?  The  weak  have  not  rights;  it  is 
the  German  himself  who  has  said  so. 
Their  outward  attitude,  at  least,  has  a 
suggestion  of  almost  Arabic  fatalism.  It 
is  no  such  anomaly  as  it  may  seem  that 
the  German  and  the  Turk  should  have 
joined  forces;  they  have  considerable  in 
common — “Allah,  B Allah,  Thy  will  be 
done!” 

There  is  very  slight  difference  between 
an  errand  of  liaison  to  a bureau  of  the 
German  staff-officers  left  in  Coblenz  and 
similar  commissions  to  the  French  or 
the  Italians  before  the  armistice — an  at- 
mosphere only  a trifle  more  strained, 


which  is  natural  in  view  of  the  fact  that 
I came  to  order  rather  than  to  consult.  In 
most  cases  the  hand  of  welcome  was 
proffered  as  quickly,  and  usually  as 
quickly  accepted,  from  force  of  habit. 
Some  contend  that  the  women  have  a 
smoldering  resentment  against  us,  are 
still  loyal  to  the  Kaiser  and  the  old  order 
of  things,  see  in  us  the  murderers  of  their 
sons  and  husbands,  the  jailers  of  their 
prisoners  of  war  who  rumor  has  whis- 
pered will  never  return.  On  a few  rare 
occasions  I have  felt  this  breath  of 
frigidity  in  the  attitude  of  some  grande 
dame  of  the  haughtier  classes.  But 
whether  it  be  a definite  policy  of  concilia- 
tion to  win  the  friendliness  of  the  Amer- 
icans, as  a naughty  boy  strives  to  make 
up  for  his  naughtiness  at  sight  of  the 
whip  being  taken  down  from  its  hook, 
or  a mere  “mothering  instinct,”  the  vast 
majority  of  our  hostesses,  even  though 
war  widows,  go  out  of  their  way  to  make 
our  stay  with  them  pleasant.  Clothes 
are  mended,  buttons  sewed  on  unasked. 
Waiters  serve  us  with  good  grace  and 
with  slight  attention  to  whether  tips  are 
given  or  not.  Though  Coblentz  has 
something  of  the  callousness  of  large 
cities  as  compared  with  the  homely  vil- 
lage manners  of  Trier,  the  American  had 
seldom  to  struggle  for  his  half  of  the 
sidewalk.  The  observation  balloon  that 
rode  the  sky  above  Ehrenbreitstein — 
such  a one  as  we  had  so  often  seen  de- 
stroyed in  a flash  and  a puff  of  red  smoke 
in  the  heat  of  battle — its  immense  Stars 
and  Stripes  waving  over  a hundred  miles 
of  country,  was  frequently  pointed  out 
with  interest,  seldom  with  any  show  of 
animosity.  The  mass  of  Americans  on 
the  Rhine  came  with  the  impression  that 
they  would  be  forced  to  go  heavily 
armed  day  and  night.  Except  for  the 
established  patrols  and  sentries,  the  man 
or  officer  who  “totes”  a weapon  any- 
where in  the  occupied  area  could  scarcely 
arouse  the  ridicule  of  his  comrades  more 
if  he  appeared  in  sword  and  armor. 
There  was,  to  be  sure,  a rare  case  of  an 
American  soldier  being  done  to  death 
by  hoodlums  or  in  some  drunken  brawl, 
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his  four  years’  experience  against  the 
Allies  with  the  same  bland  complacency 
with  which  * jredsgngue  whose  school 
had  been  abolished  might,  apply  for  a 
position  in  another*  He  even  enlarged 
Upon  the  superior  :'tatotv ledge  and  train- 
ing which  lie  could  bring  the  American 
staff,  though  he  did  not  Bientioii  whether 
he  expected  to  learn  us  well  us  to  teach. 


ual  rage  or  wanton 
playfulness.  Placards 
in  .French  on  railway 
cars  and  the  like  had 
survived  the  entire  war 
unscathed.  The  munic- 
ipal theater  was  as  apt 
to  give  a French  or 
Italian  Opera  its  a Ger- 
man one.  The  Paris 
papers  were  as  promi- 
nently displayed  in  the 
news-stands  as  those 
from  Berlin,  even  in 
cities  beyond  tire  occu- 
pied area.  Hatlptmann: 
appeared  no  uferte  oft  en 
in  the  reprrimre  than. 

though. 


Shakesja'Hft* 
come  to  tin nli  of  it,  did 
not  some  Bok-he  savant 
prove  the  latter  a Ger- 
man? There  was  a con- 
stant stream  of  people, 
principally  young  men,  through  our  of-  There  was  nowhere  a sign  of  resentment 
fices  imf hiring  how  they  could  most  even  against  “German • ■Americans'’— 
easily  emigra  te  to  America.  Incident-  as  tbe.Bpcbe  was  accustomed  to.  call 
ally  we  'were  besieged  by  scores,  - of  '•  them  until  he  discovered  the  virtual 
“Americans’*  who  spoke  not  a word  non-t-xistence  of  that  anomaly  - ■—  for 
of  English,  who  had  '■■been  “caught  here  having  entered,  the  war  against  the 
by  the,war”^-“ntore  tirmi  four  years  ago  old  Fatherland.  The.:  government  of 
* — and.  had  often  killed,  the  time  by  serv-  tlieir  stdopted  ofiuntry  had  ordered  them 
mg  in;  the  German  array,  biff  who  now  to  dr>  certain,  things,  and  no  one  under- 
demanded  all  the  privileges  winch  their  stands  better  than  thi-  German  that 
“citizenship,”  genuine  or  alleged*  whs  government  orders  arc  issued  to  be 
supposed  to  (smt'er  upon  them.  A Gcr-  obeyed. 

man  major  wrote  a long  letter  of  appli-  Now  and  then  one  slurnbM  upon  the 
Cation  for  admission  into  the  American  sophistry  that  seems  so  esUyblislied  a 
army,  inclosing  several  pages  of  recoup  trail  in  the  German  make-up.  No  eor- 
mendations  and  a detailed  account  of  poration  lawyer  t*uld  have  been  more 
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clever  in  finding  loopholes  in  (he  proela- 
uuuions  issued  hv  the  Arroy  ol'  Oceupa-. 
tir»n  than  those  adherents  of  the  “'strap 
of  }*«(>er"  fallacy  who  set  out  to  do  so. 
M,V  host,  a pompous judge* :.s?nt  up  word 
from  time  to  time  for  permission  to 
spend  an  evening  out  with  m*  *.>-cr  a 
bottle  of  the  weli-agcd  Rhine  wine  with 
which  his  cellar  seemed  still  to  be  lib- 
erally stocked,  tin  prte  <«:csmon  the  tktfi- 
versation  turned  to  several  holes  in  the 
ceiling  of  mv  sumptuous  parlor.  They 
were  the  result,  he  explained,  of  an  air 
raid  during  the  last  August.  of  the 
war. ; A/homh  had  carried  away  the 
elaborate  window-shut  ters,  portions  of 
the  granite  steps  beneath,  and  liberally 
pockmarked  the  stone  f ayade  of  the  house 
opposite.  . . . 

“It  was  humble/’  he  growled.  "We 
all  had  to  go  down  into  the:  Cellar,  and 
my  poor  little  grandson  cried  from 
fright— /hat  is  no  way  to  make  war; 


against  the  innocent  non-combatants 
and  women  aiid  children'’" 

l did  riot  trouble  to  ask  him  if  he  had 
expressed  the  same  sentiments  among 
his  fellow  elule-memhers  in,  say.  May,' 
1913,  for  his  sophistry  W too  well 
trained  to  be  caught  in  so  simple  a trap. 
Hew  quickly  war  shakes  down’ 
loti]  we  grew  so  accustomed  to  it 
that  the  impression  faded  aw'ay,  it  was 
a eoristatti  sutprisg  to  note  how  all  the 
'business'-  of  life  went  on  unconcerned 
under  the  occupation  (frdnung  still 
reigned.  The  postman  still  delivered  his 
letters  punctually  and  placidly.  Trans- 
portation of  all  kinds  kept  almost  its 
peace-time  efficiency.  Paper  ends  and 
cigarefte  Ruths  might  litter  a eprner  here 
ami  there,  hut  that  was  merely  evidence 
that  .some  careless  doughboy  was  not 
carrying  them  to  a murtierpaJ  waste- 
basket  la  the  disciplined  Oermats  fash- 
ion, Fttr  If  tilt?  iloehes  thentselves  had 
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thrown  off  restraint  “over  in  Germany” 
— a thing  hard  to  believe  and  still 
harder  to  visualize — there  was  little  evi- 
dence of  a similar  tendency  along  the 
Rhine. 

Whatever  the  docility,  the  concilia- 
tory attitude  of  our  forced  hosts,  how- 
ever, I have  yet  to  hear  that  one  of  them 
has  expressed  repentance  for  the  horrors 
they  loosed  upon  the  world.  If  they  are 
sorry,  it  is  not  in  the  sense  we  commonly 
give  to  that  word.  The  war  they  seem 
to  have  taken  as  the  natural,  the  un- 
avoidable thing,  just  a part  of  life,  as  the 
gambler  takes  gambling,  with  no  other 
regret  than  that  it  is  his  bad  luck  to  lose. 
Like  the  gambler,  they  may  be  sorry 
they  made  certain  moves  in  the  game; 
they  may  be  sorry  they  entered  the  game 
at  all,  as  the  gambler  would  be  who  knew 
in  the  end  that  his  adversary  had  more 
money  on  his  hip  than  he  had  given  him 
credit  for  in  the  beginning.  But  it  is  not 
a regret  for  being  a gambler.  Did  not 
Nietzsche  say  that  to  regret,  to  repent, 
is  a sign  of  weakness?  Unless  there  is 
something  under  his  mask  that  never 
shows  a hint  of  its  existence  on  the  sur- 
face, the  German  is  still  a firm  disciple 
of  Nietzschean  philosophy. 

In  one  sense  he  is  a “good  loser”  in 
that  he  begins  •without  waste  of  time  or 
vain  regrets  to  hedge,  to  make  up  for 
his  folly — or  his  bad  luck — to  bend  all 
his  efforts  toward  quick  recuperation. 
But  in  the  other  sense,  that  in  which  the 
term  is  used  in  clean  sport,  he  is  a de- 
cidedly bad  loser.  For  he  has  none  of 
the  generosity  toward  the  victors,  none 
of  the  “forget  it”  attitude  which  char- 
acterizes the  sportsman  of  higher  in- 
stincts. 

There  is  much  debate  among  Amer- 
ican officers  as  to  just  what  surge  of 
feeling  passes  through  the  veins  of  a 
German  of  high  rank  forced  to  salute  his 
conquerors.  With  rare  exceptions,  every 
man  in  uniform  renders  the  required 
homage  with  great  care.  The  higher  and 
more  impressively  decorated  the  officer 
the  more  punctilious  he  was  in  his  pains 
never  to  pass  even  an  American  lieu- 


tenant without  stiffening  into  the  best 
military  rigid  form,  as  he  might  have 
done  before’  the  Kaiser  in  days  gone  by. 
Now  and  then  one  carefully  averted  his 
eyes  or  turned  to  gaze  into  a shop- 
window  in  time  to  avoid  what  could 
scarcely  have  been  anything  but  a hu- 
miliation. But,  for  the  most  part,  they 
seemed  almost  to  go  out  of  their  way  to 
salute,  some  almost  brazenly,  more  with 
a half-friendly  little  bow.  I shall  long 
remember  the  invariable  click  of  heels 
and  the  smart  hand-to-cap  of  the  old 
general  with  a great  white  beard  who 
passed  me  each  morning  on  the  route 
to  our  respective  offices.  The  punctili- 
ousness was  particularly  striking  when 
compared  with  the  testimony  of  all  de- 
mobilized soldiers  passing  through  our 
hands  that  the  salute  had  virtually  been  . 
abolished  by  popular  agreement  among 
the  once  sternly  disciolined  troops  “over 
in  Germany.”  That  there  was  feeling 
under  these  brazen  exteriors,  however, 
is  proved  by  the  fact  that  most  of  the 
officers  in  the  occupied  area  slipped 
quietly  into  civilian  clothes,  for  no  other 
apparent  reason  than  to  escape  the  hu- 
miliation. Then  on  March  1st  came  a 
new  order  from  our  headquarters  com- 
manding all  members  of  the  German 
army  in  occupied  territory  never  to 
appear  in  public  out  of  uniform,  to  carry 
always  papers  showing  their  presence  in 
the  area  to  be  officially  authorized,  and 
to  report  to  an  American  authority  every 
Monday  morning.  The  streets  of  Cob- 
lenz blossomed  out  that  day  with  more 
kinds  of  German  uniforms  than  some 
members  of  the  A.  E.  F.  had  ever  seen 
outside  of  a prisoner-of-war  inclosure. 

It  was  easy  to  understand  why  Ger- 
mans in  uniform  saluted;  they  were 
commanded  to  do  so.  But  why  should 
every  male,  from  childhood  up,  in  many 
districts  of  our  territory  raise  his  hat  to 
us  with  a subservient  “’»  Tag"?  Why 
the  same  words  with  a hint  of  courtesy 
from  the  women?  In  one  district  the 
British  required  men  to  uncover  when 
they  met  an  officer,  but  our  rules  did 
not  exact  any  such  homage.  Was  it 
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who  looked  as  out  of  place  in  ids  civilian 
coat  Olid;  soft  hat  as  a cowboy  with  a 
cune.  M he  half  oponJy  , grated  his  teeth 
ot 'the  “ undisciplined ” Americans  who 
dared  do  as  they  pleased  without  so. 
much  as  aslung  his  leave.  But  the 
doughboys  were  supremely  oblivious  to 
him.  Their  freedom  of  movement  re- 
called by  contrast  the  time — -was  it  fif- 
teen or  only  ten. years  ago? — when  F 
ventured  to  open  a hermetically  sealed 
window  in  aeompa  Jt  f uen  t ift  which  a testy 
did  German  was  taking  snuff,  and  found 
Si  msec  that  iF  Wsui  rertieien  under 

I dp  hbt  reuwnber  what  dire  punish- 
ment. These  prom!  1 wrings  had  lost  caste 
somewhat  even  with  their  »nvn  people. 
An  ex-corporal  returned  to  his  place  as 
station  guard  went  dht  id  his  way  to 
inform  me  that  American  officers  were 
all  right;  so  were  German  soldiers,  but 
German  officers  were  too  proud-  One 
must  stand  with  the  middle  finger  of 
each  hand  on  the  seams  of  the  trousers 


fear,  respect,  habit,  design?  It  could 
scarcely  be  sarcasm ; the  German  pieftshn* 
try  barely  knows  the  meaning  Of  thhC 
Why  should  a section  foremen,  whose 
only  suggestion  of  uniform  was  a bat-* 
tered  old  ndUrfty  cap,  go  out  of  his  way 
to  render  us  military  homage?  Persort- 

aliy  1 sun  inclined  to  think  that,  were 
conditions  reversed,  I'd  climb  a tree  or 
crawl  into  a culvert;  but  \ve  came  to 
woiider  if  they  did  not  consider  the 
salute  a privilege;  Only  the  well-dressed 
in  the  showed  »n  attitude-  that 

seemed  in  keeping  with  the  sithatlhts^ 
•froBtlpurpstot  view;  They  fretjueuily 
avoided  hwkaug  at  us,  pretended  not  to 
see -us,  took  us.  much  ns  the  Chinese  take 
their  "invisible"  prof>cri!y-num  at  th.e 
theater.  d.Tirmnw*py;»  in  a ittdh,  now 
and  then,  it  was  amusing  to  watch  a 
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as  long  &$  they  chose  to 
talk  to  one-— he  demon- 
strated it  roost. -vividly  as 


Speaking  of  German 
officers,  when  the  first 
>nkb’ng  leak<‘d  ©ikt  of 
Paris  duet  :G  e f n**'  n i" 
ought  he  mpkired  by  the 
terms  of  : idle  Treaty  of 
Peace  to  reduce  her  army 
to  a hundred  tlw»ts«i«l. 
men  ^tjh^i3t',;Wa?\;»;jshgKes* 
lion  of  panic  among  oiir 
German  ge<tualtii  anCfS, 

It  was 

eager  to  serve  their  three 
years  as  conscripts,  as 
their  fathers  had  done. 

There  was  parrot -like 
agreement  that,  no  gov- 
ernment wouldeveragsun 
he  able  to  force  the  man- 
hood of  the  land  to  that 
sacrifice.  Nor  wasti  any 
great  feat  tim  t sq-  small 
an  army  would  be  in- 
adeq  uate  to  the  mpdre- 
meritsqf  4*de«ita?|ijtized ’’ 

Germany.  But  tlie  ques- 
tion was.  “What  on 
earth  can  we  do  with 
all  ottr  offiix'rs.  if  you  only  idlnw  us  had  two  legs  to  shim  I on  marked  with  liis 
forty -five  hundred ?"  Prohibition,  I be-  service  in  some  form  in  Marks  woric- 
Ik-ve,  raided  the  ssinr  grave  problem  shop:,  there  was.  some  new  hint  of  the 
with  regard  to  our  bartenders'.  But  as  1 militarism  at  every  turn.  None  tJiC  less, 
visualized  pur  (TO  aiWiy  KflB®^  to  the  striking  wus  t;he  aggressive:  prepaganda 
same  stern  necessity,  the  panic  was  in  favor  of  war  and  the  loyalty  to  the 
TId^cyetyr^hty^^ica>  war  birds  in  dryery-  corner.  Not  merely 
men?  is  one  ike  German*  can  .scarcely  wore  there,  monuments.:  inscriptions, 
expect  the  Allies  to  solve 'for  them,  martial  mottoes  to  din  the  military ^ iip: 

War.“  sanl  \hjUusre.  “is  the  business  clirtatipn  into  the  simple  j ofk  wherever 
of  Germany.''  Otic  realized  the  plain  the  eve  turned,  wherever  the  fmiitsteps: 
fact  in  that  assertion  more  :«jh1  more  as  led.  In  the  most  miserable  Utile  t'Jmihaan 
new  details  of  the.  .thorough  miHtarbm-  rooms,  with  its  bare  floors  and  uni 
iiPh  pf  laud,  pppiilation,  and  half  etiough  coyer:  on  the  beds  *«•  make 

came  to  light,  under  nuC  «eeupftm?yC  a winter  alight : comfortable,  huge  framed 
Fortification.?,  iabyrihl hs  of  ttimuds,  pictures  oF  martM  nature  dsf aired  down 
such  massive  Stores  of  eyeiythmg  that  upon  c,he:shiyertfeg  guest,  Here  hung  a 
could  by  any  possibility  ever  be  of  use  life-sire  porinbi  of  Hittdenbiirg;  there  a 
in  the  complicated  biidiibss. .'of  vwar,  WTar  setmuof  Blticher  eroxsbjg  the  Rhine; 
every  man  up  through  middle;  age  who  beyond,  an  QjtfergnbiWi  in 


MlX.lT.iUY  roue?:  a.  K,  V.  hbc*I’  gating  traffic 
ix  tu?j  ybw'v  pt  epeutot 
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which  a long  line  of  simple  laboring- 
people  come  with  great  deference  to 
present  their  most  cherished  possession 
— a bent  old  peasant,  a silver  heirloom; 
a girl,  her  hair — on  the  altar  of  their 
rulers’  martial  ambition.  It  is  doubtful 
whether  the  Germans  themselves  have 
any  conception  of  how  widely  this  har- 
vest of  tares  had  overspread  their  na- 
tional life.  It  may  come  to  them  years 
hence,  when  grim  necessity  has  forced 
the  digging  up  of  the  pernicious  roots. 

But  the  old  order  shows  signs  of 
change  already.  On  a large  government 
building  over  in  Trier  in  the  lettering 
Kdniglicher  HauptroUami  the  first  word 
has  been  obliterated.  In  a little  town 
down  the  Rhine  the  dingy 

Hotel  Devischer  Kaiser, 

Diners  lmk  50  und  hoher 

Logis  von  2 mk  an. 

has  the  word  Kaiser  painted  over. 
Though  it  is  still  visible  through  the 
whitewash,  as  if  ready  to  come  back  at 
a new  turn  of  events.  Even  the  kaiser- 
lich  mustache,  of  world-wide  fame,  has 
largely  disappeared,  at  least  in  the 
American  sector.  In  fact,  the  over- 
modest  lip  decoration  made  famous  by 
our  most  popular  movie  star  seems  to  be 
the  present  vogue.  More  camouflage? 
More  “ Kamerad”?  A gentle  compli- 
ment to  the  Americans?  Or  merely  the 
natural  change  of  style,  the  passing  that 
in  time  befalls  all  things,  human  or 
lcaiserlich? 

The  adaptability  of  the  German  as  a 
merchant  has  long  since  been  proved  by 
his  commercial  success  abroad.  It  quick- 
ly became  evident  to  the  Army  of 
Occupation  that  he  was  not  going  to  let 
his  feelings  interfere  with  business.  As 
the  demand  for  German  uniforms,  equip- 
ment, insignia,  faded  away  behind  the 
retreating  armies  of  the  Kaiser,  com- 
merce quickly  adapted  itself  to  the  new 
conditions.  Women  who  had  earned 
their  livelihood  or  their  pin-money  for 
four  years  by  embroidering  shoulder- 
straps  and  knitting  sword-knots  for  the 
soldiers  in  field  gray  instantly  turned 


their  needles  to  making  the  ornaments 
for  which  the  inquiries  of  the  new- 
comers in  khaki  showed  a demand. 
Shop-windows  blossomed  out  overnight 
in  a chaos  of  colors  and  shapes  of  divi- 
sional insignia,  of  service  stripes — ugly, 
over-gaudy  things  for  the  most  part, 
thanks  both  to  the  German’s  rather 
crude  taste  and  the  absence  of  gold 
braid — with  khaki  cloth  and  the  coveted 
shoulder-pins  from  brass  bars  to  silver 
stars,  with  everything  that  could  appeal 
to  the  American  doughboy  as  a souvenir 
of  his  stay  on  the  Rhine  to  the  girl  at 
home — and  this  last  covers  a multitude 
of  sins  of  taste.  Iron  crosses  of  both 
classes  dangled  before  his  eager  eyes  be- 
hind the  plate-glass  fronts.  The  sale  of 
these  “highest  prizes  of  German  man- 
hood” to  their  enemies  as  mere  pocket- 
pieces  raised  a guttural  howl  of  protest 
in  the  local  papers,  but  they  could  still 
always  be  had,  if  more  or  less  sub  rosa. 
Spiked  helmets — he  must  be  an  unin- 
ventive or  an  absurdly  truthful  member 
of  the  new  Watch  on  the  Rhine  who  can- 
not show  visible  evidence  to  the  amazed 
folks  at  home  of  having  captured  at 
least  a half-dozen  Boche  officers  and 
despoiled  them  of  their  headgear.  We 
secured  those  helmets  from  a storehouse 
just  across  the  Moselle;  we  loaded  down 
the  A.  E.  F.  mails  with  them  until  it  is 
strange  there  wrere  any  ships  left  with 
space  for  soldiers  homeward  bound — the 
Army  of  Occupation  had  heard  there 
were  soldiers  homeward  bound,  though 
it  took  the  statement  with  a considerable 
pinch  of  salt.  A sergeant  marched  into 
his  captain’s  billet  in  an  outlying  town 
with  a telescoped  bundle  of  six  spiked 
helmets  and  laid  them  down  with  a 
snappy,  “Nine  marks  each,  sir.”  “Can 
you  get  me  a half-dozen  or  so,  too?’* 
asked  a visiting  lieutenant.  “Don’t 
know,  sir,”  replied  the  sergeant.  “He 
made  these  out  of  some  remnants  he  had 
left  on  hand  in  the  factory,  but  he  is  not 
sure  he  can  get  any  more  material.” 

If  wre  had  not  waked  up  to  our  peril  in 
time  and  the  Germans  had  taken  New 
York,  would  our  seamstresses  have  made 
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German  flags  and  our  merchants  prom- 
inently displayed  them  in  their  windows, 
tagged  with  the  price?  Possibly.  We  of 
the  A.  E.  F.  have  learned  something  of 
the  divorce  of  patriotism  and  business 
since  those  days  when  the  money-grab- 
bers descended  upon  us  with  their  little 
booths  at  the  training-camps  at  home. 
At  any  rate,  the  merchants  of  Coblenz 
are  quite  as  ready  to  take  an  order  for 
a Stars  and  Stripes  six  feet  by  four  as 
for  the  red,  white,  and  black.  “Shoe- 
shine  parlors”  sprang  up  in  every  block 
and  were  so  quickly  filled  with  khaki- 
dad  warriors  intent  on  obeying  the 
placard  to  “Look  Like  a Soldier”  that 
the  proprietors  had  perforce  to  encour- 
age their  own  timid  people  by  adding 
the  notice  “Germans  also  admitted.” 
Barber  shops  developed  hair  carpets 
from  sheer  inability  to  find  the  time  to 
sweep  out,  and  at  that  the  natives  were 
hard  put  to  it  to  get  rid  of  their  own 
stubble.  When  the  abhorred  order 
against  photography  by  members  of  the 
A.  E.  F.  was  suddenly  and  unexpectedly 
lifted,  lock,  stock,  and  barrel,  the  cam- 
era-shops  resembled  the  entrance  to  a 
ball-park  on  the  day  of  the  deciding  game 
between  the  two  rival  big  leagues.  There 
is  nothing  timid  or  squeamish  about 
German  commerce.  Shops  were  quite 
ready  to  display  post-cards  showing 
French  ruins  with  chesty  German  offi- 
cers strutting  in  the  foreground,  once 
they  found  that  these  appealed  to  the 
indefatigable  and  all-embracing  Amer- 
ican souvenir-hunter.  Down  in  Cologne 
a German  printing-shop  worked  over- 
time to  get  out  an  official  history  of  the 
American  Third  Division.  In  the  caf&s 
men  who  were  shooting  at  us  three 
months  before  sat  placidly  sawing  off 
our  own  popular  airs  and  struggled  to 
perpetrate  in  all  its  native  horror  that 
inexcusable  hubbub  known  as  the 
“American  jazz.”  The  sign  “American 
spoken  here”  met  the  eye  at  frequent 
intervals.  Whether  the  wording  was 
from  ignorance,  sarcasm,  or  hatred  of  the 
English  has  not  been  recorded.  There 
was  not  much  call  for  the  statement, 
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even  when  it  was  true,  for  it  was 
astounding  what  a high  percentage  of 
the  Army  of  Occupation  spoke  enough 
German  to  “get  by.”  The  French  never 
tired  of  showing  their  surprise  when  a 
“Yank”  addressed  them  in  their  own 
tongue;  the  Germans  took  it  as  a mat- 
ter of  course,  though  they  usually  had 
the  ill  manners  of  insisting  on  speaking 
“English”  whatever  the  fluency  of  the 
customer,  a barbaric  form  of  impolite- 
ness which  the  French  are  usually  too 
instinctively  tactful  to  commit. 

I wonder  if  the  American  at  home 
understands  just  what  military  occupa- 
tion means.  Some  of  our  Southerners  of 
the  older  generation  may,  but  I doubt 
whether  the  average  man  or  woman  can 
visualize  it.  Occupation  means  a horde 
of  armed  strangers  permeating  every 
nook  and  comer  of  your  town,  of  your 
house,  of  your  life. 

The  Americans  came  in  without  fuss 
and  feathers,  without  any  of  those  bom- 
bastic formalities  with  which  the  imag- 
ination imbues  an  occupation.  One  day 
the  streets  were  full  of  soldiers,  a bit 
slow  and  heavy  in  their  movements  and 
thinking  processes,  dressed  in  bedrag- 
gled dull  gray,  and  the  next  with  more 
soldiers,  of  quick  perception  and  buoy- 
ant step,  dressed  in  khaki.  But  the  new- 
comers were  just  plain  fighters,  still 
dressed  in  what  the  shambles  of  the 
Argonne  had  left  them  of  clothing.  They 
settled  down  to  a shave  and  a bath  and 
the  comforts  that  were  to  be  had  with 
the  unassuming  adaptability  that  marks 
the  American.  The  German,  seeing  no 
signs  of  many  of  those  unpleasant  things 
which  had  always  attended  their  occupa- 
tion of  .a  conquered  land,  probably 
smiled  a bit  sneeringly  to  themselves  and 
whispered  that  the  Americans  were 
strangely  ignorant  of  military  privileges. 
But  they  soon  learned  that  the  occu- 
piers knew  what  they  were  about,  or 
at  least  learned  with  vertiginous  rapid- 
ity. The  German  conception  of  occupa- 
tion, the  rough  treatment,  the  tear-it- 
apart  - and  - take  - what  - you  - want  - for 
yourself  style  of  von'Kluck’s  pets  was 
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not  the  American  manner.  The  dough- 
boy might  hate  a German  man  behind  a 
machine-gun  as  effectively  as  any  one, 
but  his  hatred  did  not  extend  to  the 
man’s  women  and  children.  With  the 
latter  particularly  he  quickly  showed 
that  camaraderie  for  which  the  French 
had  found  him  notable,  and  the  plump 
little  square-headed  boys  and  the  over- 
blond little  girls  flocked  about  him  so 
densely  that  a new  order  had  to  be  issued 
requiring  parents  to  keep  their  children 
away  from  American  barracks. 

But  the  Germans  were  not  long  in 
finding  that  American  occupation  lacked 
nothing  in  the  essentials.  A burgo- 
master who  admitted  that  he  might  be 
able  to  accommodate  four  hundred  men 
in  his  town,  if  given  time,  was  informed 
that  there  would  be  six  thousand  troops 
there  in  an  hour,  who  must  be  lodged 
before  nightfall.  Every  factory,  every 
industry  of  a size  worth  considering,  that 
produced  anything  of  use  to  the  Army 
of  Occupation,  was  taken  over.  We  paid 
well  for  everything  of  the  sort — or  rather 
the  Germans  did  in  the  end,  under  the 
ninth  article  of  the  armistice — but  we 
took  it.  We  commandeered  the  public 
drinking-halls  and  transformed  them 
into  an  enlisted  men’s  barracks.  We 
shooed  the  rich  man  out  of  his  sumptu- 
ous club  and  turned  it  over  to  our  offi- 
cers. We  handed  over  to  the  Y.  M.  C.  A. 
the  big  pompous  FesthaUe  and  a half- 
dozen  as  important  buildings,  and 
“jazz”  and  rag-time  and  burnt-cork 
jokes  took  the  place  of  Lieder  and  Mdn- 
nerchor.  The  Germans  could  not  travel, 
write  letters,  telephone,  telegraph,  pub- 
lish newspapers  without  American  per- 
mission or  acquiescence.  Meetings  were 
no  longer  family  affairs;  a German- 
speaking American  sergeant  in  plain 
clothes  sat  in  on  all  of  them.  We 
marched  whole  societies  off  to  jail  be- 
cause they  were  so  careless  as  to  gather 
about  cafe  tables  without  the  written 
permission  required  for  such  transac- 
tions. In  the  matter  of  cafes,  we  touched 
the  German  in  his  tenderest  point,  and 
at  the  same  time  showed  our  sympathy 


with  the  prohibition  movement  at  home 
by  forbidding  the  sale  or  consumption  of 
all  joy-producing  beverages  except  beer 
and  light  wines — and  the  American  con- 
ception of  what  a heavy  wine  is  does  not 
quite  jibe  with  the  German’s — and  per- 
mitted even  those  to  be  served  only 
from  eleven  to  two  and  five  to  seven — 
though  later  we  took  pity  on  the  poor 
Boche  and  extended  the  latter  period 
three  hours  deeper  into  the  evening. 

Many  a German  will  long  remember 
the  date  of  Washington’s  Birthday. 
Scores  of  them  came  to  the  Verkehrs- 
bureau  early  that  day,  planning  a hurried 
trip,  only  to  be  met  by  a sign  informing 
them  that  the  bureau  was  closed  until 
Monday  morning — for  the  22d  came  on 
a Saturday  in  1919.  Every  railway- 
station  gate,  even  the  crude  little  ferries 
across  the  Rhine  and  the  Moselle  and 
their  affluents,  were  in  many  cases  sub- 
ject to  the  orders  of  pass-gathering 
American  sergeants.  Our  national  soft- 
heartedness inclined  us  toward  leniency 
in  this  matter  of  passes.  But  when  one 
of  our  sergeants  came  back  from  visiting 
his  family  in  Belgium,  with  news  that  a 
boy  cousin  had  been  shot  the  year  before 
over  the  grave  he  had  been  forced  to  dig 
with  his  own  hands,  for  no  other  crime 
than  returning  home  without  a properly 
stamped  pass,  things  tightened  in  the 
area  of  those  who  heard  the  story.  Inci- 
dentally he  brought  back  convincing 
proof  that  it  had  been  safer  in  Belgium 
under  the  German  occupation  to  cut  the 
hair  of  one’s  attractive  daughters  and 
dress  them  in  male  attire. 

From  the  day  of  our  entrance  no  Ger- 
man in  uniform  was  permitted  in  our 
area  unless  on  official  business  sanc- 
tioned by  our  authorities.  But  the  term 
“uniform”  was  liberally  interpreted;  a 
discharged  soldier,  unable  to  invest  in  a 
new  wardrobe,  attained  civilian  status 
by  exchanging  his  ugly,  round,  red- 
banded  Mutze  for  a hat  or  cap.  Small 
boys  were  not  rated  soldiers  simply  be- 
cause they  wore  cut-down  uniforms. 
Discharged  soldiers  domiciled  “over  in 
Germany”  were  still  sent  home  in  their 
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uniforms;  those  who  lived  in  the  occu-  dragged  a stone  statue  of  the  Kaiser 
pied  area  were  furnished  a complete  from  its  pedestal  and  foiled  it  out  to 
civilian  outfit  made  of  the  same  gruv  the  edge  of  town.  There  an  American 
i loth  from  the  army  storehouses.  sergeant  in  charge  of  a stooe  quarry 

Occasional  incidents  transcended  a ordered  it  broken  tip  for  Wad  mg  teriaL 
hit  the  spirit  of  our  lenient  occupation.  The  Germans  .pul  in  a claim  for  several 
We  took  liberties,  for  example,.  even-  thousand  marks  to  replace  this  “work  of 
with  the  German's  time;  on  March  1 2th  art.”  The  officer  who  “surveyed”  the 
all  < locks  of  oH'C'al  handing  were  turned  cii.se  genially  awarded  the  Germans  .the 
ahead  to  correspond  to  the*,  '‘summer  value  of  the  stone  at  current  prices, 
hour”  of  France  and  the  A.  E F.,  and  In  the  main,  for  all  the  occupation. 
Unit;  ftntomaticjdly  forced  fwivate  ch/cks  civilian  life  proceeded  quite  normally, 
to  be  advanced  also.  My  host  declined  Trains  rati  on  time;  cinemas  and  musio- 
for  a day  or  two  to  conform,  hut  he  had  halls  perjwtraled  thuir  customary  piffle 
only  to  miss  one  train  to  la-  cured  of  his  on  crowded  and  uproarious  houses;  hare- 
obstinacy.  kneed  football  games  occupied  the 

We  ordered  the  Stars  atid  Stripes  to  leisure  time  rd  Gwm«tv  ydhlhst  news- 
fee  flown  from  every  German,  ’wilding'  we  papers  appeared  us  usual,  subject,  only  to 
occupied;  and  there  were  c^louefe  who  the  Warning  to  steer  dear of  a few  speed - 
made  a special  trip  to  Paris  lit  get  a Bed  subjects;  caffe  were  crowded  at  the 
flag  that  would  ea teh  every  Gem&ncyp  popular  hours  in  spite  of  the  restriction# 
for  fifty  kilometer*  round  about.  Tin?  VMfc«>»surnption  and  the  tendency  of  the 
Germans  trembled  with  fear,  And  the  orchestra  to  degenerate  into  rag-thue. 
dismay  of  seeing  one  of  their  ohlest.  Would  military  Occupation  be  anything 
most,  cherished  bad  tmrt unis  going  by  like  this  in,  say,  Delaware?  We  often 
the  board,  when  ^ divisional  order  com-,  caught  ourselves  asking  the  question, 
mauded  them  lo  leave  their  windows  audibly  Or  inwardly,  and  striving  to 
open  at  night,  to  avoid  the  “flu.”  Over  visualize  our  own  land  under  a reversal 
in  Mayen  a band  t»f  eitiseiis,  in  some  of  conditions.  Rut  the  imagination  never 
wild  lark  or  a surge  of  democracy,  carried  us  very  fur  in  that  direction; 
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particularly  those  of  us  who  had  left  it 
in  the  early  days  of  the  war  were  unable 
to  picture  our  native  land  under  a mili- 
tary regime.  In  the  British  and  French 
areas  civilians  were  required  to  remain 
indoors  after  an  early  hour  of  the  eve- 
ning— the  opera  at  Cologne  began  at  five 
— but  Pershing  had  vetoed  any  sugges- 
tion of  a curfew  law  in  our  area. 

Even  though  we  rightly  appropriated 
their  best  to  our  own  purposes,  the 
Germans  will  be  hard  put  to  allege  any 
such  wanton  treatment  of  their  property, 
their  castles,  and  their  government 
buildings  as  their  own  hordes  so  often 
committed  in  France  and  Belgium.  Our 
officers  and  men,  with  rare  exceptions, 
gave  the  habitations  that  had  become 
temporarily  theirs  by  right  of  conquest 
a care  that  they  would  scarcely  have 
bestowed  on  their  own  property.  The 
ballroom  floor  of  Coblenz’s  most  prince- 
ly club  was  solicitously  covered  with 
canvas  to  protect  it  from  officers’  hob- 
nails. Castle  Stolzenfels,  a favorite  place 
of  doughboy  pilgrimage  a bit  farther  up 
the  Rhine,  was  supplied  with  felt  slip- 
pers for  heavily  shod  visitors.  The 
Baedekers  of  the  future  will  no  doubt 
call  the  tourists’  attention  to  the  fact 
that  such  a Schloss,  that  this  governor’s 
palace  and  that  colonel’s  impressive 
residence,  were  once  occupied  by  Amer- 
ican soldiers,  but  there  will  be  small 
chance  to  add,  as  they  have  insinuated 
against  the  French  in  1689  into  the  de- 
scription of  half  the  monuments  along 
the  Rhine,  the  charge  “destroyed  by  the 
Americans  in  1919.” 

It  may  be  a surprise  to  the  people  at 
home  to  know  that  German  highways 
are  poorly  made.  Whatever  we  may 
have  charged  against  the  Hun,  it  was 
never  a lack  of  thoroughness.  But,  con- 
trary to  the  French,  who  start  their  road 
foundations  “down  in  China,”  the  Ger- 
mans are  a bit  superficial  in  this  matter, 
with  the  result  that  our  heavy  trucks 
began  to  pound  their  highways  into  a 
condition  resembling  those  of  France  in 
the  war  zone.  Moreover,  the  width  is 
not  adequate  for  present-day  needs;  a 


camion  forced  a bit  too  far  to  one  side 
at  a passage  was  apt  to  sink  to  the  hubs 
in  the  roadside  path.  The  Americans 
took  upon  themselves  the  repair  and 
widening  of  the  roads,  at  German  ex- 
pense in  the  end,  of  course;  that  was 
particularly  where  the  shoe  pinched.  It 
broke  the  thrifty  German’s  heart  to  see 
these  extravagant  warriors  from  over- 
seas, to  whom  two  years  of  financial 
carte  blanche  had  made  money  seem  un- 
limited, squandering  their  wealth,  or 
that  of  their  children,  without  so  much 
as  an  “ if  you  please.”  The  labor  was  Ger- 
man under  the  supervision  of  American 
sergeants,  and  the  recruiting  of  it  ab- 
surdly simple — to  the  Americans.  An 
order  to  the  burgomaster  informing  him 
succinctly,  “You  will  furnish  four  hun- 
dred men  at  such  a place  to-morrow 
morning  at  seven  for  road  labor — wages 
eight  marks  a day,”  covered  our  side  of 
the  transaction.  'Where  and  how  the 
burgomaster  found  the  laborers  was 
of  no  interest  to  us.  Once  enrolled  to 
labor  for  the  American  army,  a man  was 
virtually  enlisted  for  the  duration  of  the 
armistice — save  for  suitable  reasons  or 
lack  of  work.  Strikes,  so  epidemic  of 
late  “over  in  Germany,”  were  not  per- 
mitted here.  A keen  young  lieutenant 
of  engineers  was  in  charge  of  road  re- 
pairs and  sawmills  in  a certain  divisional 
area.  One  morning  his  sergeant  at  one 
of  the  sawmills  called  him  on  the  Signal 
Corps  telephone  that  links  all  the  Army 
of  Occupation  together,  with  the  infor- 
mation that  the  night  force  had  struck. 

“Struck?”  cried  the  lieutenant,  aghast 
at  the  audacity.  “ I’ll  be  out  at  once !” 

Arrived  at  the  town  in  question,  he 
dropped  in  on  the  A.  P.  M.  to  request 
that  a squad  of  M.  P.s  follow  him  with- 
out delay,  and  hurried  on  to  the  mill, 
fingering  his  .44. 

“Order  that  night  force  to  fall  in  here 
at  once!”  he  commanded,  indicating  an 
imaginary  line  along  which  the  offend- 
ing company  could  be  dressed. 

“Yes,  sir,”  saluted  the  sergeant,  and 
disappeared  into  the  building. 

The  lieutenant  waited,  nursing  his 
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rage.  A small  boy.  blue  with  cold,  edged 
forward  to  see  what  was  going  on.  Two 
others,  a bit  older,  thin  and  spindle- 
shanked,  their  throats  and  chins  muf- 
fled in  soiled  and  ragged  scarfs,  their 
gray  faces  testifying  to  long  malnutri- 
tion, idled  into  view  with  that  yellow- 
dog  curiosity  of  hookworm  victims.  But 
the  night  force  gave  no  evidence  of  ex- 
istence. At  length  the  sergeant  reap- 
peared. 

“ Well,”  snapped  the  lieutenant,  “ what 
about  it?  Where  is  that  night  shift?” 

“All  present,  sir,”  replied  the  ser- 
geant, pointing  at  the  three  shivering 
urchins.  “Last  night  at  midnight  I or- 
dered them  to  start  a new  pile  of  lum- 
ber, and  the  next  I see  of  them  they  was 
crouching  around  the  boiler — it  was  a 
cold  night,  and  when  I ordered  them 
back  to  work  they  said  they  hadn’t  had 
anything  to  eat  for  two  days  but  some 
war  bread.  You  know  there’s  been  some 
hold-up  in  the  pay- vouchers  ...” 

A small  banquet  at  the  neighboring 
Gasthof  ended  that  particular  strike 
without  the  intervention  of  armed  force, 
though  there  were  occasionally  others 
that  called  for  the  shadow  of  it. 

In  taking  over  industries  of  this  sort 
the  Americans  adopted  the  practice  of 
demanding  to  see  the  receipted  bills 
signed  by  the  German  military  authori- 
ties, then  required  the  same  prices. 
Orders  were  issued  to  supply  no  civilian 
trade  without  written  permission  from 
the  Americans.  After  the  first  inevitable 
punishments  for  not  taking  the  soft- 
spoken  new-comers  at  their  word,  the 
proprietors  applied  the  rule  with  a lit- 
eralness that  was  typically  German.  A 
humble  old  woman  knocked  timidly  at 
the  lieutenant’s  office  door  one  day,  and, 
upon  being  admitted,  handed  the  clerk 
a long,  impressive  legal  paper.  When  it 
had  been  deciphered  it  proved  to  be  a 
laboriously  penned  request  for  permis- 
sion to  buy  lumber  at  the  neighboring 
sawmill.  In  it  Frau  Schmidt,  there 
present,  certified  that  she  had  taken  over 
a vacant  shop  for  the  purpose  of  opening 


a shoe-store,  that  said  occupation  was 
legal  and  of  use  to  the  community,  that 
there  was  a hole  in  the  floor  of  said  shop 
which  it  was  to  the  advantage  of  the 
health  and  safety  of  the  community  to 
have  mended,  wherefore  she  respect- 
fully prayed  the  Herr  Leutnant  in 
charge  of  the  sawmills  of  the  region  to 
authorize  her  to  buy  three  boards  four 
inches  wide  and  three  feet  long.  In 
witness  of  the  truth  of  the  above  asser- 
tions of  Frau  Schmidt,  respectable  and 
duly  authorized  member  of  the  com- 
munity, the  burgomaster  had  this  day 
signed  his  name  and  caused  his  seal  to 
be  affixed. 

The  lieutenant  solemnly  approved  the 
petition  and  passed  it  on  through  mili- 
tary channels  to  the  sergeant  at  the  saw- 
mill. Any  tendency  of  das  Volk  to  take 
our  occupancy  with  fitting  seriousness 
was  too  valuable  to  be  jeopardized  by 
typical  American  informality. 

A few  days  later  came  another  episode 
to  disprove  any  rumors  that  the  Amer- 
ican heel  was  being  applied  with  undue 
harshness.  The  village  undertaker  came 
in  to  state  that  a man  living  on  the  edge 
of  town  was  expected  to  die,  and  that  he 
had  no  lumber  with  which  to  make  him 
a coffin.  The  tender-hearted  lieutenant, 
who  had  seen  many  comrades  done  to 
death  in  tricky  ambuscades  on  the  west- 
ern front,  issued  orders  at  once  that  the 
undertaker  be  permitted  to  purchase 
materials  for  a half-dozen  caskets,  and, 
as  the  petitioner  bowed  low  his  guttural 
thanks,  assured  him:  “ You  are  entirely 
welcome.  Whenever  you  need  any  more 
material  for  a similar  purpose  do  not 
hesitate  to  call  on  me.  I hope  you  will 
come  early  and  often.” 

The  Boche  gazed  at  the  speaker  with 
that  glass-eyed  expressionlessness  pecul- 
iar to  his  race,  bowed  his  thanks  again, 
and  departed.  Whether  or  not  he  “got 
the  idea  ” is  not  certain.  My  latest  let- 
ter from  the  lieutenant  contains  the 
postscript,  “I  also  had  the  satisfaction 
of  granting  another  request  for  lumber 
for  six  coffins.” 
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No  British  writer  who  has  visited  America  in  recent  years  has  been  received  with 
such  enthusiasm  as  Philip  Gibbs.  A journalist  of  unusual  distinction,  a novelist, 
an  essayist,  and  an  historian,  he  has  made  for  himself  a unique  position.  He  is  the 
most  graphic  and  brilliant  of  war-correspondents,  but  he  writes  not  less  vividly  of 
countries  at  peace.  He  is  first  of  all  an  observer. 

The  following  article  is  introductory  to  a series  that  by  special  arrangement  is  to 
appear  exclusively  in  Harper's  Magazine,  recording  Mr.  Gibbs's  impressions  of 
America  as  he  has  seen  it  during  the  past  few  months.  These  articles  will  be 
illustrated  by  George  Wright. 


1HAD  the  luck  to  go  to  New  York  for 
the  first  time  when  the  ordinary  life 
of  that  City  of  Adventure — always  so 
vital  and  dynamic  in  activity — was  in- 
tensified by  the  emotion  of  historic  days. 
The  war  was  over,  and  the  warriors  were 
coming  home  with  the  triumph  of  vic- 
tory as  the  reward  of  courage;  but  peace 
was  still  delayed  and  there  had  not  yet 
crept  over  the  spirits  of  the  people  the 
staleness  and  disillusionment  that  al- 
ways follow  the  ending  of  war,  when  men 
say:  “What  was  the  use  of  it,  after  all? 
Where  are  gratitude  and  justice?  Who 
pays  me  for  the  loss  of  my  leg?”  . . . 
The  emotion  of  New  York  life  was  visi- 
ble in  its  streets.  The  city  itself,  mon- 
strous, yet  dreamlike  and  mystical  as 
one  sees  it  first  rising  to  fantastic  shapes 
through  the  haze  of  dawn  above  the 
waters  of  the  Hudson,  seemed  to  be 
excited  by  its  own  historical  significance. 
There  was  a vibration  about  it  as  sun- 
light splashed  its  gold  upon  the  topmost 
stories  of  the  sky-scrapers  and  sparkled 
in  the  thousand  windows  of  the  Wool- 
worth  tower  and  flung  black  bars  of 
shadow  across  the  lower  blocks.  Banners 
were  flying  everywhere  in  the  streets 
that  go  straight  and  long  between  those 
perpendicular  cliffs  of  masonry,  and  the 
wind  that  comes  blowing  up  the  two 
rivers  ruffled  them.  They  were  banners 
of  rejoicing,  but  reminders  also  of  the 


service  and  sacrifice  of  each  house  from 
which  they  were  hanging,  with  golden 
stars  of  death  above  the  heads  of  the 
living  crowds  surging  there  below  them. 
In  those  decorations  of  New  York  I saw 
the  imagination  of  a people  conscious  of 
their  own  power,  and  with  a dramatic 
instinct  able  to  impress  the  multitudes 
with  the  glory  and  splendor  of  their 
achievement. 

It  was  the  same  sense  of  drama 
that  is  revealed  commercially  in  the 
genius  of  advertisement  which  star- 
tled me  when  I first  walked  down  Broad- 
way, dazzled  by  moving  pictures  of  light, 
by  flashing  signs  that  shouted  to  me 
from  high  heaven  to  buy  chewing-gum 
and  to  go  on  chewing;  and  squirming, 
wriggling,  revolving  snakes  of  changing 
color  that  burned  letters  of  fire  into 
my  brain,  so  that  even  now,  in  remem- 
brance, my  eyes  are  scorched  with  the 
imprint  of  a monstrous  kitten  unrolling 
an  endless  reel  of  cotton.  The  “Welcome 
Home”  of  American  troops  was  an 
advertisement  of  American  manhood, 
idealized  by  emotion;  and  it  was  de- 
signed, surely,  by  an  artist  whose  imag- 
ination had  been  touched  by  the  au- 
dacity of  the  master-builders  of  New 
York  who  climb  to  the  sky  with  their 
houses.  I think  it  was  inspired  also  by 
the  vision  of  the  moving-picture  kings 
who  resurrect  the  gorgeous  life  of  Baby- 
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At  night  strong  searchlights  played  upon 
this  necklace,  and  at  the  end  of  those 
bars  of  white  radiance,  shot  through  the 
darkness,  the  hanging  jewels  swayed  and 
glittered  with  a thousand  delicate  colors 
like  diamonds,  rubies,  emeralds,  and 
sapphires.  Night  after  night,  as  I drove 
down  Fifth  Avenue,  I turned  in  the  car 
to  look  back  at  the  astonishing  picture 
of  that  triumphal  archway,  and  saw  how 
the  long  tide  of  cars  behind  was  caught 
by  the  searchlights  so  that  all  their 
metal  was  like  burnished  gold  and  silver; 
and  how  the  faces  of  dense  crowds  star- 
ing up  at  the  suspended  necklace  were 
all  white — dead-white  as  Pierrot’s;  and 
how  the  sky  above  New  York  and  the 
tall,  cliff-like  masses  of  masonry  on  each 
side  of  Fifth  Avenue  were  fingered  by 
the  outer  radiance  of  the  brightness  that 
was  blinding  in  the  heart  of  the  city.  To 
me,  a stranger  in  New  York,  unused  to 
the  height  of  its  buildings  and  to  the 
rush  of  traffic  in  its  streets,  these  illumi- 
nations of  victory  were  the  crowning 
touch  of  fantasy,  and  I seemed  to  be  in 
a dream  of  some  City  of  the  Future, 
among  people  of  a new  civilization, 
strange  and  wonderful.  The  soldiers  of 
the  Twenty-seventh  Division  were  not 
overcome  by  emotion  at  this  display  in 
their  honor.  “That’s  all  right,”  they 
said,  grinning  at  the  cheering  crowds, 
“and  when  do  we  eat?”  Those  words 
reminded  me  of  Tommy  Atkins,  who 
would  go  through  the  hanging-gardens 
of  Babylon  itself — if  the  time-machine 
were  switched  back — with  the  same 
shrewd  humor. 

The  adventure  of  life  in  New  York, 
always  startling  and  exciting,  I am  cer- 
tain, to  a man  or  woman  who  enters  its 
swirl  as  a stranger,  was  more  stirring  at 
the  time  of  my  first  visit  because  of  this 
eddying  influence  of  war’s  backwash. 
The  city  was  overcrowded  with  visitors 
from  all  parts  of  the  United  States  who 
had  come  in  to  meet  their  home-coming 
soldiers,  and,  having  met  them,  stayed 
awhile  to  give  these  boys  a good  time 
after  their  exile.  This  floating  popula- 
tion of  New  York  flowed  into  all  the 


hotels  and  restaurants  and  theaters. 
Two  new  hotels — the  Commodore  and 
the  Pennsylvania — were  opened  just  be- 
fore I came,  and,  with  two  thousand  bed- 
rooms each,  had  no  room  to  spare,  and 
did  not  reduce  the  population  of  the 
Plaza,  Vanderbilt,  Manhattan,  Bilt- 
more,  or  Ritz-Carlton.  I watched  the 
social  life  in  those  palaces  and  found  it 
more  entertaining  than  the  most  sensa- 
tional “movie”  with  a continuous  per- 
formance. The  architects  of  those  Amer- 
ican hotels  have  vied  with  one  another  in 
creating  an  atmosphere  of  richness  and 
luxury.  They  have  been  prodigal  in  the 
use  of  marble  pillars  and  balustrades, 
more  magnificent  than  Roman.  They 
have  gone  to  the  extreme  limit  of  taste 
in  gilding  the  paneled  wTalls  and  ceilings 
from  which  they  have  suspended  enor- 
mous candelabra,  like  those  in  the  palace 
of  Versailles.  I lost  myself  in  the  vast- 
ness of  tea-rooms  and  lounges,  and  when 
invited  to  a banquet  found  it  necessary 
to  bring  my  ticket,  because  often  there 
are  a dozen  banquets  in  progress  in  one 
hotel,  and  there  is  a banqueting-room  on 
every  floor.  When  I passed  up  in  the 
elevator  of  one  hotel  I sawr  the  different 
crowds  in  the  corridors  surging  toward 
those  great  lighted  rooms  where  the 
tables  were  spread  writh  flowers,  and 
from  which  came  gusts  of  “jazz”  music 
or  the  opening  bars  of  “The  Star-span- 
gled Banner.” 

In  all  the  dining-rooms  there  rises  the 
gusty  noise  of  many  conversations  above 
the  music  of  an  orchestra  determined  to 
be  heard,  and  between  the  bars  of  a 
Leslie  Stewart  waltz,  or  on  the  last  beat 
of  the  “ Humoreske ,”  a colored  waiter 
says,  “Chicken  okra,  sah?”  or,  “Clam 
chowder?”  and  one  hears  the  laughing 
words  of  a girl  wTho  asks,  “ Do  you  mind 
if  I powder  my  nose?”  and  does  so  with 
a glance  at  a little  gold  mirror  and  a dab 
from  a little  gold  box.  The  vastness,  and 
the  overwhelming  luxury,  of  the  New 
York  hotels  was  my  first  and  strongest 
impression  in  this  city,  after  I had  recov- 
ered from  the  sensation  of  the  high, 
fantastic  buildings;  but  it  occurred  to 
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me  very  quickly  that  this  luxury  of 
architecture  and  decoration  has  no  close 
reference  to  the  life  of  the  people.  They 
are  only  visitors  in  la  vie  de  luxe — and  do 
not  belong  to  it,  and  do  not  let  it  enter 
into  their  souls  or  bodies.  In  a wealthier, 
more  expansive  way,  they  are  like  the 
city  clerks  and  their  girls  in  London  who 
pay  eighteenpence  for  a meal  in  marble 
halls  at  Lyon’s  Popular  Cafe,  and  sit 
around  a gilded  menu-card,  .paying, 
“Isn’t  it  wonderful  . . . and  shall  we 
go  home  by  tram?” 

There  are  many  rich  people  in  New 
York — more,  I suppose,  than  in  any 
other  city  of  the  world,  but,  apart 
from  cosmopolitan  men  and  women 
who  have  luxury  beneath  their  skins, 
there  is  no  innate  sense  of  it  in  the 
social  life  of  these  people.  In  the  hotel 
palaces,  as  well  as  in  the  private  man- 
sions along  Fifth  Avenue  and  Riverside 
Drive,  all  their  outward  splendor  does 
not  alter  the  simplicity  and  honesty  of 
their  character.  They  remain  essentially 
“middle-class,”  and  have  none  of  the 
easy  licentiousness  of  that  European 
aristocracy  which,  before  the  war, 
flaunted  its  wealth  and  its  vice  in  Paris, 
Vienna,  Monte  Carlo,  and  other  haunts 
where  the  cocottes  of  the  world  assem- 
bled to  barter  their  beauty,  and  where 
idle  men  went  from  boredom  to  boredom 
in  search  of  subtle  forms  of  pleasure. 
American  women  of  wealth  spend  vast 
sums  of  money  on  dress,  and  there  is  the 
glitter  of  diamonds  at  many  dinner- 
tables,  but  most  of  them  have  too  much 
shrewdness  of  humor  to  play  the 
“vamp,”  and  the  social  code  to  which 
they  belong  is  swept  clean  by  common- 
sense.  “My  dear,”  said  an  American 
hostess  who  belongs  to  one  of  the  old 
rich  families  of  New  York,  “forgive  me 
for  wearing  my  diamonds  to-night.  It 
must  shock  you,  coming  from  scenes  of 
ruin  and  desolation.”  This  dowager 
duchess  of  New  York,  as  I like  to  think 
of  her,  wore  her  diamonds  as  the  mayor 
of  a provincial  town  in  England  wears 
his  chain  of  office,  but  as  she  sat  at  the 
head  of  her  table  in  one  of  the  big  man- 
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sions  of  New  York  I saw  that  wealth  had 
not  cumbered  the  soul  of  this  masterful 
lady,  whose  views  on  life  are  as  direct  and 
simple  as  those  of  Abraham  Lincoln. 

She  was  the  middle-class  housewife  in 
spite  of  the  footmen  who  stood  in  fear 
of  her. 

Essentially  middle-class  in  the  best 
sense  of  the  word  were  the  crowds  I met 
in  the  hotels.  The  men  were  making 
money — lots  of  it — by  hard  work.  They 
had  taken  a few  days  off,  or  left  business 
early,  to  meet  their  soldier  sons  in  these 
gilded  halls  where  they  had  a sense  of 
satisfaction  in  spending  large  numbers 
of  dollars  in  a short  time. 

“This  is  my  boy  from  ‘over  there’! 

Just  come  back.” 

I heard  that  introduction  many  times, 
and  saw  the  look  of  pride  behind  the 
glasses  that  were  worn  by  a gray-eyed 
man  who  had  his  hand  on  the  arhi  of  an 
upstanding  fellow  in  field  uniform,  tall 
and  lean  and  hard.  “It’s  good  to  be 
back,”  said  one  of  these  young  officers, 
and  as  he  sat  at  table  he  looked  ’round 
the  huge  salon  with  its  cut-glass  cande- 
labra, where  scores  of  little  dinner- 
parties were  in  progress  to  the  strident 
music  of  a stringed  band,  and  then,  with 
a queer  little  smile  about  his  lips,  as 
though  thinking  of  the  contrast  between 
this  scene  and  “over  there,”  said, 
“Darned  good!”  In  their  evening  frocks 
the  women  were  elegant — they  know 
how  to  dress  at  night — and  now  and  then 
the  fresh,  frank  beauty  of  one  of  these 
American  girls  startled  my  eyes  by  its 
witchery  of  youth  and  health.  Some  of 
them  are  dicolletdes  to  the  ultimate  limit 
of  a milliner’s  audacity,  and  foolishly  I 
suffered  from  a sense  of  confusion  some- 
times because  of  the  physical  revelations 
of  elderly  ladies  whose  virtue,  1 am  sure, 
is  as  that  of  Caesar’s  wife.  The  frail 
queens  of  beauty  in  the  lotus-garden  of 
life’s  enchanted  places  would  envy  some 
of  the  frocks  that  come  out  of  Fifth 
Avenue,  and  scream  with  horror  at  their 
prices.  But,  although  the  American 
woman  with  a wealthy  husband  likes  to 
put  on  the  flimsy  robes  of  Circe,  it  is  only 
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as  she  would  go  to  a fancy-dress  ball  in  a 
frock  that  would  make  her  brother  say, 
“Gee!  And  where  did  you  get  that  bit 
of  fluff?”  She  is  Circe,  with  the  Suffrage, 
and  high  ideals  of  life,  and  strong  views 
on  the  League  of  Nations.  She  makes 
up  her  face  like  a French  comedienne,  but 
she  has,  nine  times  out  of  ten,  the  kind 
heart  of  a parson’s  wife  in  rural  England 
and  a frank,  good-natured  wit  which 
faces  the  realities  of  life  with  the  candor 
of  a clean  mind. 

I found  “gay  life”  in  New  York  im- 
mensely and  soberly  respectable.  One 
could  take  one’s  maiden  aunt  into  the 
heart  of  it  and  not  get  hot  by  her 
blushes.  In  fact,  it  is  the  American 
maiden  aunt  who  sets  the  pace  of  the 
fox-trot  and  the  one-step  in  dancing- 
rooms  where  there  are  music  and  after- 
noon tea.  Several  times  I supped  “Eng- 
lish bteakfast  tea”  — I suspect  Sir 
Thomas  Lipton  had  something  to  do 
with  it — at  five  o’clock  on  bright  after- 
noons, watching  the  scene  at  Sherry’s 
and  Delmonico’s.  It  seemed  to  me  that 
this  dancing  habit  was  a most  curious 
and  overrated  form  of  social  pleasure.  It 
was  as  though  American  society  had 
said,  “Let  us  be  devilishly  gay!”  but 
started  too  early  in  the  day,  with  des- 
perate sobriety.  Many  couples  left  the 
tea-table  fof  the  polished  boards  and 
joined  the  throng  which  surged  and 
eddied  in  circles  of  narrow  circumference 
jostled  by  other  dancers.  Youth  did  not 
have  it  all  its  own  way.  On  the  contrary, 
I noticed  that  bald-headed  gentlemen 
with  some  width  of  waistbands  were  in 
the  majority,  dancing  with  prodigious 
gravity  and  the  maiden  aunts.  They 
were  mostly  visitors,  I am  told,  from 
other  cities — Bostonians  escaping  from 
the  restrictions  of  their  Early  Victorian 
atmosphere.  Senators  who  voted  for  pro- 
hibition in  their  own  states,  business 
men  who  had  booked  reservations  on 
midnight  trains  from  the  Grand  Central 
Terminal.  Here  and  there  young  officers 
of  the  army  and  navy  led  out  pretty 
girls,  and  with  linked  arms,  and  faces 
very  close  together,  danced  in  a kind  of 


coma,  which  they  seemed  to  enjoy, 
though  without  any  sparkle  in  their  eyes. 
There  were  also  officers  of  other  nations 
— a young  Frenchman  appealing  to  the 
great  heart  of  the  American  people  on 
behalf  of  devastated  France,  and  danc- 
ing for  the  sake  of  people  scorched  by 
the  horrors  of  war,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
little  American  girl  whose  yellow  fringe 
was  on  his  Croix  de  Guerre;  and  young 
English  officers  belonging  to  the  British 
Mission,  and  engaged  in  propaganda — 
oh,  frightful  word! — of  which  a the  dan- 
sard  at  Delmonico’s  was,  no  doubt,  a 
serious  part  of  duty. 

One  figure  that  caught  my  eye  gave  the 
key-note  to  the  moral  and  spiritual  char- 
acter of  the  scene.  It  was  the  figure  of  a 
stout  old  lady  wearing  a hat  with  a huge 
feather  which  waggled  over  her  nose  as 
she  danced  the  one-step  with  earnest  vi- 
vacity, and  an  old  gentleman  with  side- 
whiskers.  She  panted  as  she  came  back 
to  the  tea-table,  and  said,  “Say,  that 
makes  me  feel  young!”  It  occurred  to 
ine  that  she  might  be  Mrs.  Wiggs  of  the 
Cabbage  Patch  on  a visit  to  New  York, 
and,  anyhow,  her  presence  assured  me 
that  afternoon  dancing  at  Delmonico’s 
need  not  form  the  theme  of  any  moralist 
in  search  of  vice  in  high  places.  It  is  not 
only  respectable;  it  is  domestic.  Savona- 
rola himself  would  not  have  denounced 
such  innocent  amusement.  Nor  did  I 
find  anything  to  shock  the  sensibilities  of 
high-souled  ethics  in  such  midnight 
haunts  as  the  Ziegfield  Follies  or  the 
Winter  Garden,  except  the  inanity  of  all 
such  shows  where  large  numbers  of 
pretty  girls,  and  others,  disport  them- 
selves in  flowing  draperies  and  colored 
lights  before  groups  of  tired  people  who 
can  hardly  hide  their  boredom,  but 
yawn  laughingly  over  their  cocktails  and 
say,  “Isn’t  she  wonderful?”  when  Mollie 
King  sings  a song  about  a variety  of 
smiles,  and  discuss  the  personality  of 
President  Wilson  between  comic  turns  of 
the  Dooley  brothers.  That,  at  least,  is 
what  happened  in  my  little  group  on  the 
roof  of  the  Century  Theater,  where  a 
manufacturer  of  barbed  wire — I wonder 
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if  they  were  his  barbs  on  which  I tore 
myself  in  Flanders  fields — initiated  me 
into  the  mystery  of  a Bacardi  cocktail, 
followed  by  a stinger,  from  which  I was 
rescued,  in  the  nick  of  time,  by  a kind 
lady  on  my  right,  who  took  pity  on  my 
innocence.  A famous  playwright  oppo- 
site, as  sober  as  a judge,  as  courteous  as 
Beau  Brummell,  passed  the  time  of  day, 
which  was  a wee  small  hour  of  morning, 
with  little  ladies  who  came  into  the  lime- 
light, until  suddenly  he  said,  with  a sigh 
of  infinite  impatience:  “Haven’t  we  en- 
joyed ourselves  enough?  I want  my 
bed”;  so  interrupting  a serious  discus- 
sion between  a war  correspondent  and  a 
cartoonist  on  the  exact  truth  about  Ger- 
man atrocities,  to  the  monstrous  melody 
of  a jazz  band.  Human  nature  is  the 
same  in  New  York  as  in  other  cities  of 
the  world.  Passion,  weakness,  folly,  are 
not  eliminated  from  the  relations  be- 
tween American  men  and  women.  But 
to  find  vice  and  decadence  in  American 
society  one  has  to  go  in  search  of  it — and 
I did  not  go.  I found  New  York  society 
tolerant  in  its  views,  frank  in  its  expres- 
sion of  opinion,  fond  of  laughter,  and 
wonderfully  sincere.  Wealth  does  not 
spoil  its  fresh  and  healthy  outlook  on 
life,  and  its  people  are  idealists  at  heart, 
with  a reverence  for  the  old-fashioned 
virtues  and  an  admiration  for  those  who 
“make  good”  in  whatever  job  to  which 
they  put  their  hands. 

After  all,  hotel  life,  and  restaurant 
life,  and  the  glamorous  world  of  the 
Great  White  Way  do  not  reveal  the  real 
soul  of  New  York.  They  are  no  more 
a revelation  of  normal  existence  than 
boulevard  life  in  Paris  represents  the 
daily  round  of  the  average  Parisian. 
They  are  the  happy  hunting-grounds  of 
the  transient,  and  the  real  New-Yorker 
visits  them  only  in  hours  of  leisure  and 
boredom. 

Another  side  of  the  adventure  of  life 
in  New  York  is  “down-town,”  where  the 
subways  and  the  overhead  railways  pom- 
out  tides  of  humanity  who  do  not  earn 
their  dollars  without  hard  work  and  long 
hours  of  it.  I should  never  have  found 


my  way  to  Bowling  Green  and  Wall 
Street  without  a guide,  because  the  un- 
derground world  of  the  subways,  where 
electric  trains  go  rushing  like  shuttles 
through  the  warp  and  woof  of  a mon- 
strous network,  is  utterly  confusing  to  a 
stranger.  But  with  the  guide,  who  led 
me  by  the  hand  and  laughed  at  my  child- 
like bewilderment,  I came  into  the  heart 
of  New  York  business  life  and  saw  its 
types  in  their  natural  environment.  It 
is  an  alarming  world  to  the  wanderer 
who  comes  there  suddenly.  I confess 
that  when  I first  walked  through  those 
deep  gorges,  between  the  mighty  walls  of 
houses  as  high  as  mountains,  in  a surge 
of  humanity  in  a hurry,  I felt  dazed  and 
cowardly.  I had  a conviction  that  my 
nerve-power  would  never  survive  the 
stress  and  strain  of  such  a life  in  such  a 
place.  I nearly  dislocated  my  neck  by 
gazing  up  at  the  heights  of  the  sky- 
scrapers, rising  story  on  story  to  fifty  or 
sixty  floors.  In  a House  of  a Thousand 
Windows  I took  the  elevator  to  the  top 
story  and  wished  I hadn’t  when  the  girl 
in  charge  of  the  lift  asked,  “What  floor?” 
and  was  answered  by  a quiet  gentleman 
who  said,  “Thirty-one.”  That  was  our 
first  stop,  and  in  the  few  seconds  we  took 
to  reach  this  altitude  I had  a vision  of 
this  vast  human  ant-heap,  with  scores  of 
offices  on  each  floor,  and  typewriters 
clicking  in  all  of  them,  and  girl-clerks 
taking  down  letters  from  hard-faced 
young  men  juggling  with  figures  which, 
by  the  rise  or  drop  of  a decimal  point, 
mean  the  difference  between  millions  of 
dollars  in  the  markets  of  the  world. 
Each  man  and  woman  there  in  this 
House  of  a Thousand  Windows  had  a 
human  soul,  with  its  own  little  drama  of 
life,  its  loves  and  hopes  and  illusions,  but 
in  the  vastness  of  one  sky-scraper,  in  the 
whirlpool  of  commerce,  in  the  machinery 
of  money-making,  the  humanities  of  life 
seemed  to  be  destroyed  and  these  people 
to  be  no  more  than  slaves  of  modern 
civilization,  ruthless  of  their  individual 
happiness.  What  could  they  know  of 
art,  beauty,  leisure,  the  quiet  pools  of 
thought?  . . . 
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Out  in  Wall  Street  there  was  pan- 
demonium. The  outside  brokers — the 
curb  men — were  bidding  against  one 
another  for  stocks  not  quoted  on  the 
New  York  Exchange — the  Standard  Oil 
Company  among  them  — and  their 
hoarse  cries  mingled  in  a raucous  chorus. 
I stood  outside  a madhouse  staring  at 
lunatics.  Surely  it  was  a madhouse,  sur- 
rounded by  other  homes  for  incurably 
insane!  This  particular  house  was  a 
narrow,  not  very  tall,  building  of  reddish- 
brown  brick,  like  a Georgian  house  in 
London,  and  out  of  each  window,  which 
was  barred,  poked  two  rows  of  faces,  one 
above  the  other,  as  though  the  room 
inside  were  divided  by  a false  floor.  In 
the  small  window-frames  sat  single  fig- 
ures, in  crouched  positions,  with  tele- 
phone-receivers on  their  ears,  and  their 
faces  staring  at  the  crowd  in  the  street 
below.  Each  one  of  those  human  faces, 
belonging  to  young  men  of  healthy  ap- 
pearance, was  making  most  hideous 
grimaces,  and  each  grimace  was  accom- 
panied by  strange,  incomprehensible 
gestures  of  the  man’s  fingers.  With  a 
thumb  and  two  fingers,  or  a thumb  and 
three  fingers,  they  poked  through  the 
windows  with  violent  efforts  to  attract 
the  notice  of  individuals  in  the  street.  I 
saw,  indeed,  that  all  this  fingering  had 
some  hidden  meaning  and  that  the 
maniacs,  as  I had  first  taken  them  to  be, 
were  signaling  messages  to  the  curb- 
brokers,  who  wore  caps  of  different  col- 
ors in  order  to  be  distinguished  from 
their  fellows.  Up  and  down  the  street, 
and  from  the  topmost  as  well  as  from 
the  lower  stories  of  many  buildings,  I 
saw  the  grimaces  and  the  gestures  of  the 
window-men,  and  the  noise  and  tumult 
in  the  street  became  more  furious.  It 
was  a lively  day  in  Wall  Street,  and  I 
thanked  God  that  my  fate  had  not  led 
me  into  such  a life.  It  seemed  worse  than 
war.  . . . 

Not  really  so,  after  all.  It  was  only 
the  outward  appearance  of  things  that 
distressed  one’s  soul.  Looking  closer,  I 
saw  that  all  these  young  men  on  the 
curb  seemed  very  cheery  fellows,  and 
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were  enjoying  themselves  as  much  as 
boys  in  a Rugby  “scrim.”  There  was 
nothing  wrong  with  their  nerves.  There 
was  nothing  wrong  with  a crowd  of 
young  business  men  and  women  with 
whom  I sat  down  to  luncheon  in  a res- 
taurant called  Robin’s,  not  far  from  the 
Stock  Exchange.  These  were  the  work- 
ing-bees of  the  great  hive  which  is  New 
York.  They  were  in  the  front-line 
trenches  of  the  struggle  for  existence, 
and  they  seemed  as  cheerful  as  our  fight- 
ing-men, who  were  always  less  gloomy 
than  the  fellows  at  the  rear  in  the  safe 
back-waters  of  war.  Business  men  and 
lady  clerks,  typists  and  secretaries,  were 
all  mingled  at  the  little  tables  where  the 
backs  of  chairs  touched,  and  there  was 
a loud,  incessant  chatter  like  the  noise 
of  a parrot-house.  I overheard  some 
fragments  of  conversation  at  the  tables 
close  to  me. 

“They  don’t  seem  to  be  getting  on 
with  the  Peace  Conference,”  said  a 
young  man  with  large  spectacles.  “All 
the  little  nations  are  trying  to  grab  a bit 
of  their  neighbors’  ground.” 

“I  saw  the  cutest  little  hat — ” said  a 
girl  whose  third  finger  was  stained  with 
red  ink. 

“Have  you  seen  that  play  by  Maeter- 
linck?” asked  an  elderly  man  so  like 
President  Wilson’s  portraits  that  he 
seemed  to  be  the  twin  brother  of  that 
much-discussed  man. 

These  people  were  human  all  through, 
not  at  all  dehumanized,  after  all,  because 
they  lived  maybe  on  the  thirty-first  stoiy 
of  a New  York  sky-scraper.  I dare  say 
also  that  their  work  is  not  so  strenuous 
as  it  looks  from  the  outside,  and  that 
they  earn  more  dollars  a week  than  busi- 
ness men  and  women  of  their  own  class 
in  England,  so  that  they  have  more 
margin  for  the  pleasures  of  life,  for  the 
purchase  of  a “cute  little  hat,”  even  for 
a play  by  Maeterlinck. 

After  business  hours  many  of  these 
people  hurry  away  from  New  York  to 
suburbs,  where  they  get  quickly  beyond 
the  turmoil  of  the  city  in  places  with 
bustling  little  high  streets  of  their  own 
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and  good  shops,  and,  on  the  outskirts, 
neat  little  houses  of  wooden  framework, 
in  gardens  where  flowers  grow  between 
great  rocks  which  crop  out  of  the  soil 
along  the  Connecticut  shore.  They  are 
the  “commuters,”  or,  as  we  should  say 
in  England,  the  season-ticket-holders, 
and,  as  1 did  some  “ commuting  ” myself 
during  a ten  weeks’  visit  to  America,  I 
used  to  see  them  make  a dash  for  their 
trains  between  five  and  six  in  the  after- 
noon or  late  at  night  after  theater-going 
in  New  York.  I never  tired  of  the  sight 
of  those  crowds  in  the  great  hall  of  the 
Grand  Central  Terminal  or  in  the  Penn- 
sylvania Station,  and  saw  the  very  spirit 
of  the  United  States  in  those  vast  build- 
ings which  typify  modern  progress.  In 
England  a railway  station  is,  as  a rule, 
the  ugliest,  most  squalid  place  in  any 
great  city;  but  in  America  it  is,  even  in 
provincial  towns,  a great  adventure  in 
architecture,  where  the  mind  is  uplifted 
by  nobility  of  design  and  imagination  is 
inspired  by  spaciousness,  light,  color, 
and  silence.  It  is  strangely,  uncannily 
quiet  in  the  central  hall  of  the  Pennsyl- 
vania Station,  as  one  comes  down  a long, 
broad  flight  of  steps  to  the  vast  floor 
space  below  a high  dome — painted  blue 
like  a summer  sky,  with  golden  stars 
a-twinkling  — uplifted  on  enormous 
arches.  It  is  like  entering  a great  cathe- 
dral, and,  though  hundreds  of  people  are 
scurrying  about,  there  is  a hush  through 
the  hall  because  of  its  immense  height, 
in  which  all  sound  is  lost,  and  there  is  no 
noise  of  footsteps  and  only  a low  mur- 
mur of  voices.  So  it  is  also  in  the  Grand 
Central  Terminal,  where  1 found  myself 
many  times  before  the  last  train  left. 
There  is  no  sign  of  railway  lines  or  en- 
gines, or  the  squalor  of  sidings  and  sheds. 
All  that  is  hidden  away  until  one  is  ad- 
mitted to  the  tracks  before  the  trains 
start.  Instead,  there  are  fruit-stalls  and 
flower-stalls  bright  with  color,  and  book- 
stalls piled  high  with  current  literature 
from  which  every  mind  can  take  its 
choice,  and  candy-stalls  where  the  ach- 
ing jaw  may  find  -its  chewing-gum  and 
link  up  meditation  with  mastication,  on 


the  way  to  New  Rochelle — “forty -five 
minutes  from  Broadway” — or  to  the 
ruralities  of  Rye,  Mamaroneck,  and 
Port  Chester,  this  side  of  high  life  in 
Greenwich,  Connecticut. 

Some  of  the  male  commuters  have  a 
habit  of  playing  cards  between  New 
York  and  New  Rochelle,  showing  an  ac- 
tivity of  mind  not  dulled  by  their  day  ’s 
work  in  town.  But  others  indulge  in 
conversational  quartets,  and  on  these 
journeys  I heard  things  I wanted  to  learn 
about  the  experiences  of  American  sol- 
diers in  France,  the  state  of  feeling  be- 
tween America  and  England,  and  the 
philosophy  of  success  by  men  who  had 
succeeded.  It  was  a philosophy  of  simple 
virtue  enforced  by  will-power  and  a 
fighting  spirit.  “Don’t  hit  often,”  said 
one  of  these  philosophers,  who  began 
life  as  an  errand-boy  and  now  designs  the 
neckwear  of  society,  “but  when  you  do, 
hit  hard  and  hit  clean.  No  man  is  worth 
his  salt  unless  he  loses  his  temper  at  the 
right  time.” 

In  the  last  train  to  Greenwich  were 
American  soldiers  and  mariners  just 
back  from  France,  who  slept  in  corners 
of  the  smoking-coach  and  wakened  with 
a start  at  New  Rochelle,  with  a dazed 
look  in  their  eyes,  as  though  wondering 
whether  they  had  merely  dreamed  of  be- 
ing home  again  and  were  still  in  the 
glades  of  the  Argonne  forest.  . . . The 
powder  was  patchy  on  the  nose  of  a tired 
lady  whose  head  drooped  on  the  shoulder 
of  a man  in  evening  clothes  chewing  an 
unlighted  cigar  and  thinking,  with  a lit- 
tle smile  about  his  lips,  of  something 
that  had  happened  in  the  evening.  Two 
typist-girls,  with  their  mothers,  had  been 
to  a lecture  by  Captain  Carpenter,  V.  C., 
one ’of  the  heroes  of  Zeebrugge.  They 
were  “crazy”  about  him.  They  loved 
his  description  of  the  “blunt  end”  and 
the  “ pointed  end  ” of  the  ship.  They  had 
absorbed  a lot  of  knowledge  about  naval 
tactics,  and  they  were  going  to  buy  his 
photograph  to  put  over  their  desks.  . . . 

Part  of  the  adventure  of  life  in  New 
York  is  the  acquisition  of  unexpected 
knowledge  by  means  of  lectures;  and 
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Carnegie  Hall  is  the  Mecca  of  lecturers. 
Having  been  one  of  the  lecturers,  I can 
speak  from  personal  experience  when  I 
say  that  a man  who  stands  for  the  first 
time  on  the  naked  desert  of  that  plat- 
form, looking  toward  rows  of  white  faces 
and  white  shirt-fronts  to  the  farthest 
limit  of  the  topmost  galleries,  feels  hu- 
mility creep  into  his  soul  until  he  shrinks 
to  the  size  of  Hop-o’-My-Thumb,  and  is 
the  smallest,  loneliest  thing  in  the  whole 
wide  world.  A microbe  is  a monster  to 
him,  and  he  quakes  with  terror  when  he 
hears  the  first  squeak  of  his  tiny  voice 
in  the  vast  spaciousness  under  that  high, 
vaulted  roof.  On  that  first  night  of  mine 
I would  have  sold  myself,  with  white 
shirt,  cuff-links,  and  quaking  body,  for 
two  cents,  if  any  one  had  been  fool 
enough  to  buy  me  and  let  me  off  that 
awful  ordeal.  And  yet,  looking  back 
on  it  now,  I know  that  it  was  the  finest 
hour  of  my  life,  and  a wonderful  reward 
• for  small  service,  when  all  those  people 
rose  to  greet  me,  and  there  came  up  to 
me  out  of  that  audience  a spiritual 
friendship  so  warm  and  generous  that  I 
felt  it  like  the  touch  of  kindly  hands 
about  me,  and  recovered  from  my  fright. 
Afterward,  as  always  happens  in  Amer- 
ica, there  was  a procession  of  people  who 
came  onto  the  platform  to  shake  hands 
and  say  words  of  thanks,  so  that  one 
gets  into  actual  touch  with  all  kinds  of 
people  and  their  friendship  becomes  per- 
sonal. In  that  way  I made  thousands  of 
friends  in  America  and  feel  toward  them 
all  a lasting  gratitude  because  of  the 
generous,  warm-hearted,  splendid  things 
they  said  as  they  passed  with  a quick 
hand-clasp. 

The  lecture  habit  in  America  is 
deep-rooted  and  wide-spread.  Every 
small  town  has  its  lecture-hall,  and 
is  in  competition  with  every  other 
town  near  by  for  lecturers  who  have 
some  special  fame  or  knowledge.  In 
New  York  there  is  an  endless  series  of 
lectures,  not  only  in  places  like  Carnegie 
Hall  and  JSolian  Hall,  but  in  clubs  and 
churches.  Great  audiences  made  up  of 
rich  society  people  as  well  as  the  “ intel- 


lectuals ” and  the  professional  classes 
gather  in  force  to  hear  any  man  whose 
personality  makes  him  interesting,  or 
who  has  something  to  say  which  they 
want  to  hear.  In  many  cases  personality 
is  sufficient.  People  of  New  York  will 
cheerfully  pay  five  dollars  to  see  a 
famous  man,  and  not  think  their  money 
wasted  if  his  words  are  lost  in  empty 
space,  or  if  they  know  already  as  much 
as  he  can  tell  them  about  the  subject  of 
his  speech.  Marshal  Joffre  had  no  need 
to  prepare  orations.  When  he  said, 
“ Messieurs  et  mesdames,”  they  cheered 
him  for  ten  minutes,  and  when,  after 
that,  he  said,  “je  suis  enchanU ,”  they 
cheered  him  for  ten  minutes  more.  They 
like  to  see  the  men  who  have  done 
things,  the  men  who  count  for  some- 
thing, and  to  study  the  personality  of  a 
man  about  whom  they  have  read.  If  he 
has  something  to  tell  them,  so  much  the 
better,  and  if  he  is  not  renowned  he  must 
tell  them  something  pretty  good  if  he 
wants  their  money  and  their  patience.  I 
have  no  doubt  that  the  habit  of  lecture- 
going  is  one  of  the  greatest  influences  at 
work  in  the  education  of  the  American 
people.  The  knowledge  they  acquire  in 
this  way  does  not  bite  very  deep,  and  it 
leaves,  I fancy,  only  a superficial  impres- 
sion, but  it  awakens  their  intelligence 
and  imagination,  directs  their  thoughts 
to  some  of  the  big  problems  of  life,  and 
is  a better  way  of  spending  an  evening 
than  idle  gossip  or  a variety  entertain- 
ment. The  League  for  Political  Educa- 
tion, which  I had  the  honor  of  addressing 
in  Carnegie  Hall,  has  a series  of  lectures 
— three  times  a week,  I think — which 
are  attended  by  people  engaged  in  every 
kind  of  educative  and  social  work  in 
New  York,  and  at  a luncheon  afterward 
I listened  to  a number  of  speeches  by 
public  men  and  women  more  inspiring  in 
their  sincerity  of  idealism  than  anything 
I have  heard  in  similar  assemblies.  All 
these  people  were  engaged  in  practical 
work  for  the  welfare  of  their  fellow- 
creatures,  as  pioneers  of  progress  in  the 
adventure  of  life  in  New  York,  and  the 
women  especially,  like  Jane  Addams, 
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impressed  me  by  the  real  beauty  of  their 
personality. 

Another  phase  of  life  which  interested 
me  was  the  club  world  of  the  city,  and  in 
these  clubs  I met  most  of  the  men  and 
many  of  the  women  who  count  in  the 
intellectual  activity  of  New  York.  I 
came  in  touch  there  with  every  stratum 
of  thought  and  tradition  which  makes  up 
the  structure  of  American  politics  and 
ideas.  I met  the  conservatives  of  the 
Union  Club,  who  live  in  an  atmosphere 
of  dignified  austerity  (reminding  me  of 
the  Athenaeum  Club  in  London,  where 
the  very  waiters  have  the  air  of  bishops 
and  the  political  philosophy  of  the  late 
Lord  Salisbury),  and  who  confided  to 
me  with  quiet  gravity  their  personal 
opinions  of  the  President.  I became 
an  honorary  member  of  the  Union 
League  Club,  hardly  less  conservative 
in  its  traditional  outlook,  and  having 
a membership  which  includes  many 
leading  business  and  professional  men 
of  New  York  City.  It  was  here  that 
I saw  a touching  ceremony  which  is  one 
of  my  best  memories  of  the  United 
States,  when  the  negro  troops  of  a fight- 
ing regiment  marched  up  Fifth  Avenue 
in  a snow-storm,  and  gave  back  their 
colors  for  safe-keeping  to  the  Union 
League  Club,  which  had  presented  them 
when  they  went  to  war.  Ex-Governor 
Hughes,  speaking  from  the  balcony, 
praised  them  for  their  valor  in  the  great 
conflict  for  the  world’s  liberty,  when 
they  fought  for  the  country  which  had 
given  them  their  own  freedom  by  no 
light  sacrifice  of  blood.  By  their  service 
in  France  they  had  gained  a glory  for 
their  citizenship  in  the  United  States, 
and  stood  equal  with  their  white  com- 
rades in  the  gratitude  of  the  American 
people.  There  were  tears  jn  the  eyes  of 
colored  officers  when,  after  a luncheon  in 
the  Union  League  Club,  they  heard 
other  words  like  those,  giving  honor  to 
the  spirit  of  their  race.  . . . Up  the  wide 
stairway  in  the  softly  glowing  light  which 
comes  through  a stained-glass  window, 
the  colors  of  the  darky  regiment  hang  as 
a memorial  of  courage  and  sacrifice. . . . 


I was  the  guest  of  the  Arts  Club  amid 
a crowd  of  painters,  poets,  musicians, 
and  writing-men,  who  sat  at  long  tables 
in  paneled  rooms  decorated  with  pictures 
and  caricatures  which  were  the  work  of 
their  own  members.  Clouds  of  tobacco 
smoke  made  wreaths  above  the  board. 
A soldier-poet  rose  between  the  courses 
and  sang  his  own  songs  to  the  chorus  of 
his  comrades.  It  was  a jolly  ni^ht  among 
jolly  good  fellows  who  had  wit  and  the 
gift  of  laughter,  and  large  hearts  which 
beat  in  sympathy  for  those  who  suffered 
in  the  war.  ...  In  the  City  Club  I had 
a room  when  I wanted  it,  and  the  hall 
porter,  and  the  bell-boys,  and  the  ele- 
vator-man, and  the  clerks  in  the  office, 
shook  hands  with  me  when  I went  in  and 
out,  so  that  I felt  at  home  there,  after  a 
splendid  night  when  crowds  of  ladies 
joined  the  men  to  listen  to  my  story  of 
the  war,  and  when  a famous  glee-party 
sang  songs  to  me  across  rose  garlands  on 
the  banquet-table.  The  City  Club  has  a 
number  of  habitues  who  play  dominoes 
on  quiet  nights,  and  in  deep  leather 
chairs  discuss  the  destiny  of  nations  as 
men  who  pull  the  wires  which  make  the 
puppets  dance.  It  is  the  home  of  the 
foreign  correspondents  in  New  York, 
who  know  the  inside  of  international 
politics,  and  whose  president  is  (or  was, 
at  the  time  of  my  visit)  a kindly,  human, 
English  soul  with  a genius  for  fellowship 
which  has  made  a little  League  of  Na- 
tions in  this  New  York  house.  I met 
him  first,  as  a comrade  of  the  pen,  in  the 
Street  of  Adventure,  where  London  jour- 
nalists rub  shoulders  on  their  way  to 
history;  and  in  New  York  his  friendship 
wTas  a generous  and  helpful  gift,  and  by 
his  good  words  I made  many  other 
friends. 

It  seemed  to  me  that  New  York  is  a 
city  where  friendship  is  quickly  made, 
and  I found  that  the  best  part  of  my 
adventure  in  the  city.  Day  after  day, 
when  dusk  was  creeping  into  the  streets 
and  lights  began  to  gleam  in  all  the  win- 
dows of  the  houses  that  reach  up  to  the 
stars,  I drove  down  the  long  highway  of 
Fifth  Avenue  with  a certainty  that  be- 
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fore  the  evening  was  out  I should  meet  a 
number  of  friendly  souls  who  would 
make  me  welcome  at  their  tables  and  re- 
veal their  convictions  and  ideals  with  a 
candor  which  does  not  come  to  English 
people  until  their  ice  of  reserve  is  broken 
or  thawed.  And  that  was  always  so.  At 
a small  dinner-party  or  a big  reception, 
in  one  of  the  great  mansions  of  New 
York,  or  in  a suite  of  rooms  high  above 
the  traffic  of  the  street,  conversation  was 
free-and-easy,  with  or  without  the  aid  of 
a cocktail,  and  laughter  came  in  gusts, 
and  American  men  and  women  spoke  of 
the  realities  of  life  frankly  and  without 
camouflage,  with  a directness  and  sin- 
cerity that  touched  the  essential  truth  of 
things.  In  one  room  Melba  sang  with 
eternal  girlhood  in  her  voice,  while 
painters  and  diplomats,  novelists  and 
wits,  famous  actresses  and  princesses  of 
New  York,  were  hushed  into  silence  for 
a while  until,  when  the  spell  was  broken, 
there  rose  again  a merry  tumult  of 
tongues.  In  another  room  a group  of 
“intellectuals,”  tired  of  talking  about 
war  and  peace,  played  charades  like  chil- 
dren in  the  nursery,  and  sat  down  to 
drawing-games  with  shouts  of  mirth  at  a 
woman’s  head  with  the  body  of  a fish  and 
the  legs  of  a bird.  In  another  house  the 
King’s  Jester  of  New  York,  who  goes 
from  party  to  party  like  a French  wit — 
the  little  Abb6  Morellet — in  the  salons 
of  France  before  the  Revolution,  de- 
stroyed the  dignity  of  decorous  people  by 
a caricature  of  German  opera  and  an 
imitation  of  a German  husband  eating  in 
a public  restaurant.  I knew  the  weak- 
ness that  comes  from  a surfeit  of  laugh- 
ter. . . . 

I did  not  tire  of  these  social  ad- 
ventures in  New  York,  and  I came  to 
see  something  of  the  spirit  of  the  people 
as  it  was  revealed  in  the  cosmopolitan 
city.  I found  that  spirit  touched,  in 
spite  of  social  merriment,  by  the  tragedy 
of  war,  and  anxious  about  the  outcome 


of  peace.  I found  these  people  conscious 
of  new  responsibilities  thrust  upon  them 
by  fate,  and  groping  in  their  minds  for 
some  guidance,  for  some  clear  light  upon 
their  duty  and  destiny  in  the  reshaping 
of  the  world  by  the  history  that  has  hap- 
pened. Europe,  three  thousand  miles 
away,  is  still  a mystery  to  them,  full  of 
unknown  forces  and  peoples  and  pas- 
sions which  they  cannot  understand, 
though  they  read  all  their  Sunday  pa- 
pers, with  all  their  bulky  supplements. 
When  I went  among  them  they  were 
divided  by  the  conflict  of  political  dif- 
ferences with  passionate  emotion,  and 
tom  between  conflicting  ideals  of  patri- 
otism and  humanity.  But  most  of  them 
put  on  one  side,  with  a fine  disdain,  all 
meanness  of  thought  and  action  and  the 
dirty  squalor  of  financial  interests.  Sure 
of  their  power  among  nations,  the  people 
I met — and  I met  many  of  the  best — 
were  anxious  to  rise  to  their  high  chance 
in  history  and  to  do  the  Big  Thing  in  a 
big  way,  when  they  saw  the  straight  road 
ahead. 

When  I left  New  York  they  were  rais- 
ing their  fifth  great  Victory  Loan,  and 
the  streets  were  draped  in  banners  bear- 
ing the  great  V for  victory  and  for  the 
number  of  the  loan.  Their  sense  of 
drama  was  at  work  again  to  make  this 
enterprise  successful,  and  their  genius  of 
advertisement  was  in  action  to  put  a 
spell  upon  the  people.  The  face  of  a 
farmer  was  on  the  posters  in  many 
streets,  and  that  sturdy  old  fellow  upon 
whose  industry  the  wealth  of  America 
depends  so  much,  because  it  is  founded 
in  the  soil,  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket  and 
said,  “Sure,  we’ll  see  it  through!” 

From  my  brief  visit  one  conviction 
came  to  me.  It  is  that  whatever  line  of 
action  the  American  people  take  in  the 
new  world  that  is  now  being  born  out  of 
the  tumult  of  war,  they  will  see  it 
through,  by  any  sacrifice  and  at  any 
cost 
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MRS.  GRIBBEN  had  been  dead  all 
of  three  weeks,  yet  Mr.  Gribben 
was  still  visiting  her  grave  daily  and 
watering  it  with  his  tears.  This  amazing 
and  uncharacteristic  behavior  on  the 
part  of  Bentville’s  leading  citizen  led  to 
endless  conjecture.  The  more  charitable 
argued  that  perhaps  the  old  skinflint 
had  lavished  all  the  kindness  and  good- 
will which  he  had  withheld  from  man- 
kind in  general  on  the  secluded  invalid 
who  had  been  little  more  than  a name 
in  the  community  for  the  past  ten  years. 
The  more  cynical  insisted  that  any  man 
who  has  to  be  restrained  from  leaping 
into  the  open  grave  of  one  wife  is  pretty 
apt  to  be  standing  at  the  altar  with  an- 
other before  the  year  is  out. 

The  only  person  who  could  have 
thrown  any  light  on  the  situation  was 
Beulah  Jones,  and  Beulah  had  the 
Sphinx  outclassed  in  the  matter  of  reti- 
cence. She  was  a poor  relation  of  the  late 
Mrs.  Gribben ’s,  and  for  many  years  had 
borne  the  domestic  burdens  of  the  farm, 
taken  care  of  the  invalid,  and  served  as 
a sort  of  lightning-rod  that  attracted  all 
the  prying  comments  and  caustic  queries 
directed  at  the  family,  and  conducted 
them  safely  into  oblivion. 

The  mere  sight  of  her  sweeping  snow 
off  the  Gribbens’s  porch  ought  to  have 
been  sufficient  to  discourage  anybody 
from  inquiring  within  about  anything. 
Her  face  and  figure  resembled  a jig-saw 
puzzle  that  has  been  put  together  by  an 
amateur.  A pair  of  non-commital  eyes  of 
slightly  different  size  and  color  stood 
guard  over  a nose  that  was  really  too 
small  to  look  after  itself,  and  farther 
south — to  be  exact,  southwest — on  her 
facial  map  lay  a mouth  that  only  opened 
when  it  had  to,  and  usually  shut  in  some- 
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body’s  face.  In  appearance  and  action 
she  announced  to  the  world  that  she  was 
quite  prepared  to  live  without  it,  and  she 
wished  the  compliment  returned. 

Notwithstanding  these  inhospitable 
signs,  the  strange  lady  in  the  fur  coat, 
struggling  up  the  road  with  a suit-case, 
turned  in  at  the  gate. 

“ Was  I given  the  correct  information 
when  I was  informed  that  this  was  the 
road  to  Bentville?”  she  asked,  fixing 
Beulah  with  a pair  of  deep-set,  melan- 
choly eyes. 

Beulah,  after  due  consideration,  evi- 
dently saw  no  reason  for  denying  the 
fact,  and  nodded  shortly. 

“And  how  much  farther  is  it  to  the 
town?”  questioned  the  stranger,  pressing 
a bangled  hand  to  a chained  bosom. 

“It  might  be  a mile  or  so,”  said 
Beulah. 

The  lady*  cast  her  eyes  upward  as  if 
calling  Heaven  to  witness  her  discom- 
fiture. “A  mile!  Impossible!  I wrote 
the  hotel  to  have  a'  conveyance  at  the 
Junction,  and  nobody  was  there.  1 
shall  have  to  come  in  and  decide  what’s 
the  best  thing  to  do.” 

Now  nobody  in  the  county  would  have 
taken  such  a liberty,  but  the  strange 
lady  swept  majestically  past  Beulah  and 
through  the  open  door. 

“Is  the  lady  of  the  house  at  home?” 
she  asked. 

“I  hope  so,”  said  Beulah.  “She’s  in 
heaven.”  This  remark,  instead  of  giving 
offense,  as  was  intended,  awoke  a lively 
interest. 

“Really!”  said  the  visitor,  taking  her 
seat  on  the  horse-hair  sofa  and  sweeping 
the  comfortable  room  with  an  appraising 
look.  “Very  recent,  1 judge,  from  the 
wreath  over  the  portrait.  An  invalid,  I 
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see,  from  the  wheelchair.  How  sad!  ’‘Whose  name?” 

Left  a husband  and  children,  I 9qpppJ8$’*  “The  name  of  the — jcrson  who  lives 

The  supposition  was  allowed  to  re-  here?” 
mam  suspended  in  mid-air  while  Beulah  Thus  cornered.  Beulah  gave  up  the 
savagely  brushed  up  the  snow  the  secret  as  a miser  part*  with  gold.  For  a 
stranger  had  tracked  in.  moment  she  watched  the  mysterious  %- 

“So  much  skkoess  and  death  all  over  tire  as  it  passed  dowu  to  the  road;  then 
tin*  country*”  continued  the  unwelcome  she  hastened  to  put  up  the  windows  to 
guest,  fingering  the  black-bordered  notes  let  ««t  the  pungent  odor  of  sandalwtiod 
of  ebiHMeuee  that  lay  on  the  table  near  that  filled  the  air.  As  she  moved  about 
her,  ”1  3io|ic,  yOrtrtown  has  not  sidTemi  she  stumbled  over  the  suit.-caf«%  and 
many -4xieh  losses.”  in  picking  it  up  noticed  the  name 

“No  more ’n  it  said  “i?tirelle  ” painted  in  (x>ld  letters  on  the 

Beulah,  end  of  it. 

The  visitor  ohsmo?d her  with  growing  That  evening,  supper,  which  of  late 
disfavor.  ‘I  don’t  suppose  you  have  any  had  been  eaten  amid  encircling  gloom, 
way  of  getting  me  to  town,  or  of  sending  was  enlivened  by  conversation, 
for  a conveyance  to  emue  i'or  me?”  ‘’There  is  to  be  a sea  nee  at  the  hall  tu- 

“NVi,”  suit!  lieu  lab,  firmly.  night  at  eight-fifteen.”  announced  Mr. 

“Then,”  said  the  G ranger,  sighing  GriLbeii,  who  always  -jmke  with ' the 
deeply  and  rising,  “I.  slu»H  he  obliged  to  frightful  solemnity  and  dreadful  actu- 
walk,  1 shall  leave  my  $ni  t-esi.se  here,  huy  of  one  who  is  under  oath, 
and  send  back  for  it.  See  that  tlie  man  “A  spirit  sennet*?'’  asked  Beulah,  m- 
gfets  it  yvlfcn  he  ctnnes.*'  Then,  us  she  credulously. 

started  off  the  peweh,  she  added,  as  an  “ Yes;  Mrs,  Bullock  and  Miss  Wilson 
■afterthought,  "By  the  wav,  what  is  the  saw  this  woman  in  Louisville  and  they 
name?”  claim  die  can  talk  with  the  dead.  She 
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ha*  sent  me  a cypnpUmenf  ary  ticket  for  “A  niost  remurfothle  eyj*?riefJee!'’  he 
tfonfohi.  ami  1 am  going.’'  said,  pulling  up  a chair  hers  ami 

Beulah's  mouth  • opened  and  shut  warniing  his  hands  at  the  store.  “In 
t«w,  hut  she  held  her  counsel.  less  than  five  minutes  after  entering  the 

“The  woman's  name  is  Si'jrelle,”  «m-  hall  I was  .singled  foil  as  the  most 
tinned  Mr,  Grihhen.  “Madame  Bur  ps’yrhre  jjersOH  present.  Before  the  per- 
reUe.  Bite's  a writer  nnd  a speaker  and  fojfouinee  wR#s  oyer  I had  direct  and  ufo 
the  president  of  a srafoty  vailed  The  mistakable  «>mnivuu<yitioa  with  Aunt 
International  Psychic  Becker*.  Mrs.  .Maria  Bltuikenhaker!" 

Uufluf^  rfottfoifol  me  'ty  jutrptffo  of  ifows-  H;$Vli/%as«T.  ft  fri>i»  MarUiafr-.«sfiixl 

paper  pieces  about  her,’  J am  going  to  Beulah. 

see  if  she  can  get  a message  for  me  from  “It  was,*'  he  announced.  - trium- 
Marthk.'**'  -phantly,  “a  message  from  her  through 

Beijfoh  flung  herself  info  the  kitchen  Aunt  Maria.'  Aunt  Maria  said  Martha- 
and  brought-  hack  a plate  of  hot  biscuits.  had  keen  sk*k,  so  long  Indore  she  died 
which  she  presented  at  liis  head  as  if  it  that  she  didn't  feel  up  to  corning  to  a 
had  been  a pistol.  ^-cri[)a!  t^iiripirmt  on.  pufofo  meetiTjg,  hut  would  try  to  come 
her  part  was  w hedty  S)iperfli.idus.  -Every  if  I arranged  a seyiiee ;»t  hotne.” 
twitch  of  her  shoulders  expressed  scorn.  “ That's  funny.”  Beulah  said.  “Atint 
every  curl  of  her  lip  contempt,  for  the  Maria  and  Martha  must  have  made  up 
subject  under  discussion.  in  the  other  world;  they  weren't  speak- 

“ l shall  go  with  art- open  mind,'*  an-  ing  in  this  one.  You  surely  ain’t  fixing 
nowved  Air,  Cmblxen,  Jtfofoiously  hut-  to  have  a private  meeting"’ 
ancing  hi*  fork  on  his  finger  as  if  it  were  “ I sm.  Madam  -SurcHc  is  going  to  try 
the  scales  of  justice.  “If  she  proves  her  to  stay  over  and  give  me  a private 
claims.  I shall  uphold  her.  If  site  proves  seance  here  to-morrow  afternoon.” 
an  impostor.  I shall  ruthlessly  expose  ” Here !”  Ifenhih’s  voice  ri>sc  in  tragic 
her.  She  will  not  be  able  to  fool  me.”  protest.  “Who  is  viunihg?” 

Beulah  watched  him  don  his  widower's  '‘Only  Madam  Bmeilc  and  myself, 
weeds  arid  start  forth  i»  the  hifogy-Tseb  and  of  wnr,st“  1 fohrffl  wfoit'  you  to  he 
hind  old  Kitty  to  .solve  the  problem  of  uroumi  somew  beo/.'' 
immortality.  At  .eleven  o'clock  when  he  “Well,  1 should  !mpe  sot- b, said  Beu-. 

returned  she  Anus  --waiting  up  for  him,  la.fi.  snatching  up  a candle  ivnd  stalk- 
aiiii  she  saw'  at  a glance  that  the  verdict  mg  off  to  bed  without,  s<«  much  as  a good- 

was  in  favor  of  the  spirits.  His  long,  nia!u.” 

srpiiire  Jfacc  with  its  long,  Square  Beard  The  fogsf  afforpooti  Mfi  Gribben 
wore  a look  of  mystified  elation.  drove  Madame  bundle  ot>»  from  town  at 


! 
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the  appointed  hour  and  she  and  Beulah 
met  as  if  for  the  first  time. 

She  was  much  more  imposing  than 
upon  the  former  occasion,  being  swathed 
in  shabby  black  velvet  and  an  unmistak- 
able aura  of  mystery.  On  her  forefinger 
was  a large  green  scarab,  and  on  her 
breast  a silver  swastika.  She  surveyed 
the  world  from  her  deep-set,  tragic  eyes 
from  under  a coil  of  black  hair  that  sadly 
needed  renovating.  Distributing  her 
wraps  impartially  about  the  room,  she 
sighed  deeply,  as  if  it  were  a great  effort 
for  her  to  bring  her  esoteric  mind  to  bear 
upon  mundane  things. 

“And  now,”  she  said,  '‘I  will  ask  you 
for  a small,  light  table.” 

Mr.  Gribben  looked  at  Beulah  and 
Beulah  looked  out  of  the  window. 

“I  think  this  one  will  serve,”  said 
Madame,  languidly  sweeping  the  family 
Bible  and  the  tray  of  condolences  on  to 
the  floor.  “And  I should  like  the  shades 
drawn.  We  must  create  an  atmosphere, 
you  know.  Our  departed  friends  are  sen- 
sitive to  heat  and  light,  but  impervious 
to  noises.  There — that  will  do  nicely, 
thank  you.” 

She  took  her  seat  with  her  back  to  the 
window  and  Mr.  Gribben  sat  facing  her; 
they  both  looked  at  Beulah. 

“Aren’t  you  going  to  join  us,  Mrs. 
Jones?”  asked  Madame  Surelle. 

“ Miss  Jones,”  Beulah  corrected,  with- 
out moving. 

“Beulah,  draw  up  your  chair  to  the 
table,”  commanded  Mr.  Gribben.  “I 
want  you  to  see  for  yourself  the  truth  of 
this  business.” 

Thus  admonished,  Beulah  took  her 
place  between  them,  gingerly  placing 
her  clean,  work-coarsened  hands  on  the 
table  touching  Madame  Surelle’s  shape- 
ly, if  soiled,  ones. 

“ If  there  are  any  spirits  present,”  said 
the  medium,  in  an  invoking  voice,  closing 
her  eyes  and  swaying  slightly,  “will  they 
indicate  it  by  the  usual  method?” 

Now  Madame  Surelle  may  have 
obeyed  the  Biblical  instruction  in  not 
letting  her  left  hand  know  what  her  right 
hand  did,  but  Beulah’s  left  hand  knew. 


She  felt  a distinct  pull  from  those  jew- 
eled fingers  touching  hers,  and,  without 
a moment’s  hesitation,  she  pulled  in  the 
opposite  direction. 

This  too  ample  assistance  seemed  to 
embarrass  the  spirits,  and  after  a few 
feeble  gyrations  on  the  part  of  the  table 
it  became  stationary. 

Madame  Surelle  cleared  her  throat. 
“Perhaps  there  is  some  spirit  present 
who  would  prefer  to  write  a message.  If 
so,  indicate  it  by  rapping.” 

From  below  the  table  came  three  dis  - 
tinct raps. 

Mr.  Gribben  raised  his  bent  head  and 
challenged  Beulah  to  doubt  her  own 
senses.  “This  is  only  the  beginning,”  he 
said.  “You’ll  see!” 

Writing  - material  having  been  pro- 
duced, they  once  more  sat  in  solemn  con- 
clave. Presently  the  pencil  in  Madame 
Surelle’s  fingers  began  to  dance  upon  the 
paper;  it  waltzed  up  one  side  and 
tangoed  down  the  other,  and  in  a final 
transport  flew  out  of  her  hand. 

She  smiled  tolerantly:  “The  spirits 
are  so  playful  at  times.  I have  had  them 
tease  me  like  this  for  half  an  hour. 
Sometimes  if  1 ask  a question  it  calms 
them.  Let  me  see — Will  the  spirits  tell 
us  who  Mr.  Gribben  was  in  a former  re- 
incarnation?” 

The  pencil  twisted  backward,  de- 
scribed a circle,  then  wrote  in  small  let- 
ters, “He  was  a king  in  Babylon,  and 
she  was  his  Christian  slave.” 

“Who  was?”  demanded  Beulah,  off 
her  guard,  and  in  an  instant  the  pencil 
had  flourished  off  the  letters  “y-o-tj.” 

“Don’t  mind  them,”  said  Madame 
Surelle;  “they  are  still  teasing.  Such 
naughty  spirits  to-day.  There  are  little 
vagrants  who  wait  around  to  get  false 
messages  through.  I’ll  ask  my  control 
Amenophis,  to  drive  them  away.” 

The  pencil  promptly  assumed  another 
angle  and  wrote  in  a bold  back  hand, 
“Amenophis  says  to  tell  John  Anthony 
to  take  the  pencil.” 

“Why  that’s  my  name!”  said  Mr. 
Gribben,  excitedly.  “ What  shall  I do?” 

“Just  hold  it  lightly  in  your  hand. 
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thus,  nod  I will  place  mv  fingers  under 
your  wrist  like  this.  Give  your  .other 
hand  to  Mrs.  Jones." 

“ Misn  Jones,11  corrected  Beulah,  with 
a look  of.  fury. 

For  some  time  nothing  happened. 
Then,  oh,  so  slowly,  the  pencil  moved, 
creeping  uncertainly  .over  the  paper  in 
long,  feeble  letters  until  it  had  written 
the  one  word.  “ Martha.” 

‘'Site’s  weak  because  she  htts  (wen 
gone  sucli  a short  time,”  espknmxl 
Madatnt*  Stirelle,  “and,  besides..  the 
.right -of' way  is  always  given  to  the  Mfiirit. 
wl/d  h«s .'  Lpen  there  longest  . My  cdhtrol. 
is  AdtehojdnK  ill,  oue  of  the  Pharaohs, 
yon  remember.  and  yet  he  very  seldom 
keeps  me  waiting.  He  can  get  a message 
through  when,  half  a dozen  others  may 
be  waiting.” 

Mr.  t.ribben  was  divided  between 
amazement  at  his own performance  and 
admiration  for  one  who  could  command 
the  services  of  a Pharaoh.  and  speak  with 
authority  about  the  traffic  laws  of  the 
other  world.  But  ho  had  no  time  to 
dwell  upon  sueh;j(hp)^dfoigitgam  he  felt 
Ilia  hand  gliding  over  the  paper. 


“Jt  says,”  translated  Madame  Surelle, 
H1MartbW your  dear  voice  in 
death  as  shy  heard  it  in  life.'” 

iivomethfng  very  tike  a giggle  escaped 
front  Beulah.  ’ ‘Martha  tirihlien  was 
deaf  for  ten  years  before  she  died,"  she 
said. 

ISVr  firiJvl.itu/s  hand  trembled  on  the 
paper,  then  traveled  hack  slowly  and  put 
a "'no*  " atVi*  the  ' ‘ it . ' 

M.Bi;olahr'  1»  deinamied,  excitedly. 
“Did  you  see  Ho  you  believe  me 

when  1 tell  you  that ..1  did  vot  write  that 
ivordi'" 

; “ I do,"  Hid  Beulah,  with  n significant 
glance  at  Mrs,  hurdle’s  fingers  under  his 
Wfi-t . 

Madam  '•*  tsimdle  mode  an  imm*calice. 
motion  for  silence.  “ Ameimphis  wishes 
to  write.  I can  always  feel  his  presence. 
Give  me  the  pencil." 

Hie  cldsed  her  eyes,  drew  a deep 
limit  li,  and  ■fipparcutly  surrendeml  her- 
self to.  tin.*  departed  Bharaoh.  For  ten 
minutes  her  hand  dashed  across  the 
paper  with  lightning .speed,  covering 
sheet  after  slteet  With  hold*  back -handed 
whiting.  Then  she  ga  ve  a sigh  of  ex- 
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haustion  and  the  pencil  fell  froni  her  Mr.  Gribben  and  Beulah  exchanged 
hand,  glances  of  profound  bewiidermeiP , then 

“Take  i.L  aud  read  it,”  she  said*  they  looked  at.  tire  medium,  wko  still  sat 
wteajjdy » to  M r*.  Oribbeiii  1 ‘ IE*  «D  fear  wi th  head  hark  a nd  dosed  eyes  as  rf  her 
yon.  I haw  r»o  idea  what  it  says.'*  recent  round  with  Pharaoh  had  been  a. 

Mre  Giriblwn  reverently  collectgdthe  bit  to©  much  for  her.  Even  Beulah's  face 
Scattered  sheets  and,  putting  up  a shades  expressed  credulity.  It.  was  evidently 
read  aloud;  harder  for  her:  In  believe  that  Madame 

? Sy.'*  ..  • ..  - Xiy  •••_,  • chirelle  s fuzzy  brain  had 

■evolved  such  a message  than 
to  l».*lieve  it  came  from  au- 

lum  earnestly.  ”liow  con 
• ...  you  doubt?  To  whom  did 

the  first  message  come  last 
night?  Who  else  in  Bent  ville 
has  been  aide  to-  do  automa- 
tic writing  ? J tell  you,  you 
i’,  to  yonr  • finger 
ihlieti  looked  at;  the  alidve- 


Fiip,\i  ebhjnu  nie  lmoa  arte  wvfenen  mu, 
GIMUIXN  IIRW'  flWKVMC  t.VTO  llEB  COM' 


It  is  owlsdued Idlest  ypil  should  fcfiott  that 


during  ; yiwr  W'uktua  h<vn*s  ?vtU'  tunelinn 
Uirungh  ygiir  kstod  hotly  plu^odf  phydenl 
tasty,  the  \HWir  taiug  :suw*iiudisl  and  iu- 


t^rpeoelr.drf  by  the  matter  «if  the  fnrriier. 
When  ty*:ni  fall  a«'l*'*v}>  Lhc  de/ise  bed  y ds  left 
behind.  Vpu.  then  /Unetinij  through ;.yr»uSr 
fwtmttidd?; iyl»  live  ^ ti*sds  ia ^»y]tat;tlv<‘rni«i^,ll«‘*l 
‘deaif  niit*  also  doing.  The  Ivtue  »r<d  the 
dead  are  tlteneipiv  P>giffhw  again,  If  you 
wwh  ip  svtmnttme  yhitrr  \k'-‘w  departed, 
yen  1*110  do  m through  a-itral  ew|*ipdences., 
popularly  known  as  dreams.” 
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What  month?  March!  The  third  month. 
Your  name,  James  Gribben,  twelve  let- 
ters, multiple  of  three.  As  I suspected, 
you  are  a perfect  three.” 

Mr.  Gribben  looked  pleased.  He 
hadn’t  the  slightest  idea  what  it  was  all 
about,  but  to  be  a perfect  anything  flat- 
tered his  vanity. 

“Do  you  mean  that’s  my  lucky  num- 
ber?” he  asked. 

“Far  more  than  that,”  said  Madame 
Surelle.  “It  is  your  destiny.  A little 
observation  will  prove  to  you  that  the 
figure  three  controls  all  you  do.  I knew 
you  were  either  a perfect  three  or  a per- 
fect seven  when  I saw  your  face  in  the 
audience  last  night.  Once  having  seen  it, 
I could  see  nothing  else.” 

Beulah  put  up  the  other  shade  and 
began  to  straighten  the  furniture,  but 
Madame  Surelle  still  leaned  on  her  el- 
bows and  gazed  into  Mr.  Gribben’s 
eyes. 

“You  must  not  falter  on  the  very 
threshold  of  achievement,”  she  urged. 
“You  must  practise  automatic  writing 
every  night  and  send  us  the  results,  how- 
ever unintelligible  they  appear  to  you. 
The  spirits  are  fond  of  writing  in  strange 
tongues;  they  sometimes  write  back- 
ward, or  upside  down.  Our  experts  will 
interpret  these  messages  for  a small  sum, 
and  you  will  be  surprised  often  at  the 
results.  1 beseech  you  not  to  listen  to 
any  discouragement  in  your  investiga- 
tion of  this  mighty  truth.  It  is  a debt 
you  owe  to  science.  You  will  promise  me 
to  persevere?” 

Mr.  Gribben  yielded  to  the  spell  of 
those  pale,  insistent  eyes  and  promised. 
He  also  bought  a copy  of  The  Mystic 
Veil,  at  a price  that  sent  Beulah  into  the 
kitchen  in  a towering  rage. 

From  behind  the  door  she  watched 
Mr.  Gribben  help  Madame  into  her 
coat;  from  the  window  she  saw  him  as- 
sist her  gallantly  into  the  buggy,  and 
then  jump  in  beside  her  and  gather  up 
the  reins. 

“I’ve  seen  folks  before  get  spry  off  of 
spirits,”  she  observed,  sarcastically,  as 
she  gathered  up  the  sage  counsels  of 


Amenophis  HI  and  shoved  them  into  the 
stove. 

From  that  time  on  Mr.  Gribben  was 
firmly  committed  to  spiritualism.  Once 
a thing  received  his  sanction  it  became 
sacred  to  him.  There  was  never  a twi- 
light-time of  misgiving  in  his  mind;  it 
was  either  day  or  night.  A thing  was 
either  so  or  it  was  not  so,  and  he  always 
knew  without  a shadow  of  misgiving 
which  it  was.  When  Beulah  offered  a few 
caustic  comments  he  promptly  put  her 
in  her  place,  in  that  mental  limbo  to 
which  he  invariably  relegated  feminine 
intellects. 

“This  is  something  you  know  nothing 
whatever  about,”  he  told  her.  “If  you 
are  not  willing  to  help  me  in  my  experi- 
ments, I will  find  somebody  who  is.” 

Thereupon  Beulah,  who  had  long  ago 
discovered  that  non-resistance  was  her 
deadliest  weapon,  held  her  own  counsel 
and  obediently  assisted  at  the  nightly 
sittings. 

Notwithstanding  the  fact  that  Mr. 
Gribben  was  much  more  interested  in 
experimenting  than  in  theorizing,  he 
made  valiant  efforts  to  rend  The  Mystic 
Veil . Every  night  he  required  Beulah 
to  read  it  to  him,  and  even  when  he 
nodded  at  his  post,  she  kept  doggedly  on, 
familiarizing  herself  with  every  phase  of 
spiritual  communication.  After  the  read- 
ing he  would  sit  for  hours,  waiting  for  the 
table  to  move.  This  happened  seldom. 

To  be  sure,  it  sometimes  rose  languidly 
on  two  legs,  and  on  one  memorable  occa- 
sion it  stood  on  one.  But  for  the  most 
part  it  performed  its  spiritualistic  duties 
in  a perfunctoiy  way  that  showed  plainly 
its  heart  was  not  in  its  work. 

Things  would  have  been  discouraging 
indeed  had  it  not  been  for  the  automatic 
writing.  From  the  first  night  the  pencil 
in  Mr.  Gribben’s  hand  wandered  oblig- 
ingly over  the  paper,  making  feeble 
hieroglyphics  which  he  duly  forwarded 
to  the  Society  of  Psychic  Seekers.  A 
tremendous  impetus  was  given  to  his 
enthusiasm  when  he  received  his  first  re- 
port and  found  that  he  had  written  a 
message  in  Coptic!  The  translation  read : 
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My  strength  grows  with  wA  sBmmuns  to  moved  ftn, M aitd  neither  he  .Etat*. she  could 
the  earth  world,  Spnfi  1 mil  ji^ja  thee  in  the  reatj  a vvord  of  it,  -she,  put  forth  it  firm 
iwiral  !mly.  hand  and  hud  it  on  Mr,  Gn!>hcn\>  wrist. 

Beulah studied  the  |*a|)et^ei}jtieail!v.  try  doing  What  she did,**  sh* 

“Haw  do  you  stippost  Martha  knew  said, tentatively- 

how  to  write  thaif^igitjan^oage? “ she  " Why,  I ntnw  t honghi  <>f  f-hfaii**  wn* 

asked.  leased  Mr.  (Jribber.,  pleased  at  this  first 

“The  same  way  l didf’  retorted  Mr.  evidence  .of  ^yhipatitetie  interest  on  her 
Griblxm.  “It's  a oiiraek’  1 eon  do  tiny-  part.  “Must  put  your  two  fingers  under 
thing,  with  yon  thtt)W,ih#d^Id',wat^F  -»t  '-  ^^09% 

every  turn.  I wander  when  Madame  •;  Fat  a HioiueHt  they  sat,  immovable; 
Sureile  is  coming  back  tins  way.  IVe  a then  fhe  }>eiuai  fegun  to  move,  slowly 
notion  to  write  a nd  auk  her..”  but  with  precision,  in  even  lines  from  the 

Beulah  f&m.  him  a sHvafthath  of  appre-  right  sidg  of,  the  p&jie*  to  the  left,  until 
(tension.  The  next  day  she  began  a little  the  sheet  was  covered, 
psychic  research  on  her  own  behalf.  Mr.  Griblten  si  tidied ' the  result  exirer 

A few  nights  later,  ns  they  again  sat  fully.  “It  don’t  f-jwll  a thing,  but  it 
facing  each  other  across  the  small  fable,  looks  like  it  ought  to,  I’m  going  to  semi 
nothing  shod  of  Omniscience  could  l.tayg  It  on  to  the  society  first  thing  to-mor- 
divined  what  was  going  bii  behind  her  Tim.  Nnnrth log  will  come  ofthisj  you’lt 
placid  features.  -.Kp"  ihetoeries  •«*!  • tildes  sew.**’ 

past  or  hopes  of  times  fti  Wm? lilt Up  SnM-Ottdt  ndhcfciwittltf  for  the 

leaden  eyes.  But  when  Mr.  Gribben ■:$  next  week  she  watched  the  nmil-box 
“moving  fingers  writ,  and  having  writ,  with  unusual  interest,  and  when  the 
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rural-delivery  postman  left  a letter  ad- 
dressed to  Mr.  Gribben  she  promptly 
opened  it,  read  the  contents,  and,  re- 
gumming the  envelope,  put  it  back  in 
the  box. 

“What  did  I tell  you?”  asked  Mr. 
Gribben,  triumphantly,  that  night  at 
supper.  “The  society  reports  that  that 
message  was  a first-class  specimen  of 
mirror  writing.  It  says  all  I got  to  do  is 
to  hold  it  up  before  a looking-glass  and 
I can  read  it  for  myself.  They  want  to 
write  me  up  for  their  paper  and  put  my 
photograph  in.  They  say  they  haven’t 
had  such  a remarkable  case  in  years.  I 
told  you  it  was  something  remarkable 
when  I wrote  it.” 

“What  does  it  say?”  asked  Beulah, 
peering  over  his  shoulder  as  he  held  the- 
paper  before  the  mirror.  * 

“Well,  that  first  word  is  ‘Martha, 
plain  as  day,  and  the  next  one — Here! 
Lemme  see — ” He  adjusted  his  specta- 
cles and  proceeded  with  some  difficulty: 
“ ‘ Martha  — don’t  — need  — a — noth- 
er — medium.  She  will  write — to  you — 
direct.  She  says — for  you — to  have — 
the  house  painted.’” 

Mr.  Gribben’s  jaw  dropped  with  as- 
tonishment. “ Did  you  ever  see  anything 
to  beat  that?  It  might  have  been 
Martha  in  the  flesh  speaking  those 
words.  You  know  there  ain’t  any  use 
denying  the  fact  that  Martha  was  a 
jealous-feeling  woman.  It  was  exactly 
like  her  to  get  nervous  about  that 
Madame  Surelle.” 

Beulah  took  the  paper  and  studied  it 
before  the  glass.  “It  ain’t  a bit  like  her 
handwriting,”  she  objected. 

“Well,  do  you  reckon  you  could  write 
natural  if  you  was  doing  it  upside  down 
and  hindside  front?  You  wouldn’t  be- 
lieve your  eyes  if  you  was  to  see  her  hand 
on  the  paper.  1 wish  I never  had  to  talk 
to  you  about  these  things !” 

But,  greatly  as  he  objected  to  Beu- 
lah’s skepticism,  he  had  to  depend  upon 
her  for  co-operation.  Together  they 
established  a communication  with  the 
departed  Martha  that  revolutionized  the 
entire  household.  A deep  concern  for 
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domestic  affairs  wholly  lacking  to  her  in 
life  seemed  to  possess  Martha  in  the 
spirit  world.  She  insisted  on  the  house 
being  painted,  on  the  fences  being 
mended;  she  even  concerned  her  astral 
mind  with  old  Kitty  and  the  decrepit 
buggy. 

“But  you  surely  ain’t  going  to  do 
everything  she  tells  you!”  protested 
Beulah. 

“I  am,”  said  Mr.  Gribben.  “There’s 
no  living  woman  whose  advice  I’d  give 
a copper  cent  for,  but  when  one  comes 
back  from  the  dead  and  tells  me  that  if 
I don’t  spend  my  money  while  I am 
living  that  Tom  Gribben’s  children  are 
going  to  squander  it  in  riotous  living 
when  I’m  dead,  why,  I listen  to  her. 
What  do  you  reckon  it  will  cost  to  paint 
the  house?” 

The  next  few  months  were  so  much 
taken  up  in  carrying  out  Martha’s  nu-  * 
merous  suggestions  that  there  was  little 
time  left  for  further  investigations. 
Beulah  indulged  in  a perfect  orgy  of 
house-cleaning.  Shehadneverbeforehad 
a free  hand  in  this  supreme  event  of  the 
year,  and  she  made  the  most  of  her  op- 
portunity. The  farm-house  blossomed 
with  the  fruit-trees,  and  even  Mr.  Grib- 
ben showed  signs  of  second  blooming. 

He  bought  a new  suit,  and  had  his  beard 
trimmed,  and  even  made  dark  inquiries 
concerning  sage  tea. 

“I’m  thinking  something  of  going 
over  to  Claytown  to  camp-meeting  this 
spring,”  he  confided  to  Beulah. 

“ Mrs.  Bullock  and  Miss  Wilson  asked 
me  if  you  was  setting  out,”  Beulah  re- 
plied, meekly. 

Now  Mr.  Gribben,  like  most  crusty, 
domineering  men,  was  very  sensitive  to 
criticism,  and  this  remark  had  the  de- 
sired effect  of  driving  him  back  to  the 
cemetery  and  the  stances.  Following  a 
suggestion  in  The  Mystic  Veil,  he  bought 
a double  slate  and,  tying  it  securely  with 
a knot  of  his  own  invention,  put  it  in  the 
table-drawer.  Two  nights  later  he  un- 
tied the  string  and  opened  the  slate.  In 
the  middle  appeared  the  following  let- 
ters: 
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BAGUSIRTVCNE 

REBUOEAVUCDLVNADZH 

LRMANY 

ROCRTLAIOBCTDEHNUEV 

ZS 

“It’s  in  cipher!”  cried  Mr.  Gribben, 
excitedly.  “Get  The  Magic  Veil  and  see 
what  it  says  about  ciphers.” 

Beulah  obediently  brought  out  the 
large  volume  and  turned  to  the  chapter 
and  read: 

“It  is  a favorite  device  of  the  spirits  to 
hide  a message  in  a jumble  of  letters.  The 
key  to  this  is  to  be  found  in  a magic  number 
that  unlocks  the  mystery.  Try  odd  numbers 
first,  as,  for  instance,  every  third  letter,  or 
fifth  letter,  or  seventh.” 

“Let  us  try  three,”  suggested  Mr. 
Gribben.  “She  said  I was  a Perfect 
Three.  Put  ’em  down  while  I call  out.” 
• Together  they  counted  out  the  third 
letters  and  there  lay  the  message  re- 
vealed: 

baGus/rtF  cn  E 
reBuoEaxUcdLvnAdzH 

lr  Af  an  Y 

roCrtLaiObcTdeRnuEvz/S 

Mr.  Gribben  uttered  an  exclamation  of 
almost  profane  amazement.  “I  don’t 
know  which  to  be  the  most  surprised 
at,”  he  said,  “that  the  spirits  could 
untie  that  knot,  or  that  Martha  could 
work  out  all  that  letter  business!  It  is 
the  most  astounding  thing  I ever  wit- 
nessed!” 

The  next  day  he  handed  over  to  Beu- 
lah the  key  to  Martha’s  wardrobe,  and 
also  a box  containing  her  cameo  pin  and 
camel’s-hair  shawl.  “They  were  hers  to 
give  away  in  life,  and  they  are  hers  to 
give  away  in  death,”  he  declared,  mag- 
nanimously. 

After  that  Beulah  blossomed  with  the 
rest.  She  had  fallen  heir,  not  only  to 
Martha’s  clothes,  but  to  all  her  personal 
possessions,  among  which  was  an  elabo- 
rate brown  coiffure  known  as  a trans- 
formation. That  it  justified  its  name  was 
demonstrated  on  Beulah’s  first  Sunday 
in  her  new  apparel. 


“ I never  would  have  known  you !”  Mr. 
Gribben  declared,  “The  clothes  look 
familiar,  of  course,  but  you  look  dif- 
ferent. What  have  you  done  to  your- 
self?” 

“Just  what  every  other  woman  does,” 
said  Beulah. 

So  impressed  was  he  by  her  improved 
appearance  that  he  offered  to  take  her 
to  church  with  him. 

“No,”  said  Beulah,  firmly,  “I  can’t 
afford  to  take  any  risks.  I shouldn’t  be 
surprised  if  people  was  talking  already.” 

“About  us?”  asked  Mr.  Gribben, 
aghast. 

Beulah  nodded.  “I  been  thinking 
that  maybe  I ought  to  be  going  on  back 
to  Locust,  though  land  knows  I’d  hate 
to.” 

“That’s  not  to  be  thought  of!”  cried 
Mr.  Gribben,  in  instant  alarm.  “Why, 
who  do  you  suppose  I’d  ever  get  to  look 
after  the  farm  the  way  you  do?” 

“Well,  a unmarried  person  can’t  take 
no  risks,”  said  Beulah. 

The  matter  evidently  weighed  upon 
Mr.  Gribben,  and  his  anxiety  deepened 
as  Beulah’s  hints  of  departure  recurred 
at  shorter  intervals.  He  worked  himself 
into  quite  a perturbed  state  about  it, 
and  even  sank  to  picturing  his  forlorn 
condition  in  case  she  left  him. 

“1  am  going  to  see  if  I can’t  get  some 
advice  from  Martha,”  he  said  one  day 
at  noon.  “You  have  supper  early  and 
we’ll  call  up  the  spirits.” 

That  night  they  sat  for  a long  time  at 
the  little  table,  waiting  for  some  response 
from  the  unpunctual  Martha.  Mr. 
Gribben ’s  hand  wandered  over  the  paper 
in  meaningless  hieroglyphics  until  he 
grew  impatient. 

“ I get  sick  of  all  this  Coptic !”  he  said. 
“I  wish  it  would  go  on  and  write  Eng- 
lish. You  put  your  fingers  under  my 
wrist;  that  sort  of  concentrates  things.” 

Beulah  did  as  she  was  bidden,  and 
straightway  the  pencil  wrote: 

See  Isaiah,  62  : 4. 

, Mr.  Gribben  reached  for  the  Bible, 
and,  turning  to  the  passage,  read : 
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“Thou  shalt  no  more  be  termed  Forsaken; 
neither  shall  thy  land  any  more  be  termed 
Desolate : but  thou  shalt  be  called  Hephzibah, 
and  thy  land  Beulah:  for  the  Lord  delighteth 
in  thee,  and  thy  land  shall  be  married.” 

Mr.  Gribben  closed  the  book  and 
looked  at  Beulah.  “Thy  land  shall  be 
called  Beulah,  and  thy  land  shall  be 
married,”  he  repeated,  slowly.  “Surely 
you  ain’t  thinking  of  getting  married, 
Beulah  Jones?” 

“ Why  not  ?”  said  Beulah,  with  a toss  of 
the  late  Mrs.  Gribben’s  transformation. 

The  rest  of  the  evening  Mr.  Gribben 
appeared  lost  in  abstraction;  from  time 
to  time  he  cast  surreptitious  glances  at 
Beulah  as  she  moved  about  the  dining- 


room, and  once  he  got  out  the  Bible  and 
reread  the  passage  in  Isaiah. 

“Beulah!”  he  broke  forth,  at  last,  “I 
don’t  know  what  on  earth  we  been  think- 
ing about  all  this  time.  It’s  just  come 
to  me  what  Martha  means.  She  wants 
you  and  me  to  get  married  and  go  on 
living  here  just  like  we  are.  It’s  as  plain 
as  the  nose  on  your  face,  and  yet  I never 
saw  it  till  this  minute.  Talk  about  your 
spirit  control!  Why,  if  ever  a man  was 
led  into  a thing,  I was  led  into  this !” 

And  Beulah  looked  at  him  and  smiled 
one  of  her  rare  smiles  which  somehow 
reconciled  all  those  misfit  features,  but, 
according  to  her  custom,  she  said 
nothing. 


“I  KNOW  THE  STARS’’ 

BY  SARA  TEASDALE 

1KNOW  the  stars  by  their  names, 
Aldebaran,  Altair, 

And  I know  the  path  they  take 
Up  heaven’s  broad  blue  stair. 

I know  the  ways  of  the  woods 
And  where  the  first  flowers  grow, 
Hepatica,  under  red-tipped  leaves, 
Anemone,  frail  as  snow. 

I know  the  secrets  of  men 
By  the  look  of  their  eyes — 

The  gray  secrets,  the  strange  secrets 
Have  made  me  sad  and  wise. 

But  your  eyes  are  dark  to  me, 

Though  they  seem  to  call  and  call — 
I cannot  tell  if  you  love  me 
Or  do  not  love  me  at  all. 

I know  many  things, 

But  the  years  come  and  go — 

1 shall  die  not  knowing 
The  thing  I long  to  know. 
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I— DAMASCUS— AND  THE  FLIGHT  THAT  FAILED 
BY  CAPTAIN  ALAN  BOTT,  N.  C.,  R.  A.  F. 


NAZARETH  and  Damascus  are 
wonderful  names;  and  apart  from 
historical  values  each,  with  the  country 
around  it,  stands  for  exceptional 
beauty.  A journey  from  Nazareth  to 
Damascus,  therefore,  gives  “of  the  most 
finest  pleasure,”  as  the  Greek  guard  of  a 
Turkish  train  assured  us  in  his  “ most 
finest  ” English.  But  if  you  wish  to  see 
Syria  at  its  best,  travel  otherwise  than 
as  a prisoner  of  war,  sitting  in  a dirty 
cattle-truck  and  surrounded  by  Turkish 
guards,  whose  natural  odor  gives  by  no 
means  of  the  most  finest  pleasure. 

Such  were  the  conditions  under  which 
we — four  Australian  officers  and  I — 
came  to  Damascus.  All  the  way  from 
Nazareth  we  were  guarded  as  closely 
as  a secret  meeting  of  the  Peace  Con- 
ference. Only  three  weeks  earlier  a 
British  officer  had  escaped  from  Afuleh, 
and  walked  forty  miles  before  he  was 
recaptured;  so  that  in  our  case  more 
than  ordinary  precautions  were  taken. 

We  drove  down  the  steep  hill  from 
Nazareth  in  three  rickety  carts.  Each 
of  the  first  two  contained  a pair  of  pris- 
oners, and  a pair  of  guards  with  loaded 
rifles  and  fixed  bayonets;  but  H.,  whose 
giant  height  and  strength  the  Turks  re- 
spected, had  a cart  and  two  guards  all 
to  himself.  At  Afuleh  we  sat  until  night- 
fall in  a mud  hut,  with  the  local  popula- 
tion gazing  and  chattering  through  the 
open  door,  as  if  we  had  been  strange 
animals. 

We  welcomed  the  change  to  a covered 
cattle-truck  on  the  railway,  away  from 
prying  Turks  and  Arabs.  In  this  truck, 
with  coats  serving  as  pillows,  we  lay  on 
the  filthy  floor  throughout  the  night. 


while  the  train  jolted  eastward  over  the 
badly  kept  track.  Whenever  I looked 
at  the  half-open  shutter  I met  the  eyes 
of  a guard  whose  business  it  was  to  pre- 
vent us  from  jumping  into  the  darkness. 

The  next  day  we  passed  in  playing 
cards,  in  looking  at  the  wild  hill  country  . 
of  Samaria,  and,  by  juggling  with  the  few 
French  words  he  could  understand,  in 
trying  to  tell  the  Arab  officer  in  charge 
of  us  just  how  contented  were  the  Arab 
population  in  those  parts  of  Palestine 
and  Mesopotamia  occupied  by  the  Brit- 
ish. This  man,  like  most  of  the  Syrian 
Arabs,  showed  himself  anxious  to  help 
us.  He  gave  us  bread  and  hard-boiled 
eggs  bought  with  his  own  money,  and 
absolutely  refused  to  take  payment.  As 
always,  no  food  had  been,  provided  by 
the  military  authorities. 

So  we  jogged  on,  with  many  a halt, 
across  the  Jordan  and  round  and  up  the 
steep,  winding  tracks  in  the  hill  country 
beyond  it.  We  stopped  for  an  hour  at 
Deraa,  where  a Turkish  doctor  with 
pleasant  manners  and  a dirty  hypoder- 
mic-needle visited  the  truck.  Having 
assured  us  that  cholera  was  very  preva- 
lent in  the  British  army,  he  proceeded  to 
inoculate  us,  so  that  we  might  have  no 
chance  of  taking  the  disease  to  Damas- 
cus. As  a matter  of  fact,  the  British 
army  in  Palestine  was  entirely  free  from 
cholera;  while  Damascus,  as  we  after- 
ward learned,  was  full  of  it.  Fortunately, 
nothing  worse  than  sore  chests  resulted 
from  the  use  of  his  rusty,  unsterilized 
needle. 

Then,  just  before  sunset,  we  rounded 
a bend  at  the  bottom  of  a hill  and  came 
upon  Damascus;  and,  forgetful  of  cap- 
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tivity  and  cattle-trucks  and  guards  and 
their  attendant  smells,  I held  my  breath 
lor  the  beauty  of  it.  Away  to  the  north 
stretched  a belt  of  grainland,  in  vivid 
browns  and  greens.  Beyond  was  a 
wooded  area,  reaching  to  the  lower 
slopes  of  the  mountain  range  that  ex- 
tends from  Lebanon  to  Damascus. 
Down  the  lower  slopes  of  the  most 
easterly  mountain  flow  the  sources  of 
Pharpar  and  Abana,  the  twin  rivers. 
The  streams  twist  downward  until  they 
lose  themselves  in  a detached  part  of  the 
old  town,  perched  several  hundred  feet 
above  the  rest  of  the  city.  Farther  below 
is  Damascus  itself — a maze  of  flat  build- 
ings, squat  mosques,  and  minaret  spires, 
all  in  a uniform  gray-white,  as  if  sprin- 
kled with  the  powder  of  time.  The  gray 
was  now  smudged  with  faint  rose  by 
the  sinking  sunlight.  Eastward  and 
southeastward  stretches  the  great  desert 
that  leads  to  the  sites  of  Babylon  and 
Nineveh,  to  Bagdad,  to  Persia,  to  the 
beginnings  of  human  history. 

In  Damascus,  as  I knew  from  intelli- 
gence officers  of  the  Palestine  army, 
were  many  friends  of  the  British.  Nearly 
all  the  population,  in  fact,  was  anti- 
Turk  and  anti-German.  Could  we  make 
use  of  these  sentiments  in  planning 
an  escape?  What  experiences  and  ad- 
ventures awaited  us  in  this  oldest  city 
of  the  world,  that  was  famous  in  the  days 
of  Abraham,  very  famous  in  the  days  of 
Haroun-al-Rashid,  and  still  famous  in 
the  days  of  Woodrow  Wilson? 

The  first  few  of  these  experiences  were 
by  no  means  pleasant.  Surrounded  by 
the  gleaming  bayonets  and  eyes  of  the 
guards,  who  were  clearly  anxious  lest  we 
should  disappear  with  the  fading  light, 
we  were  hustled  from  the  railway  to  the 
police  station  and  locked  in  a tiny  room 
for  four  hours.  Finally,  just  before  mid- 
night, the  police  led  us  to  Baranki 
barracks,  a large  building  used  as  a 
prison  for  military  criminals.  Tired, 
hungry,  and  disconsolate,  we  fell  asleep 
on  the  bare  bedsteads  of  the  room  as- 
signed to  us. 

But  not  for  long.  It  must  have  been 
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about  two  hours  later  when  I awoke, 
tingling  all  over  and  vaguely  uncom- 
fortable. To  my  surprise,  I saw  that  C. 
was  standing  by  his  bed  and,  by  the 
light  of  a candle,  was  stabbing  at  it.  M. 
sat  up  suddenly,  scratched  himself,  and 
swore  softly  in  a series  of  magnificent 
Australian  oaths.  R.,  who  had  not  un- 
dressed, still  slumbered.  Ouch!  More 
sharp  stingings  came  from  my  legs  and 
arms.  Bugs,  and  swarms  of  them! 

In  the  prison  at  Nazareth  I had  lived 
with  scores  of  the  little  red  brutes  so 
common  in  the  Near  East;  but  here 
there  were  hundreds.  They  were  crawl- 
ing down  the  wall,  falling  on  the  floor, 
and  biting  every  bit  of  flesh  left  exposed. 

I lit  a candle  and  found  dozens  on  my  bed. 
Lying  on  the  floor  was  as  impossible  as 
lying  on  the  mattress.  I went  to  the 
window  and  looked  into  the  night,  think- 
ing of  the  one  matter  that  interested 
me  in  those  days — escape. 

Across  the  road  was  a large  camp, 
bordered  on  the  left  by  a meadow  and  on 
the  right  by  one  of  the  seven  streams  of 
Damascus.  Straight  ahead,  weirdly 
colossal  in  the  moonlight,  were  two  great 
mountains.  Beyond  them,  I knew,  the 
great  desert  stretched  through  hundreds 
of  miles  to  Mesopotamia,  I was  aware 
just  how  far  the  British  Mesopotamian 
army  had  arrived  on  the  way  from 
Bagdad  to  Samarrah;  but,  even  if  we 
were  lucky  enough  to  find  a guide  who 
could  smuggle  us  into  an  eastward- 
moving  caravan,  it  would  be  almost  im- 
possible to  make  a detour  around  the 
Turkish  army;  and  in  any  case  we  should 
be  dependent  on  the  help  of  Kurds  or 
Mesopotamian  Arabs,  who  are  much  less 
estimable  than  the  Arabs  of  Syria  and 
Arabia.  No,  that  plan  was  not  feasible. 

I considered  the  suggestion  of  C. — 
that  we  should  make  our  way  to  the 
coast,  hiding  in  the  daytime  and  walk- 
ing only  at  nights;  and  then,  arrived  at 
Acre  or  Tyre,  or  some  such  seaport, 
commandeer  a sailing-boat  and  make 
for  Cyprus  or  Jaffa.  For  this  plan,  also, 
the  difficulties  would  be  many  and  seri- 
ous. To  prevent  espionage  and  deser- 
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tion  the  Turks  had  laid  all  Syrian 
fishing-craft  on  the  beaches,  with  holes 
knocked  in  their  sides,  so  that  they  might 
not  be  floated.  This  I had  noticed  at 
Haifa,  when  taken  there  for  a day’s 
outing  by  German  aviators.  To  be  sure, 
a certain  number  of  boats  were  kept  for 
officers  and  officials  to  go  fishing  in, 
but  these  would  be  well  guarded,  and, 
even  if  we  managed  to  steal  one  of  them, 
it  would  have  to  be  towed  into  deep 
water  by  swimmers,  which  was  scarcely 
practicable  in  the  darkness.  In  any  case, 
a walk  to  the  coast  from  Damascus  must 
cover  many  nights.  A guide  would 
be  essential,  as  otherwise  we  could  not 
buy  bread  on  the  journey,  since  none  of 
us  spoke  Arabic.  And  a guide  would  cost 
a deal  of  money,  of  which  we  had  little. 

My  scheme  of  getting  into  touch  with 
the  secret  caravans  by  means  of  which 
Arabs  and  Armenians  were  slipping 
southward,  from  Damascus  to  Akaba, 
still  seemed  the  best.  But  here,  again, 
money  would  be  needed,  besides  a reli- 
able intermediary.  Money  we  might 
obtain  by  smuggling  a letter  to  the 
Spanish  consul,  who  had  charge  of  Brit- 
ish interests  in  Damascus.  As  for  an 
intermediary,  we  should  have  to  trust 
the  gods  to  give  us  one  from  among  the 
guards.  Whatever  we  did  would  have  to 
be  done  quickly,  for  we  should  not  be 
long  in  Damascus.  By  the  time  I had 
reached  this  conclusion  I was  tired 
enough  to  fall  asleep  despite  the  bugs. 

The  morning  toilet  included  a cere- 
mony that  every  prisoner  in  Turkey 
found  it  necessary  to  perform  after 
traveling  on  the  railway — a careful  hunt 
for  lice  in  our  clothes.  The  search  was 
very  productive,  and  led  to  talk  of  the 
plague  of  typhus  which  was  being  spread 
all  over  Turkey  by  these  vermin. 

For  the  rest  of  the  morning  all  that 
happened  was  a short  visit  from  the 
commandant.  By  now,  having  eaten 
nothing  for  twenty-four  hours,  we  were 
irritable  with  hunger.  I made  known 
this  fact  to  the  commandant,  who  prom- 
ised that  we  should  feed  at  midday. 
With  him  came  a little  interpreter,  with 


bent  shoulders,  a greasy  face,  and  a fan- 
tastically long  nose.  Here,  I thought,  is 
a possible  intermediary.  I asked  him 
to  return  later.  During  the  afternoon 
he  entered  softly  and  announced: 

“I  am  George,  interpreter  of  English. 
I am  friend  of  English,  honest  to  God.” 

George  was  a native  of  Beirut,  half 
Syrian,  part  Greek,  part  Jew,  and  wholly 
scoundrel.  I will  not  mention  his  family 
name,  in  case  this  should  be  read  by  some 
Syrian  who  knows  him;  and  I bear  the 
little  brute  no  malice.  Were  I writing 
fiction  I should  call  George  a Syro- 
Phenician,  which  is  an  impressive  term, 
but  means  nothing;  but  as  he  really 
happened  I can  only  describe  him  as  a 
Levantine  mongrel.  Some  time  or  other 
in  his  checkered  life  he  spent  three 
months  in  America,  where  he  learned  to 
say  “Honest  to  God”  quite  well,  and  to 
speak  a queer  jargon  of  English  quite 
badly.  By  reason  of  this  accomplishment 
he  became  interpreter  of  English  at 
Baranki  barracks.  However,  since  he 
spoke  French  much  better  than  he  tried 
to  speak  English,  conversation  with  him 
was  possible.  He  had  the  Levantine 
habit  of  using  mon  cher  in  every  other 
sentence  when  talking  French;  and  this 
he  applied  to  his  English  by  saying  “my 
dear”  on  the  least  provocation.  M., 
who  could  speak  no  French,  asked  him 
to  smuggle  a letter  to  the  Spanish  consul. 

“ My  dear,”  he  replied,  “ I take  it  with 
lots  of  happiness.  My  officer  shall  not 
know  the  letter,  I guess.” 

The  Spanish  consul  replied  by  return, 
and  next  day  we  were  each  presented 
with  twenty  Turkish  pounds — about 
sixty  dollars  at  the  then  rate  of  exchange. 
This  rather  annoyed  the  Turkish  com- 
mandant, who  had  himself  given  each  of 
us  seven  Turkish  pounds,  being  our  first 
month’s  pay  as  captive  officers. 

With  four  hundred  dollars  between  us 
we  were  now  in  a much  better  position 
to  prepare  a scheme  of  escape.  I decided 
to  plumb  the  depths  of  George’s  “I  am 
friend  of  English,  honest  to  God.”  We 
should  have  to  take  him  with  us,  if  pos- 
sible. If  we  left  him  behind  he  would 
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be  suspected,  and  the  Turks  might 
frighten  him  into  betraying  us.  An  op- 
portunity came  that  same  evening. 
George  had  been  telling  of  the  starvation 
in  Damascus,  of  the  death  from  destitu- 
•tion  of  forty  per  cent,  of  the  Lebanon 
population,  of.  the  hangings  without 
trial,  of  the  general  discontent  all  over 
Syria,  of  the  terrible  conditions  of  his 
own  imprisonment  for  sixty  days  be- 
cause he  had  been  suspected  of  spying 
for  the  King  of  the  Hedjaz. 

“Wouldn’t  you  like,”  said  M.,  “to 
he  away  from  this  nightmare  of  a life 
and  in  a peaceful  country  like  Egypt?” 

“I  guess  yes,  my  dear,”  said  George. 
“But  I wish  to  quit  the  East  and  live 
among  English.” 

“Well,”  said  C.,  “I  could  find  you  a 
comfortable  job  in  Australia.” 

“Veryobliged.  I take  your  address  and 
write  when  the  war  shall  be  finished.” 

“That’s  no  good.  None  of  us  may  be 
alive  when  the  war’s  over.  How  would 
you  like  to  take  the  job  now?” 

“What  can  you  desire  to  say,  my 
dear?” 

There  was  an  awkward  pause.  We 
were  shy  of  carrying  the  matter  farther, 
for  chance-met  Levantines,  like  politi- 
cians, do  not  as  a rule  inspire  confi- 
dence. Yet  it  had  to  be  done.  I con- 
tinued the  conversation  in  French, 
George’s  weird  English  being  a bad 
medium  for  the  discussion  of  secrets. 

“If,”  I promised,  “you  help  us  to 
escape  and  come  with  us,  we  will  give 
you  not  only  money,  but  a job  for  life 
in  Australia.” 

George’s  face  whitened  suddenly,  and 
for  the  rest  of  that  evening  his  hands 
shook  with  excitement. 

“There  is  nothing  I wish  so  much, 
mon  cher,”  he  said,  “as  to  escape  to  the 
British.  But  it  is  veiy  difficult  and 
would  need  much  money.  Also  I have 
so  little  courage.” 

He  went  into  the  corridor  to  see  if 
the  guard  showed  suspicions.  But  the 
sentry — a black  Sudanese — was  sitting 
on  the  floor,  gazing  at  and  thinking  of 
nothing,  after  his  usual  stupid  fashion. 


George  returned,  and  for  half  an  hour  we 
discussed  and  rediscussed  possibilities. 

He  pronounced  the  scheme  of  walking 
to  the  coast  in  a series  of  night  marches, 
and  then  stealing  a boat,  to  be  impos- 
sible. The  idea  of  joining  a caravan  to 
Akaba  he  judged  more  hopeful,  but  that 
would  mean  hiding  in  Damascus  until . 
the  next  party  was  ready  to  start;  and 
hiding  in  Damascus  would  be  not  only 
highly  dangerous,  but  highly  expensive. 
Anyhow,  the  Armenians  who  organized 
the  secret  caravans  must  be  shy  of  add- 
ing immensely  to  their  risks  by  taking 
British  officers;  and  if  they  did  take  such 
risks  they  would  expect  to  receive  more 
ready  money  than  we  possessed.  Also, 
it  would  be  very  difficult  to  get  into 
touch  with  them. 

George  was  silent  for  several  moments, 
then  announced  that  he  would  try  to 
find  an  Arab,  from  among  his  acquaint- 
ances, who  would  lead  us  to  Deraa,  and 
thence  through  the  mountains  to  the 
Dead  Sea  regions.  For  this  also,  he 
pointed  out,  money  would  be  necessary 
— and  gold,  not  paper.  We  could  only 
change  our  paper  notes  at  the  rate  of 
four  and  a half  paper  pounds  for  one  in 
gold;  and  the  sum  obtained  by  this 
means  would  be  too  little. 

“But,”  I pointed  out,  “if  we  go  south 
below  the  Dead  Sea,  to  the  country 
occupied  by  the  Hedjaz  army,  we  can 
get  gold  enough.  Haven’t  you  heard  of 
the  treasure  at  ‘X,’  of  a certain  Arab 
emir,  of  certain  British  officers?” 

“ Mon  cher,  I have  heard  a lot  of  this 
treasure,  and  so  have  many  of  the 
Bedouins  around  here.  But  perhaps  I 
shall  not  be  able  to  convince  my  Arab 
friend  that  you  could  obtain  gold  from  it.” 

I gave  George  arguments  enough  to 
convince  his  Arab  friend,  and  made  him 
swear  by  his  professed  Christianity  that 
he  would  keep  secret  our  conversation. 
Soon  afterward  he  left  us,  still  trembling 
with  excitement. 

Thrilled  by  renewed  hope,  I looked  out 
of  the  window  into  the  Eastern  evening, 
and  speculated  on  what  the  god  of 
chance  might  do  for  us.  To  be  effective 
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he  would  have  to  do  a lot.  There  was, 
for  example,  the  Austrian  sentry  whom 
I could  see  below,  leaning  against  a 
motor-lorry.  If  he  were  active  on  what- 
ever night  we  fixed  for  our  escape,  how 
could  we  climb  down  to  the  ground  un- 
observed? The  window  itself  offered  no 
difficulties,  for  it  was  above  the  street 
and  on  the  first  floor,  so  that  a few  bed- 
clothes tied  together  would  suffice  to 
lower  a man  out  of  the  barracks.  Then, 
while  I was  still  watching  the  sentry,  a 
different  god  intervened.  A hooded  girl 
sidled  up  to  him.  After  looking  round 
to  see  that  nobody  was  watching,  he 
crossed  the  road  and  disappeared  with 
her  into  the  meadow  to  the  left  of  the 
camp.  An  omen,  I thought.  If,  on 
escape-night,  chance  spirited  away  ob- 
stacles as  easily  as  that,  all  would  be 
well. 

Meanwhile  the  flat,  gray  houses  whi- 
tened in  the  light  of  the  young  moon,  and 
the  river  Pharpar  radiated  soft  shim- 
merings.  In  this  respect,  also,  chance 
should  favor  us.  From  seven  to  ten 
days  later,  when  we  hoped  to  leave,  the 
moon  would  not  rise  until  after  mid- 
night, so  that  darkness  would  help  us  to 
slip  from  the  barracks,  and  moonlight 
would  help  us  as  we  moved  across  open 
country.  Just  then  my  meditations 
were  chased  away  by  a fantastic,  far- 
away sound.  Somewhere  in  the  maze  of 
streets  a wheezy  barrel-organ  was  play- 
ing— and  playing  “Funiculi  funicula 
How  a barrel-organ  found  itself  in 
Damascus,  and  in  war-time  Damascus, 
I did  not  try  to  guess.  All  I knew  or 
wanted  to  know  was  that  across  the 
warm,  sensitive  night  air  floated  the 
lively  tune:  and  if  you  are  away  from 
Europe  and  old  enough  to  remember  the 
famous  ditty,  take  it  from  me  that 
nothing  will  bring  you  to  the  back  streets 
of  London,  of  Paris,  of  Naples  as  quickly 
as  a barrel-organ  playing  “ Funiculi  fu- 
nicula.'' Memories  of  ribald  versions  of 
the  song’s  words  came  as  a matter  of 
course,  and  with  them  memories  of  the 
good  days  they  stood  for.  For  long  after 
the  barrel-organ  had  become  silent,  and 


only  the  moonlight  and  the  stillness  re- 
mained, I was  back  in  England. 

Late  next  morning  George  burst  into 
the  room  with  a beaming  face  and  a 
palpable  desire  for  news-telling. 

“ Mon  cher ,”  he  said  to  me,  “I  have 
found  a Druse  who  will,  guide  you.  He 
knows  about  the  gold,  and,  although  not 
quite  sure,  he  thinks  he  can  trust  you, 
as  British  officers,  to  see  that  he  gets 
paid.  He  demands  two  hundred  pounds 
in  gold  when  you  reach  ‘X,’  and  fifty 
pounds  in  paper  now,  for  the  hire  of 
horses.” 

I was  overjoyed  at  this  new  prospect 
of  a road  to  liberty;  but  when  I had 
translated  George’s  French  for  the  bene- 
fit of  the  Australians,  M.  counseled 
caution. 

“I  don’t  like  the  sound  of  that  fifty 
pounds  down,”  he  said.  ‘‘Tell  him  we 
won’t  pay  anything  till  we’re  outside 
Damascus  and  have  the  horses.” 

We  decided  that  unless  we  conformed 
to  the  Oriental  custom  of  always  beating 
down  an  adversary  in  a bargain  the 
Arab  would  think  we  could  be  black- 
mailed for  any  amount  of  money.  He 
might  even  regard  too  ready  an  ac- 
ceptance of  his  terms  as  evidence  that 
we  did  not  mean  to  pay  on  arrival  at 
‘‘X.”  Finally  we  told  George  to  place 
the  following  terms  before  the  Druse: 
one  hundred  pounds  in  gold  on  arrival, 
and  fifty  pounds  paper  when  we  were  on 
horseback  and  away  from  Damascus. 
For  the  present,  nothing.  As  for  George 
himself,  he  should  receive  fifty  English 
pounds  when  we  reached  safety,  and  hia 
job  in  Australia. 

Next  day  George  returned  from  the 
bazaar  with  the  reply  that  the  Druse 
would  be  satisfied  with  one  hundred  and 
twenty-five  pounds  in  gold  at  “X,”  and 
had  agreed  to  leave  the  question  of  ready 
money  for  the  horses  until  we  were  out 
of  Damascus.  He  demanded  another 
twenty  pounds  paper,  however,  for  the 
man  who  was  to  bring  back  the  horses 
after  we  had  ridden  to  the  mountains 
at  Deraa.  To  these  terms  we  agreed,  as 
the  withdrawal  of  the  demand  for  money 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Google 


EASTERN  NIGHTS— AND  FLIGHTS 


353 


in  advance  evidenced  the  genuine  inten- 
tions of  the  Arab. 

“The  Druse  desires  to  remark  you,” 
said  George,  breaking  into  English. 
“To-morrow  an  officer  will  lead  you  to 
public  baths  in  the  city.  When  I say  to 
pay  attention,  observe  an  Arab  who  will 
carry  a yellow  burnous  and  robe!” 

And  so  it  happened.  We  had  our 
bath,  and,  escorted  by  a Greek  doctor 
in  the  Turkish  army,  with  several  guards 
and  George  the  Inevitable,  we  walked 
through  the  hot  streets  toward  the 
bazaar. 

“Honest  to  God!”  said  George,  sud- 
denly, for  it  had  been  agreed  that  this 
phrase  should  signal  the  presence  of  the 
Druse. 

I searched  the  crowd  of  Arabs  gath- 
ered in  the  road  at  the  corner  of  a nar- 
row turning,  and  had  no  difficulty  in 
picking  out,  right  in  the  foreground,  a 
tall,  fierce-mustached  man  with  yellow 
robe  and  yellow  head-dress.  One  hand 
rested  on  the  bone  butt  of  a long  pistol, 
stuck  through  his  sash,  and  with  the 
other  he  fingered  the  two  rings  round  his 
burnous.  He  looked  at  us  long  and  in- 
tently, especially  at  H.,  with  his  six  feet 
four  inches  of  magnificent  physique; 
then  backed  into  the  growing  crowd  and 
disappeared.1 

“Don’t  look  to  behind  you,  my  dear,” 
said  George,  whose  inability  to  control 
himself  had  again  blanched  his  face,  “or 
my  officer  will  observe.” 

That  walk  to  and  from  the  big  ham- 
mam  (Turkish  bath)  in  the  center  of 
Damascus  is  perhaps  the  most  vivid  of 
my  memories  of  the  city.  Wherever  we 
passed,  a mass  of  Arabs,  Syrians,  and 
nondescripts  surged  around  us,  until  the 
road  was  blocked  and  our  guards  had  to 
clear  the  way  forcibly.  Bargaining  at 
the  stalls  was  suspended  as  we  moved 

1 Months  afterward,  after  I had  escaped  from 
Constantinople  and  was  back  in  Damascus,  I dis- 
covered that  the  street  at  the  corner  of  which  we 
had  seen  the  Druse  was  none  other  than  that  W'hich 
is  presumed  to  be  “The  Street  called  Straight/* 
whither  one  Ananias  was  sent  to  find  St.  Paul, 
stricken  blind  by  his  vision  on  the  road  to  Damas- 
cus. 
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through  the  long,  covered-in  bazaar, 
with  its  carpets  and  prayer-rugs,  its 
blood-sausages,  its  necklaces  in  amber, 
turquoise,  and  jade,  its  beautiful  silks 
and  tawdry  cottons,  its  copper-work,  its 
old  swords  and  pistols,  and  its  dirty, 
second-hand  clothes — all  laid  out  hap- 
hazard for  inspection.  Once,  when  we 
entered  a shop,  the  crowd  that  collected 
before  it  was  so  large  that  the  guards 
took  us  outside  by  a back  door. 

Yet  one  sensed  that  this  interest  was 
for  the  most  part  friendly.  The  Arabs 
expected  the  British  army  sooner  or 
later,  and  wanted  the  British  army. 
Meanwhile  they  were  anxious  to  see 
what  manner  of  men  were  the  British 
officers.  We  were  not  a very  impressive 
group,  with  our  bare  heads  and  our. 
much-creased  uniforms.  What  saved  us, 
from  the  point  of  view  of  display,  was  the 
tall,  upright  figure  and  striking  features 
of  H.,  at  whom  every  one  gazed  in  open 
admiration. 

As  we  passed  through  the  gardens  on 
the  way  home  an  imam,  from  the  ground 
below  his  mosque,  was  chanting  some- 
thing to  a small  gathering.  On  investi- 
gation we  found  a large  map  of  Gallipoli 
and  the  Dardanelles,  marked  out  in  the 
soil  fronting  the  mosque,  with  hills  and 
trenches  and  guns  and  battle-ships 
shown  on  it.  The  imam  was  telling  the 
Faithful  just  how  the  unbelievers  had 
been  driven  off  the  peninsula  by  the 
invincible  Turkish  army.  This  he  did 
each  afternoon,  we  were  assured. 

Everywhere  was  evidence  of  destitu- 
tion, starvation,  and  squalor.  The 
streets  were  utterly  filthy,  as  if  they  had 
not  been  cleaned  for  months  or  years; 
which,  indeed,  was  probably  the  case. 
Disused  tram-lines  reared  up  twoorthree 
feet  above  the  worn  road,  so  that  camels, 
donkeys,  and  pedestrians  constantly 
tripped  over  them.  Along  the  principal 
streets  one  had  to  turn  aside,  every 
dozen  yards  or  so,  to  avoid  enormous 
holes.  Half-crumbled  walls,  huts,  and 
houses  were  everywhere  apparent.  The 
magnificent  old  mosque  which  is  one  of 
the  beauties  of  Damascus  was  decaying 
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into  decrepitude,  without  any  attempt 
at  support  or  restoration. 

As  for  the  population,  most  were  in 
rags,  very  few  had  boots,  about  one-half 
wore  sandals,  and  the  remainder  went 
about  barefooted.  Yet  even  the  desti- 
tute Arabs  were  more  attractive  than  the 
well-to-do  Levantines  with  their  frock- 
coats  and  brown  boots  and  straw  hats. 
All  the  poorer  Arabs  and  Syrians  looked 
half  starved,  and  we  must  have  passed 
hundreds  of  gaunt  beggars — men,  wom- 
en, and  children.  Worst  of  all  were 
the  little  babies  huddled  against  the 
walls  and  doorways.  Ribs  and  bones 
showed  through  their  wasted  bodies, 
which  were  indescribably  thin  except 
where  the  stomach,  swollen  out  by  the 
. moistened  grain  which  had  been  their 
only  sustenance,  seemed  abnormally  fat 
by  contrast.  So  weak  were  they  that 
they  could  scarcely  cry  their  hunger  or 
hold  out  a hand  in  supplication.  Arab 
mothers,  themselves  on  the  verge  of 
starvation,  had  left  them,  in  the  vain 
hope  that  Allah  would  provide.  And 
neither  Allah  nor  anybody  else  took  the 
least  notice,  until  they  were  dead.  The 
police  then  removed  their  small  bodies  for 
burial;  and  more  starving  mothers  left 
more  starving  babies  by  the  roadside. 
The  Greek  doctor  told  me  that  forty 
such  babies  died  in  Damascus  each  day. 

The  next  few  days  were  buoyant  with 
expectancy.  We  collected  raisins  and 
other  foodstuffs,  while  George  went 
backward  and  forward  into  the  city  to 
communicate  with  the  Druse.  We  now 
hoped  to  leave  the  barracks  without 
especial  difficulty.  The  Austrian  sentry 
below,  we  discovered,  remained  inside 
the  doorway  after  midnight,  so  that  it 
would  be  possible  to  slip  down  from  the 
window  without  being  seen  or  heard  by 
him.  One  night  we  half  hitched  our 
blankets  together  as  a test,  and  found 
that  they  would  be  fully  strong  enough 
to  bear  even  the  weight  of  H.,  if  tied  to 
an  iron  bedpost. 

A more  difficult  problem  was  that  of 
the  guard  outside  our  room.  There  were 
three  blacks  who  performed  this  sentry 


duty  in  turn,  two  Sudanese  and  one 
Senegalese — Sambo,  Jumbo,  and  Hobo, 
as  we  called  them.  Jumbo  and  Hobo 
were  intensely  stupid  and  lazy.  They 
spent  their  night  watches  in  dozing  on 
the  floor  of  the  corridor.  Our  door  was 
closed  each  night,  so  that  conditions 
would  be  ideal  if  either  of  them  were  on 
guard  on  escape-evening.  Sambo  was. 
more  alert.  He  had  been  a postal  mes- 
senger at  Khartoum,  and  as  such  spoke 
a certain  amount  of  English.  When 
Turkey  entered  the  war,  he  told  us,  he 
had  been  traveling  to  Mecca  for  a pil- 
grimage, and  the  Turks  conscripted  him. 
Twice  he  had  been  in  prison — once  be- 
cause he  attempted  to  desert  and  once 
because  an  Arab  prisoner  whom  he  was 
guarding  escaped.  Apparently  he  had 
learned  a lesson  from  this  latter  mis- 
fortune, for  he  never  dozed  when  on 
sentry  duty.  Obviously,  if  he  were  out- 
side our  door  on  the  evening,  we  should 
have  to  find  some  means  of  dealing  with 
him.  WTe  sent  George  to  buy  chloro- 
form, but  he  returned  with  the  news 
that  none  could  be  found  in  Damascus. 
Thereupon  we  made  a gag  with  a piece 
of  cloth  and  a chunk  of  rubber,  to  be 
used  on  Sambo  if  necessary. 

Then,  ■with  these  preliminary  arrange- 
ments settled,  they  tumbled  down  like 
a house  of  cards.  We  were  moved  to  a 
room  on  the  north  side  of  the  building, 
so  that  a number  of  arrested  Turkish 
officers  might  be  put  into  our  larger 
apartment.  Our  first  thought,  on  enter- 
ing the  new  quarters,  was  for  the  win- 
dow. Ten  thousand  curses!  It  looked 
on  to  an  open  courtyard.  Two  sentries 
promenaded  the  yard,  which  was  sur- 
rounded by  a brick  wall. 

“My  dear,”  said  George  when  he  next 
visited  us,  “ the  business  is  lost.  It  is  by 
all  means  impossible  to  leave  this  win- 
dow without  observation  from  Turks.” 

For  hours  the  Australians  and  I 
sought  a way  out  of  the  new  difficulty, 
and  sought  vainly,  for  it  was  George 
whose  cunning  rescued  our  plan  from 
the  blind  alley.  He  would  leave  his  rifle 
at  the  top  of  the  back  stairway,  he  said. 
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then  come  to  our  room  and  usher  us  along 
the  corridor,  after  telling  the  black  guard 
that  he  was  taking  us  to  an  officer’s 
room  (as  often  happened  in  the  evening). 
Next  he  would  recover  his  rifle,  slip  down 
the  stairway  to  the  Austrian  section  of 
the  barracks  and,  with  bayonet  fixed, 
lead  us  out  of  the  side  door  guarded  by 
an  Austrian  sentry.  The  advantage  of 
the  Austrian  door  was  that  the  sentry, 
seeing  a Turkish  soldier  walking  out 
with  prisoners,  would  think  he  was  tak- 
ing them  to  the  railway  station,  or  not 
think  about  the  matter  at  all;  whereas 
the  Turkish  guard  at  the  main  door 
would  have  recognized  George  and  known 
that  something  was  wrong.  George  could 
not  take  more  than  three  of  us,  as  a larger 
number  with  only  one  guard  must  make 
even  the  Austrian  suspicious.  He  re- 
fused point-blank  to  return  to  the  bar- 
racks and  repeat  the  performance  so  that 
four  of  us  might  go.  C.  could  not  come, 
for  personal  reasons  that  would  not  al- 
low him  to  let  his  fate  remain  unknown 
for  several  months.  The  party,  however, 
was  still  one  too  many.  With  a pack  of 
cards  we  settled  the  delicate  problem 
of  who  was  to  stay  behind.  M.  cut 
lowest,  to  his  bitter  disappointment  and 
my  regret,  for  he  was  very  plucky  and 
resourceful. 

Once  more  with  a definite  plan  in 
view — and  apparently  a better  one  than 
the  last — H.,  R.,  and  I fixed  a date  for 
the  escape.  Having  calculated  the  times 
of  the  rising  and  setting  of  the  moon, 
and  communicated  with  the  Druse,  we 
chose  the  third  evening  from  the  day 
of  our  removal  to  the  new  room. 

Meanwhile  we  had  been  treated  by  no 
means  badly.  A few  nights  of  irritation 
accustomed  us  to  the  plague  of  bugs, 
and  constant  searching  and  washing  kept 
our  clothes  fairly  free  from  more  repul- 
sive vermin.  For  the  rest,  we  passed  the 
days  with  poker,  bridge,  and  perfecting 
our  plans.  We  could  not  grumble  at 
the  food,  for  we  messed  with  the  Turkish 
officers,  who,  while  not  feeding  as  well 
as  German  privates,  never  actually  went 
hungry.  Indeed,  we  met  with  much  kind- 


ness and  consideration  at  Damascus.  In 
every  prison  camp  of  Turkey  the  officers 
and  guards  took  their  cue  from  the  com- 
mandant. If,  as  at  Afion-kara-Hissar 
during  the  reign  of  one  Muslim  Bey,  the 
commandant  were  a murderer,  a thief, 
and  a degenerate,  unspeakable  outrages 
were  committed.  If,  as  at  Baranki  bar- 
racks, Damascus,  in  the  days  of  Mah- 
moud Ali  Bey,  the  commandant  were 
good-natured,  conditions  were  passable. 

Some  of  the  Turks,  in  fact,  wanted 
to  be  too  friendly.  The  deputy-com- 
mandant invited  us  into  his  room 
one  evening,  and  with  his  friends 
sitting  around  and  George  acting  as  in- 
terpreter, asked  for  an  exposition  of 
England’s  reasons  for  taking  part  in  the 
war.  For  two  hours  I delivered  myself 
of  anti-German  propaganda,  though  I 
could  not  tell  what  force  remained  in 
my  arguments  after  they  had  passed 
through  the  filter  of  George’s  curious 
translation.  Meanwhile  the  deputy- 
commandant  looked  at  his  finger-nails 
and  occasionally  smiled.  He  was  non- 
committal in  expressing  his  own  views; 
but  afterward,  when  coffee  was  handed 
round,  he  declared  that  the  talk  had 
been  of  the  greatest  interest.  This  same 
officer  drove  us  one  afternoon  to  the 
beautiful  spot,  on  a high  slope  outside 
the  city,  where  the  sources  of  the  seven 
rivers  are  gathered  within  a space  of 
fifty  yards.  In  the  scorching  heat  we 
undressed  and  bathed  in  the  river  Abana. 

We  had  ample  evidence  of  the  wide- 
spread hatred  of  the  Germans  through- 
out Syria,  both  among  civilians  and  sol- 
diers. Turkish  soldiers  expressed  the 
greatest  dislike  and  envy  of  the  Ger- 
mans, and  German  soldiers  expressed 
the  greatest  contempt  for  the  Turks. 

As  for  the  Arab  officers,  they  were  whole- 
heartedly pro-British.  Nahed  Effendi 
Malek,  the  young  Arab  adjutant,  often 
visited  us,  with  his  friend  the  quarter- 
master, when  no  Turkish  officers  were 
near.  The  pair  talked  the  most  violent 
sedition.  The  quartermaster  wanted  to 
be  with  his  brother,  a prisoner  at  Alexan- 
dria. The  Turks  knew  this,  and  once. 
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when  in  prison  for  several  weeks  as  a 
suspect,  he  had  been  freed  only  by  a 
liberal  distribution  of  baksheesh  among 
the  military  authorities.  Both  he  and 
Nahed  were  kept  separate  from  their 
families,  while  the  Turks  levied  black- 
mail by  telling  them  that  the  lives  of 
relatives  or  friends  would  pay  forfeit  for 
any  breach  of  loyalty.  Like  all  officers  of 
their  race,  they  were  now  kept  expressly 
from  the  fighting  front  because  so  many 
Arabs  had  deserted  to  the  British. 

This  very  barracks,  declared  Nahed, 
was  full  of  imprisoned  officers  whose 
loyalty  the  Turks  suspected.  Un- 
less they  could  bribe  their  way  to  a 
release  they  might  be  shut  up  in  one 
small  room  for  months — unpaid,  forgot- 
ten, and  living  on  such  food  as  their 
friends  provided.  Then,  if  their  prayers 
and  petitions  brought  about  a trial,  they 
would  probably  be  acquitted  and  gra- 
ciously released;  but  neither  reparation 
for  the  months  of  captivity  nor  military 
pay  for  the  period  of  it  would  be  given. 
Our  own  room  had  lately  been  occupied 
by  a Turkish  colonel  who  shot  dead  a 
fellow-officer.  Assassination  being  a less 
serious  crime  than  dislike  of  oppression, 
and  the  colonel  having  been  an  expert 
juggler  with  military  supplies  and  funds 
(like  so  many  Turkish  colonels,  who 
bought  the  command  of  their  units  as  an 
investment  in  the  colossal  corporation  of 
Military  Graft,  Unlimited),  he  delivered 
sealed  envelops  to  various  high  officers 
and  officials,  and  within  a week  was  free. 

Nahed  and  his  friend  talked  savagely 
of  the  hunger  and  misery  that  ravaged 
Syria,  of  the  killing  and  imprisonment  of 
Arab  sheikhs,  of  their  hopes  of  an  inde- 
pendent Arab  kingdom,  of  their  galling 
helplessness  against  the  Turks  and  Ger- 
mans until  the  British  arrived. 

“But  once  let  the  British  reach 
Deraa,”  said  Nahed  Effendi,  “and  you 
will  hear  of  such  an  uprising  as  Syria  has 
never  known” — a prediction  that  was 
to  be  fulfilled  during  General  Allenby’s 
whirlwind  advance. 

Sometimes,  instead  of  confiding  their 
wrongs  and  hatreds,  they  would  chant 


Arabian  songs  of  love  and  war,  or  order 
George  to  translate  stories  and  epigrams 
of  Haroun-al-Rashid  and  other  Arabian 
notabilities.  Once  George  substituted  a 
sentence  of  his  own  for  the  tale  he  should 
have  retailed  for  our  benefit : 

“My  dear,  I must  go  to  the  city  to  see 
my  friend.  Soon  it  is  too  late  and  my 
officer  say  no.  Please  think  of  some  re- 
quest I can  perform  for  yotf.” 

M.  laughed,  as  if  in  enjoyment  at  a 
translated  story,  and  H.,  turning  to 
Nahed,  said,  “ Kweis  kateer”  (“Very 
good”) — two  of  the  very  few  Arabic 
words  that  he  knew.  A little  later  I 
asked  for  and  received  permission  to 
send  George  to  buy  wine  for  us  in  the 
bazaar;  and  the  mongrel  interpreter, 
with  a “ mills  fois  merci,  man  cher,” 
shambled  off  to  see  the  Druse. 

We  realized  that  it  would  be  very- 
unfortunate  for  little  Nahed  if  we 
escaped;  and  we  should  be  sorry  to  think 
of  him  in  prison  on  our  account.  But  it 
was  obvious  that,  even  if  he  would,  he 
could  not  come  with  us,  and  we  certainly 
dared  not  confide  in  him. 

As  I lay  half  awake,  early  on  the 
morning  of  May  15th,  I was  conscious 
that  an  exceptional  day  had  dawned; 
but  my  drowsy  faculties  could  not  recall 
what  it  was  that  was  imminent.  Then 
the  door  opened,  and  with  a clatter  of 
mugs  and  a cry  of  the  German  word 
Milch,  there  entered  the  Syrian  milk- 
man, with  his  tin  pan  slung  over  his 
shoulder.  I was  alert  in  an  instant. 
Why,  of  course,  we  had  reached  escape- 
day,  and  we  must  buy  a stock  of  biscuits 
for  the  journey  from  this  dairyman 
whose  privilege  it  was  to  make  us  pay 
five  piastres  for  each  glass  of  goat’s  milk 
that  he  sold  us  for  breakfast.  But  to- 
day he  had  brought  no  biscuits — 
and  that  was  the  first  of  a heartbreaking 
sequence  of  mischances. 

Throughout  the  day  H.,  R.,  and  I re- 
mained in  a state  of  high  tension.  Yet 
my  principal  concern  was  for  the  lack 
of  self-control  shown  by  George,  who 
walked  about  with  shaking  knees  and 
unsteady  hands  and  anxious  face. 
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“For  God’s  sake  don’t  show  yourself 
like  that  to  the  Turkish  officers!”  said  H. 

“ My  dear,  I am  not  brave,  and  fortune 
never  visits  me.”  His  fear  was  pitiful. 

“Pray  for  it,  then.” 

And  George  prayed,  melodramatically 
and  in  all  solemnity,  “God,  what  is  in 
heaven,  take  us  quickly  to  Arab  with 
horses.” 

The  thermometer  of  hope  quicksil- 
vered up  and  down  every  few  minutes, 
throughout  the  pregnant  hours  of  after- 
noon. For  the  ninety-ninth  time  I ex- 
amined the  packets  of  raisins,  the  bread, 
and  the  water-bottles;  for  the  hun- 
dredth time  I reviewed  the  details  of  our 
plan.  Between  ten  o’clock  and  midnight 
the  Druse  was  to  wait  by  the  station, 
with  long  head-dresses  that  should  be 
disguise  enough  for  the  moment,  be- 
cause in  the  darkness  a passer-by  could 
only  see  us  as  silhouetted  outlines.  Soon 
after  ten  George  was  to  take  H.,  R.,  and 
me  through  the  side  door,  according  to 
plan,  and  lead  us  to  the  Druse.  Then 
we  would  slip  out  of  Damascus  to  the 
spot  where  another  Arab  was  waiting 
with  the  horses.  We  must  ride  over  the 
plain  all  night  and  hide  the  next  day  in 
a certain  Druse  village,  where  a hut  had 
been  prepared  for  us.  We  could  buy 
arms  in  the  village.  We  would  travel 
without  Test  throughout  the  following 
night,  and  just  before  dawn  reach  the 
mountains  outside  Deraa,  whence  the 
second  Arab  was  to  take  back  the 
horses.  Once  in  the  mountains,  an 
army  could  scarcely  retrieve  us.  We 
should  run  more  than  a little  danger 
from  Arab  nomads,  but  these  might  be 
friendly,  and  in  any  case  the  Druse 
would  be  our  protector  and  mouthpiece 
among  his  fellows.  For  weeks  we  should 
be  trekking  over  the  mountains  and 
desert  east  of  the  Turkish  lines  in  the 
Jordan  Valley,  and  the  hardships  would 
be  very  great.  Eventually  we  should 
arrive  among  our  allies  of  the  Hedjaz. 
Having  reached  “X”  and  paid  off  the 
Druse,  we  could  be  taken  on  board  one 
of  the  British  war-ships  in  the  Red  Sea. 
We  might  well  meet  a raiding  party  of 


the  Emir  Feisul’s  Bedouins  near  Am- 
man, in  which  case  safety  would  come 
much  sooner  and  we  could  travel  by 
aeroplane  to  the  British  army  in  Pales- 
tine. 

After  dinner  the  signal  officer  invited 
us  to  his  room  for*coffee.  Having  no 
legitimate  excuse  for  declining,  we 
chafed  under  his  small  talk  until  nine 
o’clock.  Then  Nahed  Effendi  and  the 
quartermaster  visited  us,  and  again  we 
were  forced  to  sit  still  and  deliver,  from 
time  to  time,  in  response  to  the  transla- 
tions of  George,  a fretful  “Yes,”  or 
“No,”  or  “Good,”  or  “Thank  you.” 
Ten  o’clock  came  and  went,  but  two 
suggestions  that  we  should  retire  to  bed 
were  brushed  aside  by  the  Arabs.  By 
now  the  Druse  would  be  waiting  for  us 
outside  the  railway  station.  Eleven 
o’clock  arrived  and  still  Nahed  con- 
tinued to  draw  from  his  endless  store  of 
tales  and  similes. 

“My  officer  say,”  announced  George, 
“an  Arabian  poet  compare  the  breasts 
of  a fellow’s  beloved  to — Please,  my 
dear,  say  you  must  go  to  bed.  I shake 
and  feel  1 must  give  up.  Soon  it  is  too 
late  to  leave,  honest  to  God.” 

Ourselves  almost  desperate  with  an- 
noyance, we  performed  a series  of  life- 
like yawns  and  declared  ourselves  to  be 
very  tired.  Thereupon,  to  my  great 
relief,  the  Arab  officers  withdrew,  with 
George  in  attendance.  1 followed  to  the 
doorway,  and  spoke  to  George  when  the 
officers  had  entered  their  own  room. 

“In  three  minutes  you  must  come 
back.” 

“1  will  try,  but  I have  so  little  cour- 
age.” 

“Think  of  Australia  and  of  the 
money.” 

“ Mon  cher,  I have  thought  of  them 
all  day,  but  my  heart  says,  * Bourn l 
Bourn!’  and  a voice  tells  to  me  ‘Quittez 
gal’  But  I will  come  back.” 

He  did  not  come  back.  Before  George 
had  left  me  evil  chance  sent  the  deputy- 
commandant — a Turk — along  the  pas- 
sage for  one  of  his  rare  visits  of  inspec- 
tion. While  he  was  looking  at  us 
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George’s  overwrought  nerves  snapped 
and  he  broke  down.  “A — eel”  he 
groaned,  and  grabbed  instinctively  at 
my  arm.  Shaking  visibly,  he  low- 
ered his  head  and  waited.  I backed  into 
the  doorway,  while  the  deputy-com- 
mandant took  George  to  Nahed’s  room. 

What  followed  we  could  deduce  from 
the  noises  that  swept  the  corridor. 
George  was  bullied  into  a complete  be- 
trayal. We  heard  furious  talk,  shouted 
orders,  and  the  unmistakable  sound  of 
blows  with  the  bare  hand.  Nahed  ran 
to  our  room  and  counted  us  feverishly. 
Then  came  the  corporal  of  the  guard, 
puzzled  and  scowling.  Finally,  six 
Turkish  soldiers  replaced  Jumbo  outside 
the  door,  which  Nahed  locked  from  the 
outside. 

Disgusted  with  George,  disgusted 
with  ourselves,  and,  above  all,  disgusted 
with  fate,  R.  and  1 paced  up  and  down, 
or  lay  sleepless  on  the  bedstead,  through 
hours  of  utter  despair.  H.,  the  only  one 
of  us  to  make  a show  of  indifference, 
took  a pack  of  cards  and  played  patience 
on  his  bed,  and  said  not  a word. 

The  door  remained  locked  until  the 
following  midday,  when  the  comman- 
dant arrived  with  Nahed  and  George, 
both  of  whom  showed  reluctance  to  enter. 

“My  officer  knows,”  declared  George, 
witheyesaverted.  “ Youaretocollect the 
clothes  and  go  to  railway.  They  send  you 
to  Aleppo,  I guess.”  I noticed  that  one 
of  his  eyes  was  discolored  and  swollen. 

The  commandant  searched  our  kits 
very  carefully,  but  confiscated  nothing. 
Next  he  demanded  why  we  had  wanted 
to  escape  and  who  had  been  helping  us. 

“Tell  him  we  refuse  to  say  anything,” 
M.  answered.  And  with  that  he  had 
to  be  content. 

Surrounded  by  no  less  than  twelve 
guards,  we  carried  our  few  belongings  to 
the  railway  station  and  entrucked  for 
Aleppo.  A Turkish  officer,  with  the  in- 
terpreter, stayed  until  the  train  left. 

All  of  us  took  care  not  to  look  at 
George;  but  I could  sense  his  misery 
and  shamefaced  discomfort.  At  length, 

( To  be  c 


for  the  first  time  since  the  betrayal,  he 
showed  sincerity  with  an  agonized  sen- 
tence in  French,  spoken  from  the  steps 
of  the  truck: 

“I  am  mad  with  sorrow.  I ask  par- 
don.” 

Obviously  he  hoped  for  and  expected 
an  answer.  But  nobody  took  the  least 
notice.  It  was  as  if  we  had  not  heard. 

“My  officer  has  beaten  me  and  he  will 
beat  me  again.  My  face  is  big  with 
hurts — see.” 

Still  no  reply.  Then,  as  the  Turkish 
officer  called  him  down  from  the  steps: 

“I  have  so  little  courage.  1 ask  par- 
don.” 

The  appeal  went  home  and  I half 
turned  my  head.  But  the  bitterness  of 
betrayal  was  too  great;  and,  thinking 
that  a few  beatings  were  not  punishment 
enough,  I could  offer  no  comfort  and 
continued  to  ignore  him. 

As  the  train  chugged  across  Syria 
we  wondered  often  what  our  own  punish- 
ment would  be.  But  still  more  often  I 
called  to  mind  a futile  little  figure  with 
bent  shoulders,  a greasy  face,  a fan- 
tastically long  nose,  and  an  eye  that 
was  discolored  and  swollen,  saying,  with 
despair  in  his  voice:  “I  have  so  little 
courage.  I ask  pardon.”  And  I regret- 
ted not  having  turned  my  head  to  look 
George  in  the  face  and  answer  him. 

Four  months  later  1 had  escaped  from 
Turkey  and  was  back  at  Damascus,  in 
the  wake  of  General  Allenby’s  victorious 
army.  The  British  Provost-Marshal, 
having  heard  my  tale  of  The  Flight  that 
Failed,  suggested  that  the  interpreter  who 
betrayed  us  might  well  be  among  the 
Syrians  who  were  now  at  liberty  in  the 
city,  after  their  release  from  Turkish 
military  prisons. 

“Give  me  his  name,”  he  said,  “and 
I’ll  hand  it  to  the  Hedjaz  people.  They’ll 
be  only  too  glad  to  dig  the  brute  up  and 
put  him  in  quod.” 

But  1 thought  of  George’s  last  words 
on  the  railway  platform,  and  lied:  “I 
never  knew  his  name.” 

Uinued.) 
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IN  a recent  ingenious  and  original  vol- 
ume on  some  eminent  figures  of  the 
Victorian  period  the  author  at  the  very 
outset  says  that  the  difficulty  in  writing 
the  history  of  that  time  is  that  we  know 
too  much  about  it. 

“Ignorance,”  he  goes  on  gravely  to 
assure  us,  “is  the  first  requisite  of  the 
historian  — ignorance  which  simplifies 
and  clarifies,  which  selects  and  omits 
with  a placid  perfection  unattainable  by 
the  highest  art.” 

These  phrases  are  hastily  borrowed  to 
set  at  the  head  of  this  article,  not  so 
much  because  they  shine  more  brightly 
than  other  epigrams  with  which  the 
modern  literary  firmament  is  studded  as 
because  they  seem  to  give  courage  to  a 
celibate  author  about  to  put  a rash  pen 
to  paper  for  a description  of  the  Amer- 
ican child. 

The  bachelor,  unless  employed  in  a 
medical  capacity,  knows  almost  nothing 
of  the  birth  or  extreme  infancy  of  the 
personage  in  question.  And  even  of 
that  time  when  the  child  begins  to  prat- 
tle, and  wit  and  wisdom  cascade  from 
its  lips  like  pearls,  the  non-father  is  only 
an  ill-accredited  historian,  unless,  as  Mr. 
Lytton  Strachey  says,  ignorance  be  an 
equipment.  It  is  singular  how  easy  it 
is  to  forget  stories  about  other  people’s 
children.  In  these  pages  can  be  prom- 
ised none  of  those  anecdotes  of  little 
Herbert  or  Eva  which  enrapture  the 
parent  and  indeed  lead  him  into  an 
emotional  morass  from  which  he  can 
never  clearly  see  the  whole  race  of  chil- 
•dren,  the  majority  of  which  are  inev- 
itably not  his  own. 

Here  indeed  has  been  made,  almost 
before  it  was  intended,  the  plea  of  the 
writer’s  competence.  Child-study — a 


majestic  term — is  nowadays  a leading, 
perhaps  the  leading  branch  of  American 
learning,  and  in  investigating  a great 
subject  many  workers  are  desirable. 
Close  observation,  such  as  a parent  can 
give,  of  the  individual  specimen  is  indis- 
pensable. But  a more  disengaged  eye 
will  perhaps  better  trace,  through  the 
nation’s  history,  the  rise  of  children  to 
their  present  eminent  position,  and  judge 
the  processes  by  which  they  grasped 
power.  The  disinterested  celibate  may 
also  possibly  best  judge  the  tendencies 
in  the  opposite  direction,  toward  the  re- 
subjugation of  the  race  of  children,  the 
ways  in  which  they  themselves  are  made 
victims  of  this  new  wide-spread  science 
of  child-culture.  The  American  child  is 
not  merely  a small  individual,  straight 
or  curly  haired,  and  agreeable  or  dis- 
agreeable as  the  case  may  be.  He  is  a 
great  and  epic  figure.  On  his  small,  un- 
conscious shoulders  he  bears  the  nation’s 
future;  and  as  a cat  may  look  at  a queen 
so  long  as  those  anomalous  figures  deco- 
rate the  world,  so  may  a man  who  pre- 
sumably knows  little  enough  about  chil- 
dren still  observe  them,  discreetly  and 
from  a respectful  distance,  and  believe 
that  his  contribution  to  the  knowledge 
of  them  has  its  small  value. 

It  might,  too,  be  urged  that  a bach- 
elor, even  in  the  forties,  may  conceivably 
like  children.  But  doting  parents  find  it 
so  difficult  to  believe  in  even  this  re- 
strained and  temperate  affection  that 
the  point  will  not  be  unduly  pressed. 

In  the  early  days  of  the  Republic  the 
child,  though  produced  freely,  had  no 
great  vogue,  if  one  may  put  it  that  way. 
Children  were  an  almost  invariable  ac- 
companiment of  marriage,  and  that  they 
were  generally  liked  there  can  be  no 
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reasonable  doubt.  But  no  one  made 
any  great  fuss  about  them.  They  were 
sometimes,  to  quote  the  language  of  the 
period,  limbs  of  Satan,  and  this,  though 
it  distressed,  puzzled  no  one.  The  doc- 
trine of  original  sin  still  prevailed,  and 
affectionate  parents  resigned  themselves 
to  beating  the  Evil  One  out  of  their 
offspring.  “Spare  the  rod  and  spoil  the 
child”  was  a maxim  on  the  tenderest 
parental  lips.  Religion  held  out  some 
hope  of  retrieving  these  poor,  small  lost 
ones.  The  early  volumes  of  the  admira- 
ble Poole's  Index  to  Periodical  Literature 
had  an  astonishing  number  of  entries 
under  the  title  “Conversion  of  Chil- 
dren.” There  were,  of  course,  the  in- 
credible Sunday-school  stories  with  pain- 
ful heroes  and  heroines,  convinced  at  a 
tender  age  of  sin,  but,  on  the  whole, 
children  appeared  very  little  in  litera- 
ture. Not  much  was  written  for  them 
and  comparatively  little  about  them.  In 
their  social  aspect  they  were,  by  the 
grace  of  God  and  the  discipline  of  their 
elders,  seen  but  not  heard.  A grim 
picture,  every  one  must  admit.  And, 
though  under  this  regime  many  an  un- 
promising child  turned  into  an  admira- 
ble grown-up — yet  as  certainly  many  a 
little  one  of  rare  gifts  and  promise  was 
crushed  into  hopelessness  by  its  harsh- 
ness. 

The  pendulum  has  swung  as  far  the 
other  way  now.  There  was,  of  course,  an 
intermediate  period.  Little  Eva  in  Mrs. 
Stove’s  pages  is  of  course  a Sunday- 
school  survival,  but  she  was  followed  by 
Peck’s  Bad  Boy  and  then  those  immor- 
tals, Tom  Sawyer  and  Huck  Finn.  Even 
Henry  James,  who  at  first  blush  seems 
out  of  place  in  this  galere , made  Daisy 
Miller’s  naughty  little  brother  famous. 
And  a tale  called  Helen's  Babies  was, 
as  late  as  the  early  ’seventies  of  the  last 
century,  one  of  the  first  phenomenal 
best-selling  successes.  It  was  the  bad 
child’s  moment,  the  era  of  the  enfant 
terrible.  Scenting  no  danger  and  pleased 
with  its  new  spirit  of  tolerance  and  hu- 
manity, the  American  public  warmed 
this  monster  in  its  bosom.  The  child. 


which  had  been  an  inferior,  almost  in- 
human creature,  was  now  welcomed  as 
an  equal  and  a brother.  No  one  saw  in 
how  few  years  it  might  become  a superior 
and  a master. 

Henry  James,  always  oversensitized 
as  to  the  American  child,  felt  early 
something  ominous  about  it.  In  some 
story  of  a Europeanized  American  re- 
turning home  the  hero  hears  in  a hotel, 
and  notes  with  fear,  “the  high,  firm  note 
of  a child.”  And  there  is  another  hotel 
passage  of  equal  significance  which  is 
worth  transcribing: 

Then  there  are  long  corridors  defended  by 
gusts  of  hot  air.  Down  the  middle  swoops  a 
pale  little  girl  on  roller-skates.  “Get  out  of 
my  way!”  she  shrieks  as  she  passes.  She  has 
ribbons  on  her  hair  and  frills  on  her  dress. 
She  makes  the  tour  of  the  vast  hotel. 

Is  one  mistaken  in  detecting  here  the 
creation  of  a Frankenstein? 

There  are  many  possible  reasons  for 
the  rise  in  the  value  of  children.  It  is 
always  conceivable  that  it  may  be  ex- 
plained on  purely  economic  grounds.  As 
families  grow  smaller,  children,  now 
more  rarely  produced,  come  to  have  a 
scarcity  price  put  on  them  in  the  market- 
place of  sentiment.  We  now  vie  with 
one  another  in  finding  expression  for 
their  worth.  A poet  and  essayist  who  is 
even  more  widely  read  here  than  in  her 
native  England  drove  the  point  home 
when  she  asserted  that,  rather  than  that 
one  child  should  ever  die  of  hydrophobia, 
she  would  exterminate  all  the  millions 
of  dogs,  pet  and  otherwise,  of  the  world  1 
Is  it  to  be  wondered  that  it  became  in- 
creasingly difficult  to  discipline  a race  so 
well  thought  of? 

An  English  visitor  in  the  middle 
’eighties  notes  with  grave  consternation 
the  difficulty  American  parents  have  in 
keeping  children  from  swearing  and  from 
calling  their  parents  by  their  given 
names.  It  would  be  hard  to  say  to-dajr 
just  how  general  swearing  has  become 
among  our  best  children,  but  in  any  case 
we  may  be  sure  that  if  they  swear  it  is 
considered  part  of  their  charm  as  it  is  of 
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parrots.  As  for  calling  father  “Arthur” 
or  “Woopsy,”  that  goes  without  saying. 
And  old  gentlemen  who  in  the  early 
nineteenth  century  would  have  belched 
fire  had  they  been  addressed  as  anything 
but  “Sir”  will  now  fawn  upon  children, 
pleading  with  them  to  be  called  “ Cousin 
Howard”  or  “Scootums.”  Anything  as 
formal  as  the  old  modes  of  address  seems 
rigid  and  chilling,  and  likely  to  lose  to 
their  elders  that  approbation  by  children 
which  is  now  so  essential  to  any  self- 
respect. 

The  advance  of  the  child  was  gradual 
and  insidious.  As  no  one  realized  the 
momentous  nature  of  the  change,  no  one 
noted  it.  Of  course  there  were  outward 
signs  which  should  have  warned.  Chil- 
dren’s dress,  for  example,  which  had 
been  extremely  ugly,  became  pretty  and 
picturesque.  The  Kate  Greenaway 
books  which  came  with  the  “ art  revival  ” 
of  the  ’eighties,  made  children’s  clothes 
delightful  and  children  themselves  ador- 
able. The  effete  continent  of  Europe 
began  to  send  its  styles.  Small  dashing 
sailors  began  to  appear,  and  ravishing 
little  girls  with  short  socks  and  bare 
knees.  It  was  the  beginning  of  the  end. 

Books  about  children  for  children, 
and,  more  dangerous,  about  children  for 
grown-ups,  began  to  appear.  Perhaps  it 
was  Little  Lord  Fauntleroy  who  started 
it.  But  there  was,  too,  that  enchanting 
volume.  The  Golden  Age.  The  stage 
played  its  part,  too.  Child  actresses  and 
actors  became  an  important  feature  of 
theatrical  life;  their  bleating  voices 
may  still  occasionally  be  detected, 
though  they  have  grown  and  now  assume 
maturer  r6les.  Societies  for  the  protec- 
tion of  children  intervened.  But  the 
public  would  not  be  balked.  Dwarfs 
were  discovered  who  assumed  infantile 
r6les;  closely  shaven  (twice  on  matinee 
days)  they  even  assumed  the  parts  of  the 
unborn  children  in  The  Blue  Bird.  Once 
you  begin  to  see  that  a little  child  may 
lead  you,  you  are  its  hopeless  and  in- 
fatuated slave.  You  are,  as  to  the  young 
of  the  rae-e,  on  the  way  to  being  a eon- 
firme  x»arrieite  or  a Maeterlinekian. 

V'  . CXXXIX— No.  831.— 40 


Barrie  has  made  us  see  childhood 
anew.  In  the  country  where  his  children 
play  the  same  dew  sparkles  that  lay  like 
diamonds  on  the  grass  at  the  world’s 
dawn.  There  is  no  witchery  like  his,  no 
such  tenderness,  no  such  foolish,  lovely 
jokes.  We  break  our  hearts  for  some 
lost,  half-forgotten  Arcadia.  We  hear 
the  bells  that  ring  in  some  happy  city 
where  all  saints  and  angels  and  little 
children  that  have  died  now  are.  And 
this  poor  world,  as  we  listen  to  him, 
would  be,  so  it  seems,  like  Paradise  it- 
self, half  laughter  and  half  tears,  if  we 
could  only  rightly  value  its  youngest  and 
fairest  inhabitants. 

Maeterlinck,  speaking  another  lan- 
guage for  another  civilization,  does  not, 
perhaps,  ever  come  so  intimately  near  to 
us.  But  he  would  lead  us  even  closer  to 
the  mysteries.  In  his  dim  regions,  lit 
by  lovely  unearthly  lights,  little  chil- 
dren, all  blond  and  shimmering,  wait  to 
be  bom.  And  he  would  have  us  vaguely 
apprehend  the  process  by  which  each 
small  wandering  soul  seeks  out  the 
mother  who  shall  in  divine  tenderness 
love  it. 

If  these  two  writers  only  are  men- 
tioned of  a whole  school,  it  is  because 
they  are  the  high  priests.  There  is  in- 
deed something  of  the  quality  of  a new 
religion  in  the  modem  exaltation  of  the 
child.  Once,  when  men  felt  the  need  of 
something  gentler  and  more  merciful, 
there  grew  up  in  the  Church  the  cult  of 
the  Mother  of  God.  To-day,  does  not 
the  child,  sitting  on  his  mother’s  knee, 
smile  more  engagingly,  and  seem  to  hint 
persuasively  that  in  his  innocence  is 
the  salvation  of  the  world? 

Sympathy  and  liking  are  duly  and 
sincerely  recorded  here  for  anything  that 
can  make  the  wrorld  more  sensible  of  the 
fragile,  evanescent  beauty  of  childhood. 

Yet  we  have  a right  to  examine  even  new 
religions  and  see  how  their  tenets  are  to 
affect  our  daily  lives.  If  children  are 
human  at  all  it  may  be  dangerous  to 
bum  so  much  incense  before  them,  dan- 
gerous alike  to  them  and  to  those  who 
swing  the  censers. 
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Children  were  once  thought  well  of  yellow-haired  daughter  and  gravely  put 
chiefly  because  they  would  grow  up  to  to  her  the  problems  which  were  distract- 
be  men  and  women;  nowadays  men  and  ing  the  world. 

women  are  valued  mostly  because  they  “I  believe  so  and  so,”  he  would  some- 
were  once  children.  Growing  up  is  only  times  say,  “but  Grade  and  the  chief 
failing  from  a once  proud  estate.  Chil-  justice  of  the  Supreme  Court  think  I’m 
dren  come  to  us  trailing  clouds  of  glory,  wrong,” 

That  he  often  was  wrong  does  not, 

fr  somehow,  to  one  heretical  as  to  child- 

j hood’s  supreme  wisdom,  prove  that 

'-  "j  tirade  w.us  as  often  right.  Of  course  the 

father’s  moderation  in  allowing  Grade’s 
jj  j~i:1  jrgi.-V'7  • 1 inspired  words  to  prove  the  chief  jus- 

I EL— :I  • icc  rather  than  himself  right  must  be 

P9HHA'  IB**?  - - praised;  it  is  more  often  the  other  way 

(.  ^ round.  A street  preacher  on  a soap- 

• : ' T -ay.  and  God  agrees  with  me — ” 

Some  of  the  more  rapturous  child* 

w'< >rsliij  »ers  seem  a lit  tie  like  this.  They 

say,  and  children  agree  with  them;  the 
coincidence  being  as  sure  proof  of  chil- 
drerv's  w isdom  as  to  the  soap-box  ex- 

••  Wr  ' l *ndcr  t lie  influence  of  such  sentiments 

education  has  of  course  been  trails- 
~ * formed.  No  one  can  doubt  the  harshness 

and  U>o  often  the  stupidity  of  the  old 
school  system*  and  no  one  can  help  wish- 
' ing  that  Hie  acquisition  of  knowledge 

v.i'v  ~ might  Ik?  a pleasure  rather  than  a tcov 

ylwfeaaa merit.  And  yet  the  object  of  education 

is  presumably  still  to  educate,  its  power 
I to  amuse  being  supplementary  wholly, 
and  we  must  deal  with  the 
^ fact  that  children  in  our 

schools  do  not  nowadays 
'-**  J?'  much  care  to  work.  If  things 

do  not  suit  them,  they  strike 
— even  XewT  York  has  al- 

IN  THE  COUNTRY  NATURE  STUDY  PURSUES  THE  CHILD  i „ 

ready  seen  this.  From 
Bolshevik  Russia  comes 
almost  ideal  news  to  children.  The 
scholars  there  CsStablish  the  curriculum 
and  dismiss  at  their  pleasure  unpopular 
teachers!  They  see  to  their  own  com- 
fort, too,  not  only  by  lengthening  the 
recess-time,  but  by  establishing  well- 
equipped  smoking-rooms  for  the  upper 
classes!  Of  course  this  last  provision  may 
not  seem  much  to  the  children  of  New 
York  and  New*  Jersey,  who,  acco  mg  to 


and  gifted,  too — this  is  the  curious  point 
— with  some  antique  instinctive  wisdom 
more  cosmic  than  ours,  more  directly 
drawn  from  the  hidden  divine  fountains 
of  the  universe.  To  adepts  of  the  new 
cult  a child  at  the  breakfast-table  con- 
suming its  cereal  nourishment  sits  oracu- 
larly like  the  Delphic  priestess.  A gen- 
tleman prominent  in  national  affairs 
took  this  view  of  his  blameless  little 
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gin  soil,  and  their  parents  confident  that 
when  the  time  came — 

The  time  at  last  did  come.  When  they 
were  fourteen  and  twelve,  respectively, 
the  little  boy  and  girl  were,  in  accord- 
ance with  their  parents'  theories,  sol- 
emnly taken  to  the  Uffizi 
, Gallery  in  Florence.  There 

jj\  U they  were  placed  succes- 

sively in  front  of  the 
//  j masterpieces  of  the  paint- 

'//  v er’s  art  while  gently  and 
'll  lucidly,  in  simple  words,  it 

was  explained  to  them  why 
these  were  great  and  noble 
pictures.  Their  little 
minds,  unsullied  by  art- 
knowledge,  free  from  the 
, squint  which  the 
) sight  of  bad  paint- 
were  able 


recent  astonishing  revelations,  are  accus- 
tomed to  securing  their  supply  of  cocaine 
fresh  each  day  from  enterprising  mer- 
chants who  are  at  hand  just  outside  the 
school  gates  at  the  closing-hour.  But  this 
is  only  a measure  of  what  improvements 
we  may  expect  when  American 
children  take  the  schools  in 
hand. 

Even  teachers  sometimes,  in 
moments  of  discouragement, 
admit  that  children  don't  work 
as  hard  as  they  used  to  and  { 

don’t  learn  as  much.  Is  it  f 

possible  to  trace  a connection 
betwTeen  these  two  facts?  Is 
work  really  necessary?  Will 
children,  even  under  the  most 
modern  system,  ever  learn  the 
multiplication  table  in  sheer 
ecstasy  of  joy?  Foreign  children 
seem  to  know  more  than  their 
American  confreres.  Just  as 
grown-up  foreigners  so  often 
seem  better  educated  than  we 
ourselves  are.  Is  the  difficulty 
that  we  still  make  ;|\  4 

lessons  a little  irk- 
some,  and  do  not  v 


^ to  understand  at 

. ponce,  to  swallow 

art  at  a gulp.  They 
■ jj  ret  urned  home,  where  a 

f hot  bath,  a wholesome 
supper,  and  a night’s 
-outid  rest  invigorated 
them  and  prepared  them 
for  the  morrow's  test. 

\t  about  eleven  in  the 
morning  they  were  taken 
to  the  Pitti  Gallery  and, 
as  if  were,  loosed.  And  then — oh, 
lovely  n tint  clef — like  homing  doves 
t hey  flew  unerringly  to  the  master- 
pieces there  housed.  and  proclaimed 
their  merit  in  choice  English  such  as 
their  own  father  might  have  used! 
This  is  the  kind  of  a story  every  one 
would  like  to  believe.  It  seems  to 
take  some  practical  advantage  of  the 
child's  intrinsic  superiority  to  the 
man,  and  to  dispense  with  all  annoy- 
ing and  ex  pensile  study. 

Unfortunately  for  the  comfort  of  chil- 
dren, few  parents  have  the  perfect  faith 
of  these  just  noted.  The  education  of 
children,  though  transformed,  still  goes 
on  at  terrific  tension.  But  the  work 
nmv  seems  to  be  piled  on  the  mothers 
rather  than  on  the  children.  The  most 


THE  LUXURY  TAX  TAKES 
NO  ACCOUNT  OF  AGE 


worshipers)  con- 
cerning the  off- 
spring of  a distinguished  American  au- 
thority on  painting.  These  children,  so 
it  is  alleged,  passed  their  early  years 
wholly  art-free,  unmolested  by  any 
knowledge  of  paintings  and  their  value. 
Their  ignorance  was  abysmal,  consider- 
ing whose  children  they  were.  Yet  their 
bodies  were  healthy  and  their  minds  vir- 
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feeble-minded  mother  who  is  capable  of 
tail  ring  a child  must  now  ta  thoroughly 
familiar  with  all  its  reflexes-  «*niplexesA 
and  inhibitions.  While  she  is  washing 
the  dishes  she  must  prop  up  the  latest 
volume  on  prenatal.  Influences-  against 
the  pan.  She  must  swim  out  upon  a 
vasty  ocean  of  science  and  theory,  She 
must  search  her  soul  to  know  whether 
breakfast  contained  a safe  Mending  of 
proteins  and  vitumines,  and  slur  must  be 
sure  that  the  union  .suit  of  underwear 


Such  labors  and  such  devotion  imme- 
diately suggest  that  motherhood  has 
now  perhaps  become  a greater  thing  than 
childhood.  May  it  ta,  after  all,  that  the 
child's  chief  value  in  our  American  life 
is  that  it  brings  into  being  the  American 
mother?  Whenj  ou  see  in  Washington  tta 
fine  building  which  serves  as  Headquar- 
ters of  the  National  Congress  of  Mothers, 
you  reaJi/e  how  serious  a matter  it.  is  to 
go  into  the  profession  of  child-bearing. 

There  is  perhaps  a good  deal  of  mock 
li.  voii  s In  this  bilk  of  the  mother 
women  accustomed 
pj  plow  % field  t he  day  after  a child  ia 
tare  j$$bf  veil  think  it  a confession  of 
the  ftalyota  syri  cowardice  of  the  mod- 
ern fiiy-dwelHug  female.  Yet  it  k welt 
ls<  read  over  oo'ariimally  the  pages  in 
which  Tltet^iuri*  Roosevelt,  never  a 
puling  fCittirutiitalist,  ennobles  and  dig- 
nifies ui>  ititarixaid.  And  no  one  can 
serin  tifely  quarrel  with  any  Better  Babies 
■ ! law  and  practice  as  to 

child  labor  tn  same:  parts  of  the  country 
eta?  crying;  fta  fiN  at  tention  of  tta  inerci- 
fui  mortars  of  America.)  Even  Malt  bus, 
a nmch-maligued 


M'- 


TO  ADMITS  OP  rilE  .-NEW  CV.CT  ’WE  CBIUl 
IS*  OliACULAH  UKg  l UbU'fne  CIUISiTlSS 


she  has  chosen  for  her  darling  puls  no 
strain  upon  the  dorsal  muscle.-..  With 
Freud  in  baud  she.  must  read  tar  child’s 
dream-,  a*  did  priests  nf  old  the  eiitmik 
of  lite  .■>.*, crifiw.s.  trying  to  discover 
whether  the  pain  in  the  little  one's  heel 
is  there  Because  Ms  great  -pro  ml  mot  her, 
in  girlhood.  dreamed  of  Achilles. 


sop  Her,  did 
not  preach  race  sui- 
cide—only  fewer, 
and  &o  better,  chil- 
dren. Indeed,  to 
hand  a tatter  world 
on:  to  a tatter  gen- 
cruthin  k succinctly  the 
great  ami  holy  duty  of  man- 
kind, and  the  most tamnd- 
illed  mother  over  her  scien- 
tific volumes',  however 
comic  she  may  lie,  Ls  never 
quite  a figure  of  furt 

Nevertheless j it  may 
ta  tarm'sSthta  to  sound 
u warning.  Scient  ific  knowledge  on  the 
mother's  fmt  must  uot  ta  allowed  to- 
mb the  remaining  bloom  from  ciilld- 
hood.  Tlie  cttbtage,  even  when  it  begins: 
its  career  uodey.  ty  ta«U  glas&  and  inis 
its  roots  warmed  .with  hol-woter  pijies 
within  tlte^frih  probably  does  hot  much 
mind  being  kept  from  sounding  its  na- 
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had  helped  build,  over  leaves  and  twigs 
she  herself  had  gathered,  something  of 
the  old  glamour  of  wikl-strawberry  ad- 
venture might  have  clung  to  it  still,  as 
the  grown-up  had  remembered  it  from 
his  own  boyhood. 

Especially  in  reference  to  rural  pleas- 
ures it  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  children 


tive  field  - note  wild.  The  incubator 
babies,  too,  at  Coney  Island  or  the 
county  fair,  do  not  concern  themselves 
as  yet  with  the  romance  and  poetry  of 
their  rearing.  (What  a character  the  in- 
cubator baby,  free  from  all  sentimental 
memories  of  parents,  makes  for  Mr.  Ber- 
nard Shaw!)  But  most  other  modern 
children,  though  they  lie  potentates, 
find  life  by  no  means  all  near-beer  and 
skittles.  They  are  pestered  at  every  step 
by  new  theories  learned  in  the  child- 
study  course  for  mothers. 

Once  upon  a time  there  was  u very 
beautiful  little  girl  with  golden  locks 
who  lived  like  a princess  with  her  very 
modern  and  scientific  father  and  mother 
in  a large  house  upon  a little 
hill  where  many  wild  straw'- 

i , ,,  * 

berries  grew'.  A well-meaning  c*\K*e 
but  unscientific  grown-up  guest  ■Lj£1Cfr_ 
(a  w ret  c h c d I mohelor,  of 
course)  suggested  one  day,  ^^8 

wheu  he  happened  to  lie  break-  j2 1 

fasting  alone  with  the  little  f®! 

girl,  whom  he  very  much  liked, 
that  she  and  he  should  spend 
the  morning  blissfully  gather- 
ing the  swTeet-perfumed  little  berries 
which  they  would  eat  at  lunch  with 
the  thick  cream  which  came  from  the 
nice  cow1  in  the  barn.  The  lovely  little 
girl  said,  “No,  thank  you/’  but  her  lip 
trembled.  Then  the  foolish  old  bachelor 
again  explained  and  urged  his  delightful 
plan,  upon  which  the  lovely  little  girl 
burst  into  tears  and  rushed  from  the 
table.  The  scientific  mother  a little 
later  explained  that  by  the  doctor's  or- 
ders the  lovely  little  girl  had  never  in 
all  her  life  been  allowed  to  cat  any  un- 
cooked fruit! 

Now  the  doctor  may  have  been  right; 
indeed,  an  amendment  to  the  Constitu- 
tion of  the  United  States  prohibiting  the 
eating  of  raw  fruit  by  minors  may  lie 
urgently  necessary.  But  we  must  learn 
somehow'  legitimately  to  include  pic  king 
wild  berries  in  the  activities  of  childhood. 
It  is  humbly  suggested  that  perhaps  if 
the  stewing  of  the  fruit  might  have  oc- 
curred on  a brick  stove  which  the  cliild 


THE  INSTINCT  OF  MOTHERHOOD  IS 
EARLY  DEVELOPED 


of  to-day  may,  when  they  are  older, 
have  some  of  the  romantic  memories 
that  their  elders  now'  have.  Perhaps  it 
is  only  a trick  of  advancing  age.  but  the 
swimming-hole  in  the  brook  seems  to 
have  a quality  winch  no  bathing  estab- 
lishment with  a pool  and  pergola  and 
hot  and  cold  showers  can  ever  have. 
During  last  autumn's  war  thrills  one  of 
the  great  metropolitan  newspapers  for 
days  filled  columns  with  letters  from 
elderly  contributors  who  debated  about 
the  corn-silk  cigarettes  of  their  youth,  or 
those  they  made  of  the  dried  leaves  of 
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the  wild  grape.  It  seems  somehow  as  if 
the  modern  child's  country  were  too  well 
equipped. 

Of  course  in  the  country  nature  study 
pursues  the  child.  A parent  or  other 
instructor  at  his  elbow  forces  him  to 
learn  how  to  tell  the  wild-flower  from 
the  birds — the 

phrase  is  by  now  ^ 

traditional.  And 
one  suspects 
that,  although 
they  provide  de- 
lightful Indian 
and  cow  b o y 
suits,  they  even 
want  him  to 

learn  from  some  ' rf: 

handbook  how  to  play  the 
Sioux  brave  and  from  some 
recommended  diagrams  how 
to  build  a robber’s  cave.  But 
childhood  and  the  country  are 
an  almost  invincible  combina- 
tion; it  would  be  hard  to  ruin 
them. 

It  is  very  pleasant  to  think 
of  all  the  summer  camps  s 1 ^ 
throughout  the  land  where  Jfl| 

boys,  and  girls,  jflflra 

too,  both  rich 

and  poor,  may  .djjHHj 

learn  something 

of  woodcraft  and 

simple  living  and 

open-air  sleep- 

ing.  Not  li  i n g ' > ~ 

can  be  more 

agreeable  t h a n 

to  see  a com-  $ 

pany  of  Boy  SEtr.r  * 

Scouts  starling  } 

off  for  a week- 
end hike  to  the 
country,  where 
they  will  camp, 
and  catch  und  fry  their  own  fish,  and 
perhaps  lie  on  beds  of  pine  needles.  On 
the  whole,  perhaps  the  modern  way  is 
just  as  good.  And  many  parts  of  the 
country  have  a moving-picture  theater 
fairly  accessible  and  a soda-water  foun- 


tain at  hand,  so  that  the  most  exacting 
child  who  is  not  content  with  the  simple 
pleasures  of  field  and  stream  may  not 
lack  its  evening  amusement. 

There  is,  however,  quite  seriously,  the 
definite  danger  that  all  this  psychic  mode 
of  educating  may  kill  every'  little  eccen- 
tricity, every  little  imaginative 
quality  in  a child  which  may  be 
different  from  the  standardized 
imagination  for  children  as  found 
in  Barrie  and  Maeterlinck  and 
recommended  in  the  mothers’ 
|j}  handbooks,  and  so  in  the  end 
produce  a monotony  of  person- 
alities. It  cannot  be  too  pleasant 
for  a child  to  lie  too  closely 
[ studied,  especially  when  it  comes 

i into  the  odd.  de- 

i licious,  happy,  sad 

i \ days  of  adoles- 

it  is  not 


cence 
pleasant,  when  a 
fellow  is  embarked 
upon  his  first  love- 
affair,  to  find 
mother  at  hand 
with  Chap  t e r 
XIII  of  her  favor- 
ite volume  on 
child  -psychology, 
demanding  the 
most  awkward 
and  embarrassing 
confidences,  and 
studying  her  son 
as  Fabre  might  an 
amorous  insect 
under  the  micros- 
cope. In  the  aid 
days  child 


ren 

were  sometimes 
very  unhappy  be- 
cause no  one  was 
trying  to  under- 
stand them;  they 
must  nowadays  Ik*  sometimes  unhappy 
because  every  one  is  trying  to.  Privacy, 
1>oth  of  person  and  of  thoughts,  may  be 
as  much  their  right  as  ours.  We  must 
he  careful  how  we  fumble  with  their 
souls. 


THE  BOV  SCOOT  MOVEMENT  HAS  fUVE.V  NEW 
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Apprehensive  grown-ups  must,  of 
course,  remember  that  some  of  the  sim- 
plicity and  romance  of  their  childhood 
has  necessarily  gone  forever.  No  danger 
can  now  threaten  a child  equal  to  that 
of  the  old  high  bicycle.  No  little  boy 
to-day  can  make  it  the  goal  of  his  ambi- 
tion to  drive  the  horse-car  down  the 
tracks  in  Main  Street : there  will  soon  be 
children  who  have  never  seen  a horse. 
These  same  nervous  people  may  also 
safely  count  on  the  resistance,  conscious 
and  unconscious,  of  the  American  child 
itself.  It  is  amazing  how  racy  of  ihe 
soil  that  person  is.  He  reverts  to  type  as 
do  the  lower  animals  or  garden  flowers. 
Train  him  with  foreign  masters  of  gov- 
ernesses as  you  like,  he  has  moments 
when  he  snaps  back.  His  speech  is  an 
example.  He  may  for  a few  of  the  ten- 
derer years,  if  he  is  carefully  isolated, 
be  master  of  the  low,  well-modulated 
tones  of  England.  But  the  moment  he 
goes  to  school  bis  speech  gains  at  once 
the  tang  of  the  streets,  or  of  the  gutter 
if  you  wish  to  be  emphat- 
ic. His  nasal  tones  cut 
the  circumambient  air  and 
bis  R's  rasp.  It  is  some- 
thing stronger  than  him- 
self, some  germ  that  floats 
everywhere.  Later,  at  col- 
lege or  after,  he  may  dis- 
cipline his  tongue  into  the 
best  manner  of  our  own 
pleasant  American  lan- 
guage. But  he  must  have 
sown  his  linguistic  wild 
oats  on  the  Bowery. 

The  American  child  resists  manners, 
too,  and  sometimes  even  growing  up 
does  not  alter  this  frame  of  mind.  Here 
in  America  little  boys  shake  hands  and 
little  girls  courtesy  very  much  in  the  way 
of  animals  trained  by  fear.  And  no 
American  child  will,  of  its  own  volition, 
ever  say,  “Good  morning,'’  or,  “How 
dye  do?”  to  any  grown-up.  Foreign 
children  seem  by  comparison  unnatural 
little  monsters  of  courtesy.  And  the 
Latin  languages,  elegant  and  corn  he, 
give  children  speaking  them  an  exag- 


gerated appearance  of  poise  and  polish. 
There  was  an  undue  amount  of  clamor 
and  shouting  in  a uniformed  line  of 
Venetian  sehool-boys  on  their  way  to 
church,  and  a child  of  perhaps  ten  spoke 
up. 

“La  calrna,  signori!”  he  urged,  with 
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CHILDREN  S DRESS  BECAJME  PRETTY"  AND  PICTURESQUE 


mock  seriousness*  **  Calmness,  gentle- 
men !M 

Au  acid  little  girl  of  six,  on  the  tram- 
car  at  Rome  with  her  nurse,  passed  by  a 
building  where  huge  posters  advertised 
an  exhibition  of  modern  painting. 

“That  wouldn't  interest  me/’  re- 
marked nurse. 

“It  interests  others,”  answered  ihe 
little  girl,  coldly. 

Perhaps  we  may  be  glad  that  our  chil- 
dren are  more  natural.  There  is  a kind 
of  wildness  still  in  the  American  soil. 
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iservttf  thej'  probably."  tliink  it  stfly  to  speak  of  it 
r what  jig  expressing  their  persoaalitfes.  It-  they 
wins  of  Lave  mote  liberty  than  they  once  bad, 
^ar-old  let  its  merely  hope  that  it  makes  them 

uhr  re-  Imppier.  Ahd  let  hs  start,  a modest  eativ- 

logue  of  the if 
'■)  mentis. 

V.  To  iiegin  with, 

'■  they  are  probably 

’ tKh  cleanest  ehil- 

V dren  in  the  world. 

^ .T _ We  are  the  most 

.-.  • belldng  race  since 

■j* ’ the  Romans;  ;We 

exceed  them  iu  the 
TEST  number  of  tubs  if 
not  in  the  fervor  of 

bur  jiblutmns.  St- 
'•  • James  the  Less,  so 

the  Q<Men  Legemi 

fe,ebrda  in  his 
' - P i wise,  friue  childhood 

: :i  V \ never  b^ijgiml aiicf 

P„  \yos  by  t his  knOWn  to  be 

| fmlyu  Even  .aniong  his 

r,'  f.;ilotv4«iys  he  would  ab- 

r.h  U»u  dess  recognition  now. 

y -VuimcwhidiHiben  should 

F lie  the  healthiest  in  the 

•w. rid.  They  tire  the 
E|$vi  «uwt  gene rously  fed,  and 

•.•where  in  the  world  is 
. tly;  battle  more  fierce 
•FunsT  the  germs  that 
threat^ii  them,  Latin 
' hitfirbli  may  3»t‘up  with 
their  parents  mid  make 
• f good  meal  at  nine  in 
Tfer.  i he  evening,  enlivening  it 

HP^J  ■ ■ !(>  b'  ^werou*  wino.ylt  doesn't 

, .;  ••  • ; ' sif-u r . f->  b>»H  t burn. . But:  onr  darlings, 
J'; : ■ l ' '■}''■  'e ;f i(rv«’ i-iilv  Wrvaifebf; : ' t hem  great  ti her ty  in 

maimers,  are  iu  bed  early  They  reseiu- 
Ajiu  the  hip  >t.  .lames  1 he  Less  in  that  lu?  never 
_di»«hfe,!l^.i^Xiig8^t  or  bidcr.  Their  mUk 
■|y * and  their  Wirter  boiled. 

Their  fund  i*  chosen  for  them  accord- 
ing tii  articles  by  popular  doctors  in 
, he  ft’otni* n > it  would  be 

'hygr  {H’rvtir^enos.s  bis  their  part  uot  to 
k?  well.  ' 

And  ire  fidore  theni.  frankly  and  with* 


sort  comes  to  mind. 

He  wa,ibrte  of  those 
millionaire  bab.ihs  ■,  / 

fabled  in.  Hr-  Sun- 
day ^tipplftmciits, 
reared'  in  liixurjy  doniiesh'it 
in  palaces.  And.  when 
F o u rt.  It  of  Inly  came  ti- e>  • S 
was  a terrific  scene  (fiTiM 

.which  he  emerged  nerv- 
ous) Ijccausc  the  one  t.liyWiy 
he  insibied  oii  doing  Was  iu 
sell  a paly,  wafyry  lemonade 
for  a cent  a glass  from  * 
small  stand  . Which  he  was 
going,  to  greet  eiiUide  Te 
great  gates  of  his 
father's  place  on 
Bellevue  Avenue! 

Within  him  deep 
called,  to  deep;  by 
instihet  lie  knew  ' 4 

that  he  efiyld  not 
rightly  grow  up  IU? 
an  -Vmericr^n  jinless  hg  la-vi 
at  least  once  performed  oil 
the  triwfitiohal  rights  of 
Anterh'Mn  :)vijyhf.mds  as  pY‘«v 
boy.s  and  eOuhtry  boys  mt-l 
sliHji  lipj's  vtery  evcrywhfir! 
perforivdug  them- 

Jin#  the  statement  bfvO 
too  long  tlylayed  that  Amor 
lean  chilclren  are  the 
in  the  W'orld?  They  , , 

are  not  to  be  field  > 

jesffonsible  for  the 
theories  and  follies: 
of  their  cldurs-  t'hhPUK 
They  want  l heir  l^kyT' 
own  w«y—imtur-:it-  , c, 
ly.  if  iliev  rmi  got 
its  They  aw?  nut 
much  corteiWned  with  itioii?  ebmfdoxes.. 

very  „r$i;rioudy— - lit  l ie  girls  tuny  enjoy 
dancing  I larcf iKd  dji  the  greei is w- ar » l , 1 > u t 


And  cluidren,  who  are  bofi 

s conserva- 

tives,  jba  ti 

& a dt?n?p-rie?iirtj  \>y 

re  fur  what 

is  indive  jo; 

Si.Sv  They  are  they 

[isttkiians  of 

the  Anileri' 

t*il»  tiotb.  A IH.tte  t 

eti -year-o  Id 

boy  lit  on 

r most  f ashionable 

seaside  re-  ' 
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out  embarrassment.  It  may  safely  be 
predicted  that  children  will  never  be 
nationalized  in  America,  however  much 
their  bringing  up  by  government  agen- 
cies might,  scientifically,  be  to  their  ad- 
vantage. Free  love,  that  goal  of  so 
many  radical  futures,  may  have  to  be 
given  up  just  because  parents,  both  men 
and  women,  want  their  children  for  their 
own.  Of  course  everywhere  in  the  world 
there  are  to-day  women  who  are  inclined 
to  wish  children  were  possible  without 
having  undignified  recourse  to  a father, 
so  high  above  all  other  loves  does,  with 
them,  the  maternal  stand.  We  have 
lately  on  the  stage  seen  Madame  Nazi- 
mova  and  Miss  Marie  Doro  go  insane 
over  this  wish  of  the  young  girl,  not  at  all 
to  have  a husband,  but  to  have  children. 
But  American  fathers,  though  little  in- 
clined to  the  miracle  of  motherless  chil- 
dren, value  their  offspring  with  a 
spontaneity  and  a lack  of  self-conscious- 
ness which  in  many  parts  of  the  earth 
would  be  astonishing.  In  short,  no  one 
in  America  need  apologize  for  making  a 
fool  of  himself  over  children. 

The  American  army  has  given  us  an 
engaging  proof  of  this.  In  all  the  re- 
ports that  came  from  France  one  of  the 
most  charming  things  to  hear  was  the 
way  our  boys  had  made  pals  with  the 
French  children.  The  little  ones  adored 
these  strange,  good-natured,  good-look- 
ing men,  who  had  such  a passion  for 
washing  in  cold  water  and  smelled  so 
nice.  The  boys  wanted  to  help  the 
mothers  of  these  children;  they  were  not 
too  proud  to  offer  at  once  to  do  “ chores  ” 
about  the  house.  They  made  Franco- 
American  friendship  a real  thing.  Indi- 
viduals, companies,  regiments,  adopted 
orphans.  Some  day  they  will  bring  them 
back  to  America,  and  the  prettiest, 
sweetest  sentimental  comedy  will  be 
played  as  the  French  boys  and  girls 
grow  up — La  FiUe  du  Rigiment  done 
over  to  suit  our  case. 

Even  in  the  occupied  districts  of  Ger- 
many our  army,  which  has  been  able  to 
resist  everything  else,  has  found  it  hard 
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to  resist  the  children.  Perhaps  little 
Hans  and  Gretchen  when  they  grow  up 
may  find  it  fairly  easy  to  think  well  of 
us,  if  they  are  only  allowed  to  cling  to 
their  childhood’s  memories  of  a good- 
looking  khaki-clad  American  boy  hold- 
ing them  upon  his  knee. 

At  home  the  war  taught  us  something 
about  our  children.  They  were  so  sensi- 
tive to  patriotism!  They  were  so  gener- 
ous of  their  small  funds  and  their  little 
strength!  Thousands  of  orphans  in 
France  have  been  adopted  by  school- 
children  here.  Across  the  seas  go  letters, 
and,  when  the  postal  regulations  allow, 
shoes  and  clothing,  sometimes  sewed  by 
little  American  girls’  fingers.  And  back 
come  gay  foreign  picture  post-cards  and 
words  in  funny  childish  writing  that  try 
to  express  the  gratitude  of  all  France. 
Little  stands  along  our  streets  where  on 
Saturday  afternoon  lemonade  and  rather 
withered  nosegays  are  sold  “for  the 
French  orphans”  make  you  smile,  and 
for  that  instant  believe  in  international 
friendships  and  the  future  of  the  world. 

Whatever  his  family  may  be,  the  child 
of  foreign  parents  is  an  American.  And 
he  is  the  great  Americanizer.  The  doc- 
trine he  carries  home  from  school  he  im- 
poses upon  them.  We  may  feel  sorry 
that  when  they  might  have  two  lan- 
guages these  foreign  children  are  willing 
to  have  only  one — American.  But  the 
sturdy  impulse  to  be  real  citizens  of  the 
country  where  they  are  to  live  is  worth 
more  than  the  dual  ornament  of  tongues. 
Little  Giovanni,  who  insists  on  being 
called  Joe,  and  Ignaz,  who  would  like  to 
be  known  as  Mike,  we  should  be  proud 
of. 

Are  we  not  proud  of  them — as  of  all 
American  children?  Do  we  not  fill  our 
magazines  with  jokes  made  from  chil- 
dren’s clever  sayings,  and  cover  our 
colored  supplements  with  their  engaging 
doings?  (Oh,  where  in  the  snows  of  yes- 
ter-year wanders  Buster  Brown?)  Has 
any  article  in  any  magazine  a chance  to 
say  even  half  that  should  be  said  about 
our  darling,  the  American  Child? 
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“A  PORTRAIT” 

BY  THOMAS  SULLY 

THERE  are  few  painters  who  matured  so  quickly, 
maintained  their  powers  so  evenly  for  at  least  a 
score  of  years,  and  then  lost  the  firm  grip  they  so 
unmistakably  had,  as  did  Thomas  Sully,  who,  bom  in 
England,  came  to  this  country  when  a boy,  began  to 
paint  seriously  at  twenty-five,  and,  leading  a per- 
fectly regular  life,  commenced  running  down-hill  in 
his  profession  before  half  a century  of  his  ninety  years 
had  rolled  past.  The  truth  of  this  becomes  apparent 
whenever  some  work  previously  unknown  is  brought 
to  one’s  attention,  and  unhesitatingly  and,  I may  add, 
unerringly,  you  place  it  either  before  or  after  the 
period  named  without  any  actual  knowledge  of  its 
painting  date. 

The  portrait  of  Sarah  Bringhurst  Dunant  (Mrs.  John 
Stull  Williams)  falls  within  the  period  of  Sully ’s  best 
work.  It  goes  without  saying  that  the  painter  had  a 
most  attractive  sitter  in  this  young  girl  just  budding 
out  of  childhood  into  the  radiant  glory  of  womanhood, 
in  1812,  the  year  of  her  marriage.  She  appealed  to 
Sully  as  youth  and  beautiful  femininity  always  did,  for 
he  was  particularly  sensitive  to  the  subtle  ideality  of 
the  opposite  sex,  and  he  has  fixed  these  evanescent 
qualities  with  a strength  of  handling  quite  notable,  and 
enveloped  them  in  an  atmosphere  of  very  high  art, 
without  losing  any  of  the  delicacy  requisite  to  preserve 
the  charm  of  line  and  of  expression  of  the  dainty 
original. 

The  color  scheme,  which  is  admirably  translated  on 
the  wood,  is  very  simple.  Over  her  white-muslin  gown 
she  wears  a crimson-velvet  pelisse,  faced  with  yellow 
satin  which  shows  here  and  there  not  to  be  obtrusive, 
and  her  arm  rests  on  the  round  top  of  a green-up- 
holstered chair.  The  figure  is  relieved  by  a curtain  of 
the  same  color  as  the  coat,  but  lighter  in  tone,  with  a 
glimpse  of  cloud-flecked  sky  and  landscape  in  the  left 
distance.  This,  then,  is  one  «f  Sully’s  great  accom- 
plishments and  well  worthy  of  being  preserved  by 
Mr.  Wolf’s  rare  craftsmanship. 

Charles  Henry  Hart. 
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LUCK 


BY  WILBUR  DANIEL  STEELE 


“ TUCK!” 

Li  Without  looking  at  the  others, 
or  at  the  beef-grower,  who  had  pushed 
his  chair  back  and  got  up  noisily,  Jen- 
nison  removed  one  cupped  hand  from 
the  heap  of  bank-notes  and  began  to 
edge  them  off  with  a dampened  thumb, 
counting  under  his  breath.  The  smoky 
light  in  the  back  room  of  the  mountain 
store  showed  him  still  more  unlovely  in 
his  diligence,  deepening  the  purplish 
cast  of  his  pain-ridden  face  and  accentu- 
ating the  twist  of  his  wry-neck. 

“Luck!”  he  repeated  for  the  third 
time,  in  the  same  dry  tone. 

The  others  fidgeted,  coughed,  and 
fooled  with  the  soiled,  scattered  cards, 
keeping  uneasy  eyes  on  Yaard.  The 
beef-grower  had  turned  back  from  the 
doorway,  his  arms  struggling  with  the 
armholes  of  his  wine-colored  mackinaw. 
He  was  a big,  young,  blond  fellow,  good- 
looking,  full-blooded,  easy-going.  But 
now  the  stale  light  showed  his  face 
blotched  with  red. 

“Luck!”  he  cried.  “Luck,  eh?” 

Peters,  the  storekeeper  and  peace- 
maker, got  up  with  an  unnecessary  clat- 
ter and  came  around  the  table,  bearing 
a half-empty  bottle. 

“Yaard,  old  fellow,  have  just  one  be- 
fore you  go,  that’s  the  man.  It  ’ll  be 
cold  going  over  the  mountain.  Just  a 
small  one — to  help  the  sun  up?  Eh?” 

“To  hell  with  that  stuff!”  The  beef- 
grower  ran  the  back  of  a wrist  over  his 
lips  with  an  unconscious  gesture.  “I’m 
looking  at  that  man  there!” 

Jennison,  counting,  “Seven  hundred 
and  five,  seven  hundred  and  fifty-five — ” 
did  not  raise  his  eyes.  His  studied  pre- 
occupation struck  deeper  into  the  other’s 
anger.  Leaning  over  a chair-back,  Yaard 
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brought  his  fist  down  on  the  table- 
top. 

“I’ll  be  damned  if  that  four  queens 
over  four  tens  was  luck.  And  here’s  an- 
other thing.  Take  it  from  me  and  put  it 
in  your  pipes  and  smoke  it  up,  the  whole 
lot  of  you.  There’s  no  such  thing  in  the 
world  as  luck,  and  the  man’s  a damned 
fool  that  thinks  there  is.  . . . Good 
night!” 

Turning  his  back  on  them,  he  went  out, 
and  they  heard  him  blundering  through 
the  littered  darkness  in  the  front  part  of 
the  store.  Peters,  anxious  for  his  goods, 
followed,  catching  up  a pile  of  burlap 
from  a barrel  beside  the  door.  They 
heard  him  calling: 

“Oh,  Yaard,  take  care  for  them  apri- 
cot-cases right  in  the  way  there.  Wait  a 
second!  You  forgot  your  grain-bags. 
Wait  a second!” 

“ God-a-mighty !”  he  complained,  when 
he  came  back.  “I  never  can  tell  if  that 
fellow’s  had  too  much  or  not.”  His 
mouth  was  sour  with  the  night,  and  he 
made  a face.  “And  now  what’s  wrong 
with  you,  Ed?” 

Boler,  the  sawmill  man,  shook  a sad, 
comical  head.  “You  heard  that?  ‘No 
such  thing  as  luck’?  Yaard!  Will  Yaard! 

And  him  the  luckiest  fool  devil  that  ever 
drew  breath!  Luck?  Good  Mother  o’ 
mine!  Luckl” 

The  recurrence  of  the  word  put  them 
in  mind  of  the  one  remaining,  the  silent, 
wry-necked  winner  bent  over  his  calcu- 
lations, and  they  stopped  talking.  The 
awkward  silence  in  the  room  merged 
with  the  wide  hush  of  the  mountain 
night;  through  it  they  heard  the  infini- 
tesimal flaws  that  made  it  only  the  more 
complete — the  fall  of  a lone  pine  cone 
on  the  crust,  the  whine  of  a dog  asleep 
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in  a shed,  the  bladelike  creak  and  snap 
of  fibers  under  the  pressure  of  the  frost 
that  comes  before  dawn.  A mile  away 
above  the  Forks  a vixen  barked. 

Jennison  stuffed  the  folded  notes  into 
a hip  pocket  and  got  up.  He  began 
struggling  into  his  sheepskin  reefer  with 
his  usual  sighs  and  grimaces  of  pain.  It 
made  every  one  uncomfortable. 

“Going  over  the  mountain?”  asked 
Peters,  who  knew  well  enough. 

Jennison  gave  him  a sour  look  and 
nodded  obliquely. 

“If  I was  you,”  Tinker  advised  from 
the  stove-comer,  “I  shouldn’t  walk  too 
fast  goin’  over  the  mountain.  It’s  a 
narra  road  for  two  to  travel,  Jen,  and  by 
the  looks  of  Will  Yaard  when  he  left 
here  he  wouldn’t  relish  havin’  his  heels 
trod  on  too  much  this  mornin’.” 

Tinker  was  Peter’s  hired  man.  He  was 
held  for  something  of  a wit,  and  made 
everybody  laugh  with  his  solemn  drawl. 

“Yaard’s  all  right,”  he  went  on, 
“when  he’s  sober.  And  when  he  ’ain’t 
got  a grudge .” 

Boler,  who  enjoyed  this  sort  of  thing, 
slapped  his  thigh. 

“And  a gun,"  he  put  in.  “What 
Yaard  wants  to  lug  that  old  forty-four 
around  for  beats  me.  Wolves,  he  says.” 

“Wolves!”  Peters  gave  a sarcastic 
laugh  and  looked  at  Jennison.  “Have 
you  got  a gun  on  you,  Jen?  You  got  to 
remember  you’re  carrying  quite  a piece 
o’  money,  and  by  the  looks  of  Will 
Yaard  he  wasn’t  more  ’n  above  too  cer- 
tain yet  who  it  belongs  to.  Got  a gun, 
Jen?” 

The  storekeeper  thought  it  had  gone 
far  enough.  He  clapped  the  table. 

“Pshaw!  Jennison,  don’t  pay  ’em  any 
attention!” 

Jennison  was  not  even  looking  their 
way.  He  pulled  his  rat  cap  over  his  red, 
outstanding  ears,  fished  for  his  mittens, 
and  shook  his  head  with  a touch  of  anger 
at  the  other’s  proffered  bottle. 

“Come  to  think  of  it,  though,  guess  I 
will,”  he  muttered. 

“That’s  the  boy,”  nodded  Peters. 
“Same  to  you.  I hope  you  prosper! 


You  busy. now,  Jennison?  Got  any  fox- 
traps  out  this  year,  eh?” 

“Oh,  a few.”  Jennison  drew  his  sleeve 
over  his  bloodless  lips.  “Got  a couple 
down  near  the  pond.  If  I feel  like  it 
when  I come  by  there  I might  have  a 
look  at  them  on  the  way  over.” 

Tinker  reached  over  and  tapped  Boler 
on  the  knee. 

“That’s  where  we’ll  search  for  him,” 
he  advised,  in  a stage  whisper. 

Boler  struck  back  at  him  with  a pon- 
derous glee.  “Yessir!  We’ll  have  the 
pond  drug.  If  he  don’t  turn  up  to  home 
in  good  time,  with  the  money,  you  un- 
derstand, we’ll — ” 

But  Jennison  was  gone.  They  heard 
him,  as  they  had  heard  Yaard  before  him, 
groping  through  the  store,  and  Peters 
after  him,  calling  advice  and  caution. 

The  storekeeper  was  out  of  temper 
with  them  when  he  returned. 

“You  fellows  ought  to  know  better  ’n 
to  go  on  like  that,”  he  said.  “ Good  God ! 
as  if  there  wasn’t  enough  bad  blood  be- 
tween ’em  already.” 

“Women!”  Tinker  soliloquized.  “If 
there  wasn’t  any  women,  now!” 

“I  guess  that’s  right.” 

“That’s  about  it,  I guess.” 

They  all  nodded. 

“Judge  Proal’s  daughter,  ain’t  it?” 

“Looks  so.” 

“And  to  think  of  Jen — with  his  face! 
And  his  kind  of  luck  with  money ! Why, 
to-night’s  the  first  time  I ever  see  money 
cross  Jen’s  palm  the  right  way  yet.” 

“And  you  got  an  idea  why — to- 
night— ” 

“ Now,  now,  what’s  the  use — ” 

“All  right.  But  to  think  of  him  loon- 
ing  around  a girl  like  Judge  Proal’s 
young  un!  Dear,  dear!” 

“Especially  with  Will  Yaard — ” 

“Yeh.” 

Peters  yawned.  Corking  the  bottle 
and  tucking  it  under  his  arm,  he  turned 
to  the  door. 

“I’m  going  to  bed.  Let  Boler  out, 
Joe,  when  he  begins  to  feel  like  going 
home.  Thank  God  for  Sunday.  Good 
night.” 
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And  they  heard  him  in  his  turn  mak- 
ing off  through  the  store,  and  then  the 
sound  of  his  boots,  incisive  and  metallic, 
on  the  frosty  stair  leading  to  the  loft. . . . 

It  was  one  of  those  windless,  brittle 
nights  which  come  sometimes  in  a moun- 
tain winter,  when  the  utter  stillness,  Pil- 
ing up  on  itself  through  the  hours,  takes 
on  just  before  dawn  an  electric  quality; 
the  report  of  a twig  popping  a quarter- 
mile  away  comes  to  the  ear  undiminished 
through  the  clear,  magnetic  fluid,  and  a 
man  may  be  well-near  deafened  by  the 
crackle  of  his  own  footfalls  running  un- 
der him  like  a slow  fusilade  of  musket- 
fire. 

Jennison  halted  for  the  second  time 
where  the  road  came  in  a bend  over  a 
little  ridge  spurring  down  from  the 
mountain,  and  remained  standing  as  he 
was,  motionless  as  the  architectural 
pines  flanking  him  to  left  and  right,  his 
knees  bent  between  steps,  the  tilt  of  his 
head,  cocked  and  thrust  forward  by  the 
malformation  of  his  neck,  heightening 
almost  to  the  point  of  caricature  the  at- 
titude of  the  listener. 

He  had  been  quite  sure  the  other  time 
that  some  one  beside  himself  was  moving 
on  the  road.  What  he  learned  now  was 
that  the  creaking  footsteps  were  not,  as 
he  had  imagined,  ahead  of  him,  but  be- 
hind. 

Turning  around  with  a half-conscious 
care  to  keep  his  boots  from  crunching  on 
the  snow,  he  waited,  his  eyes  fastened  on 
the  inner  wall  of  the  bend,  black  in  the 
starlight.  After  a moment  a figure  de- 
tached itself  from  the  pines  and  came 
forward,  climbing  steadily  along  the 
blue-gray  ribbon  of  the  road.  It  was 
Yaard. 

Had  Jennison  been  a braver  man  he 
would  have  turned  on  his  heel  and 
walked  on  with  his  back  to  Yaard.  As  it 
was  he  waited,  standing  quite  motion- 
less. When  the  beef-grower  had  come 
to  within  about  ten  paces  he  halted. 
Whether  or  not  it  was  because  he  saw 
Jennison  then  for  the  first  time  it  would 
be  hard  to  say,  just  as  it  would  be  hard 


to  say  whether  the  gesture  with  which 
he  shifted  the  grain-bags  to  his  left  arm 
was  simply  to  give  the  other  a rest,  or 
whether  it  was  with  the  old,  half-buried 
instinct  of  leaving  the  right  hand  free. 

For  perhaps  twenty  seconds  neither 
mfln  moved  or  spoke.  In  the  perfect 
stillness  each  could  hear  the  other 
breathing  and  see  the  gray,  pear-shaped 
jets  rising  from  the  other's  nostrils 
straight  upward  in  the  windless  star- 
light. It  was  one  of  those  queer,  lawless 
moments,  one  of  those  dropping-off 
places  in  time  for  which  no  man  can 
account  or  be  held  responsible. 

Jennison  was  the  first  to  stir.  “ Will — 
what  do  you  want?” 

The  beef-grower  lifted  his  right  hand 
suddenly  and  struck  his  brow  with  the 
flat  of  his  mitten. 

“Me?” 

He  began  to  laugh,  opening  his  mouth 
wide  and  throwing  his  head  back.  The 
charmed  silence  was  broken.  His  loud, 
frank  laughter  ran  away  through  the 
corridors  of  the  forest  and  came  back 
indecorously  from  the  faces  of  hidden 
rocks. 

Jennison  felt  his  face  breaking  into  a 
profuse  perspiration  which  froze  imme- 
diately in  a gossamer  crust  on  his  skin. 

“Well,  what  the  hell,  then!”  he  pro- 
tested, huskily,  mopping  his  forehead 
with  his  mitten.  “What  we  standing 
here  for  like  a — a — ” 

“Like  a couple  of  strange  dogs,”  the 
other  supplied.  He  came  forward, 
stamping  his  feet  and  whacking  his  sides 
with  his  elbows.  In  him  the  revulsion 
from  melodrama  took  the  form  of  an 
exuberant  liberation.  “Only  I didn’t 
know  you  were  ahead  of  me,  that’s  all,” 
he  explained,  with  another  burst  of 
laughter. 

They  started  on,  side  by  side.  The 
first  rift  appeared  in  the  night.  A ghostly 
effulgence  hovered  in  the  zenith  and  was 
gone  again,  and  after  a moment  the 
woods  on  the  crest  to  the  east  showed 
an  edge  of  grayness,  faintly  heliotrope. 

As  they  tramped  along,  Yaard  ex- 
plained his  lagging,  and  the  whole  start- 


Digitized  by 


Go  'gle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


374 


HARPER'S  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE 


ling  trick  of  transposition  became  ab- 
surdly simple.  Coming  past  the  Pitner 
place  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill  he  had 
remembered  that  he  ought  to  see  Pitner, 
and  he  had  turned  up  the  road  to  the 
house. 

“Pitner  was  just  getting  up,”  he  said. 
“There’s  a little  piece  of  money  I been 
owing  him  for  a bunch  of  calves,  and  I 
was  figuring  to  pay  up  to-day.  I wanted 
him  to  know  I was — was — ” He  broke 
off  suddenly,  his  face  flushing,  and  began 
to  whistle  “Suwanee  River.”  He  shook 
his  shoulders  roughly. 

“That  you  were  what?  Go  on!” 
Jennison  lagged  half  a pace  behind  and 
watched  Yaard’s  back  with  an  odd 
fascination.  The  sweat  began  to  stiffen 
on  his  brow  once  more,  and  he,  too, 
shook  his  shoulders  roughly,  as  if  strug- 
gling with  something.  He  had  not 
wanted  to  ask  the  question  at  all. 

A singular  thing  had  happened  to 
them.  The  long,  heavy  night,  their  lungs 
drowsy  with  the  spent  air,  their  brains 
alternately  sagging  and  leaping  with  the 
recurrent,  suppressed  excitement  of  the 
play  and  the  repeated  stimulation  of 
whisky — the  abrupt  plunge  into  the 
outer  air,  like  a plunge  into  an  icy  bath — 
the  interval  of  isolation  and  utter  still- 
ness— the  profound  nervous  shock  of 
that  moment  when,  startled  by  a trick 
of  time  and  place,  they  had  found  them- 
selves staring  into  each  other’s  eyes, 
“ like  a couple  of  strange  dogs  ” — by  such 
successive  stages  had  they  been  stripped, 
unconsciously,  piece  by  piece,  of  their 
protective  husks,  their  inhibitions,  their 
spiritual  defenses,  their  mental  reserves. 
And  now  in  the  weird  hour  of  dawn  they 
found  themselves  of  a sudden  unable 
to  hold  their  thoughts  or  curb  their 
tongues.  It  made  them  ill  at  ease.  They 
saw  that  they  were  naked,  and  they  were 
ashamed.  They  struggled  against  it.  A 
man  drunk  will  give  himself  away  in- 
evitably; he  will  say  what  he  always 
really  wants  to  say,  will  do  what  he 
always  really  wants  to  do.  These  men 
were  drunk  with  something  more  than 
whisky — added  to  whisky. 


“That  you  were  what?”  asked  Jenni- 
son. “Goon!” 

“That  I wasn’t  able  to  keep  my  word 
about  paying  him  to-day — because  I’d 
gone  and  lost  the  money — sitting  in  a 
poker  game — like  a damned  fool.” 

A hunted  look  came  into  the  other’s 
eyes,  mingling  with  and  deepening  the 
expression  of  fascination. 

“It  was  a run  of  luck,”  he  muttered, 
and  bit  his  nether  lip. 

“And  I tell  you  it  wasn’t.  I was  a 
damned  fool  to  sit  with  you,  and  that’s 
settled  and  done.  No,  there’s  no  such 
thing  as  ‘Inch.'  A man  gets  what’s  com- 
ing to  him  in  the  long  run.  Look  at  me, 
now.” 

“Yes,  but  look  at  me!” 

“Look  at  me,  now.  They’ll  tell  you 
I’m  lucky.  ‘That  lucky  bastard.  Will 
Yaard,’  they’ll  say.  But  let  me  tell  you 
the  secret — ” 

“Yes,  yes,  but  look  at  me!”  In  his 
hunger  to  be  heard,  Jennison  increased 
his  pace  by  two  or  three  short  steps, 
almost  like  a hopping  bird,  an  illusion 
still  further  heightened  by  the  twist  of 
his  neck  and  the  eager,  inquisitive  cock 
of  his  head.  “Look  at  me.  Will!  Do  you 
say  I ain’t  wnlucky?  Eh?  Eh?” 

“ No,  it  ain’t  unluckiness,  Jen.  You’re 
always  doing  fool  things,  that’s  all. 
You’re  always  making  fool  bargains 
with  your  money,  or  getting  drunk  and 
throwing  it  away.  And  you’re  damned 
lazy,  Jen,  and  you  know  it.  Always 
were.  You’ll  never  get  ahead  any,  never 
in  God's  world,  and  it  ain’t  unluckiness, 
either.” 

“1  know,  Will,  I know.  But  it  ain’t 
that  I’m  thinking  of.  I’ve  never  cared 
a shuck  about  that,  not  a shuck.  I’ve 
never  cared  much  about  anything  till 
just  lately — not  till — till — ” 

“Till  Hetty  Proal  came  home  from 
seminary  with  her  hair  up,  eh?” 

“I’ll  tell  you  the  living  truth,  Will; 
not  till  then.” 

At  ordinary  times  they  were  ordinary 
men;  wild  horses  could  not  have  dragged 
either  of  them  to  pronounce  the  word 
“love”  in  the  other’s  hearing,  except 
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as  personal  to  a third  party,  with  jeering 
or  mock  pity.  But  now  as  they  walked, 
climbing  higher  and  higher  over  the 
mountain’s  shoulder  into  the  thin,  pale, 
icy  wine  of  the  dawn,  a sort  of  Pentecos- 
tal carelessness  loosened  their  tongues, 
the  bars  were  let  down,  and  their 
thoughts  ran  away  with  them. 

“Not  till  then,”  Jennison  went  on, 
with  a fevered  eagerness.  “I’ll  tell  you 
the  living  truth.  Will;  I love  that  girl.” 

“You  do,  do  you?  Why,  look  at  you, 
Jen!  Just  look  at  you!  Good  Lord!  you 
make  a man  laugh.” 

“And  then  you  say  I ain’t  unlucky! 
You  say  I ain’t  unlucky!” 

Their  voices,  unrestrained,  incisive, 
ran  away  among  the  trees;  a flight  of 
startled  snowbirds  whirred  in  the  near 
air;  for  a moment  a fine  thread  of  tone 
hung  over  the  ridges,  the  engine’s  whis- 
tle as  the  “Five-fifty-eight”  came  sliding 
into  Monk’s  Falls.  Colors — the  cold 
lilac  of  the  sky  and  snow,  the  blue  of 
firs,  the  deep  malachite  of  pines,  grew 
vivid.  The  world  was  big  with  the  day. 

“You  say  I ain’t  unlucky?  Look  here. 
1 go  by  the  Judge’s  every  day,  almost. 
I’ll  go  five  mile  out  of  my  way  to  pass 
there.  I’ll  go  in.  She’ll  ask  me  in.  I’ll 
sit  there  and  I’ll  look  at  her.  I’ll  see  her 
smooth,  soft,  white  neck,  and  I’ll  see 
how  the  brown  hair  lays  light  and  warm 
against  her  cheek,  and  I’ll  imagine  how 
it  would  feel  against  my  cheek — my 
cheek  that’s  never  touched  the  hair  of  a 
woman  that  knew  me.  I’ll  sit  there  and 
talk.  I can  talk  better  than  most  men, 
better  a good  sight  than  you.  Will.  I 
can  talk — just  so  long  as  she  don’t  look 
at  me.  ...” 

“Talk?  Good  God!  Yes.  Talk,  talk, 
talk.  You  can  talk!” 

It  was  quite  without  rancor.  Yaard 
walked  at  an  enormous,  free  gait,  his 
right  arm  swinging,  his  face  lifted  a little 
and  his  eyes  on  the  sky. 

“That’s  all  right,  but  just  the  same 
I’d  make  her  a good  husband.” 

“Husband?”  The  beef-grower  laughed 
loudly  without  taking  his  eyes  from  the 
waning  stars.  “Husband?” 


“All  right,  all  right,  but  I would.  No, 
maybe  I wouldn’t  make  her  quite  such 
a good  living,  but  I’d  know  better  what 
she  was  thinking  of,  or  worrying  about, 
or  such  things.  I can  see  different  sides 
of  things.  And  she  likes  to  hear  me 
talk,  and  I can  talk — so  long  as  she  don’t 
look  at  me.  But  the  minute  she  looks 
at  me — ” 

“She  laughs?” 

“She  don't!  That’s  a lie!  That’s  a 
hell  of  a thing  to  say!  She  don’t  laugh, 
no,  sir.  . . . Only  when  I feel  her  look- 
ing at  me  I — Well — you  know.  . . . 
And  then  you  got  the  cheek  to  say  I 
ain’t  unlucky.  Is  it  my  fault  I’m  like — 
Is  it  any  of  my  fault  I was  born  like — 
this?” 

“You’ve  made  it  worse  by  drinking, 
that’s  all  1 know.  And  then  again,  if  it 
ain’t  your  fault  yourself,  it’s  the  fault  of 
somebody;  it’s  pay  for  something.  It 
says  in  the  Bible  that  a man’s  sins  will 
go  down  from  two  to  three  generations. 
You  look  back  and  I warrant  you’ll  find 
a foolish  act  somewheres — your  father 
or  your  grandfather  or  some  one.  No,  no, 
Jen;  complain  all  you  want  to,  only 
don’t  lay  it  to  luck;  don’t  lay  it  to  acci- 
dent. Accidents  don’t  happen.  . . . 
Take  me,  now  ...” 

“Yes,”  cried  Jennison,  in  a bitter  tone 
He  had  almost  to  run  to  keep  pace  with 
the  other’s  sanguine  stride.  “Only 
everything  always  comes  easy  for  you.” 

“Take  me,  now.  If  I need  what  you 
call  ‘luck,’  why,  I make  it.  Accidents? 
Bah!  I’d  like  to  see  the  accident  that 
would  keep  me  from  going  right  on 
ahead.  The  whole  thing  is,  I work  hard, 
but  not  too  hard.  I use  my  head,  but  I 
don’t  worry.  I’ll  take  a drink,  but  I 
don’t  take  too  many.  I’ll  do  a fool  thing, 
maybe,  once  in  a long  while,  like  to- 
night; but  here’s  the  point — you  won’t 
find  me  doing  it  twice.  And  so  I’ll  keep 
on  going  ahead.  Bound  to!”  He  lifted 
his  chin  still  higher,  expanded  his  chest 
with  a yet  deeper  draught  of  the  spark- 
ling air.  “Bound  to!” 

The  mists  of  easy-going,  workaday 
self-detraction  were  swept  away;  he  saw 
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himself  for  the  moment  in  the  naked 
splendor  of  dawn. 

“You  wonder  how  Hetty’s  hair  would 
feel  against  a man’s  cheek.  I know. 
Night  before  last  it  laid  against  mine — 
when  she  told  me  all  right- — when  I 
asked  her  if  she’d  marry  me  and  she 
told  me  all  right.  That’s  the  way  with 
you,  Jen — you  wonder.  That’s  the  way 
with  me — I know!" 

For  a little  while  there  was  silence, 
ruffled  only  by  the  swift  crunching  of  the 
snow  in  the  road.  When  Jennison  spoke 
his  voice  sounded  thick  and  rasping,  as 
if  it  hurt  his  throat. 

“Is  that  true.  Will?  No  fooling,  is  it 
true.  Will?” 

“God’s  truth.  We’ll  be  married  before 
the  month’s  done.” 

There  was  another  silence,  longer  than 
the  last. 

“No,  I’ll  be  damned  if  you  will!” 

The  beef-grower  wheeled,  startled  not 
so  much  by  the  words  as  by  the  abrupt 
change  in  distance.  Jennison  had  halted 
a dozen  paces  back  and  stood  there  star- 
ing after  him.  His  eyes  were  bloodshot, 
his  color  livid.  His  upper  lip  contracted, 
showing  his  teeth. 

“What  you  mean,  you’ll  be  damned 
if  we  will?  What  you  mean  by  that, 
Jen?”  And  then,  with  a wave  of  exas- 
peration, Yaard  bawled  at  him:  “Quit 
it!  Quit  it!  0 my  God!  you’re  such  a 
baby!  Quit  looking  that  way,  I say!” 

“I’ll  be  damned  if  you  will!”  Jennison 
repeated,  in  the  same  tone. 

Yaard  walked  back  to  him,  taking 
long  steps.  Halting  before  him,  he 
spread  his  feet  wide  and  put  his  fists  on 
his  hips. 

“Well,  then,  what  you  going  to  do 
about  it?” 

For  a moment  they  remained  staring 
fixedly  into  each  other’s  eyes.  The  east- 
ern sky  was  turning  green;  the  poison- 
ous light  ran  over  their  set  faces.  Once 
again  it  was  the  weaker  man’s  glance 
that  fell. 

“I  don’t  know.  I don’t  know.”  His 
shoulders  sagged  with  a sudden  weari- 
ness. In  a flash  of  pitiless  light  he  seemed 


to  see  himself  for  the  first  time  as  he  was. 
“What  can  I do?  Look  at  me.  I ain’t 
anywhere  near  as  big  as  you  nor  as  stout 
as  you.  And  on  top  of  that  you’ve  got  a 
gun.” 

“Oh,  bah!"  Yaard  spat  loudly  in  the 
snow  in  his  disgust.  “That's  just  like 
you,  Jen.”  Fumbling  in  his  pocket,  he 
drew  out  the  revolver  and  thrust  it 
roughly  into  the  other’s  hand,  crying: 
“There  you  are!  Now!  There!  You 
got  it,  man!  Now  what?” 

Jennison’s  eyes  rested  heavily  on  the 
weapon  lying  in  his  palm.  Lifting  with  a 
slow  and  horrible  fascination,  they  came 
to  the  other’s  breast,  where,  under  the 
deep-red  stuff  of  the  mackinaw,  the 
heart  beat.  His  sick  nerves  rebelled.  A 
shudder  passed  over  his  frame.  His 
teeth  chattered,  distorting  his  words. 

“You’re  lucky,  lucky.  You  know  I 
can’t  do  it.  You  know  as  well  as  I do 
I can’t  do  it  in  cold  blood,  -you — you 
devil,  you.” 

He  felt  himself  stripped,  ashamed,  de- 
graded. He  could  not  meet  Yaard’s 
glance;  his  hunted  eyes  ran  everywhere. 
At  the  foot  of  a long,  gentle,  sparsely 
wooded  declivity  to  the  left  he  saw  the 
pond,  its  ice  gleaming  iron  gray  between 
the  silhouetted  poplar-boles. 

Strange  thoughts  tumbled  slowly 
through  his  brain,  speculations,  frag- 
ments of  remembered  speech.  So  en- 
grossed was  he  that  the  other’s  outburst 
came  to  him  only  in  meaningless  drib- 
lets: “ — poor  snipe — as  if  you  could 
harm  me — as  if  you  could  imagine — ” 
He  was  thinking  to  himself  instead, 
“Joe  Shultz  was  up  to  try  the  ice  for 
cutting  yesterday.  Must  have  been  just 
down  there,  because  he  told  me  there 
was  ten  inches  just  off  the  bend.  ...” 

“As  if  you  could  imagine,”  Yaard  was 
repeating,  hoarsely,  “that  anything  you 
could  do — ” 

“As  if  I could  imagine,”  Jennison 
echoed,  hanging  his  head. 

“You  poor  snipe!” 

“Yes,  I am  a poor  snipe.” 

“You  make  me  sick.”  Yaard  spat  on 
the  snow  again,  as  if  to  get  a taste  out 
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of  his  mouth.  “You  never  can  carry  a 
thing  through.” 

“No,”  Jennison  agreed,  in  a dreary 
voice.  “I  never  been  able  to  carry  a 
thing  through  yet;  I know  it  as  well  as 
you  do.” 

The  sight  of  his  moral  disintegration 
was  revolting.  His  knees  bent  under 
him,  his  head  lopped  over  untidily  on 
his  twisted  neck.  One  hand  began  grop- 
ing feverishly  in  a hip  pocket. 

“ I can’t,”  he  groaned.  “ I can’t  even 
carry  through  my  one  run  of  luck.  Take 
it!”  he  cried,  pushing  the  roll  of  bank- 
notes into  the  other’s  hands  with  a ner- 
vous violence.  “It’s  yours!  I — I — ” 

“I  know,”  Yaard  put  in  with  a sud- 
den large  tranquillity.  “I  knew  all 
along.  That  last  was  too  raw;  that  four 
queens.  You  saved  three  of  them  out 
of  your  full-house  three  hands  before.  I 
knew  it.  But  I never  worried.  I knew 
I’d  get  the  money  back.  I knew  you 
couldn’t  carry  it  through.  . . . But 
look  here;  I only  want  what’s  mine. 
You  got  some  of  your  own  in  here,  Jen.” 

“No,  no,  no!”  Jennison  waved  a hand 
in  passionate  protest.  “I  don’t  want 
part  or  parcel  of  it.  Will.  I won’t  touch 
it.  Will.'  It’s  dirty  to  me  now.” 

“Don’t  be  a fool!”  Yaard’s  ordinary, 
expansive  good-nature  had  come  back. 
He  unrolled  the  bills  with  his  thumb, 
counting.  “How  much,  Jen?  Well, 
never  mind,  then;  I know.” 

“I  won’t.  Will!  I won’t,  I tell  you!” 
Jennison  almost  danced  in  the  ecstasy 
of  refusal. 

“There!”  Yaard  forced  a thin  sheaf 
into  his  hand.  “Take  it,  I say.  And 
now  shut  up  and  come  on  along.” 

Jennison  did  not  move.  For  the  mo- 
ment he  seemed  unable  to  answer.  As 
he  stared  down  at  the  money  lying  limp 
in  his  hand  a curious  look  came  and 
went  in  his  eyes.  He  seemed  to  shake 
himself. 

“I  ain’t  going  on  just  now,”  he  said. 
“I  got  a couple  of  traps  down  here  by 
the  pond  I’d  like  to  have  a look  at  before 
sunup.”  He  stared  thoughtfully  at 
the  snow  near  his  feet.  “There’s  a blue 
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fox  on  the  mountain  somewheres.  Joe 
Shultz  seen  it  less  ’n  a week  ago.  If  I 
could  get  that  fellow!  Say,  Will,  would 
you  mind  leaving  me  take  one  of  them 
grain-bags  for  a spell?  Eh?  Thanks.  I 
tell  you,  if  I had  the  luck  to  catch  that 
blue  one  I shouldn’t  want  the  whole 
township  knowing  it,  eh?” 

He  took  the  grain-bag  and  folded  it 
over  his  arm.  It  was  a good,  stout  bag 
(Yaard  took  pride  in  his  business  and  all 
its  physical  details),  and  on  one  side  it 
bore  the  black-stenciled  legend: 

Elm  Brook  Farm 
Wm  Yaard  Prop 

“ Here’s  your  gun,”  he  went  on,  still 
looking  down  slantwise  at  the  snow  as 
he  held  out  the  big,  clumsy  revolver. 
“But  no;  wait  a second,”  he  reconsid- 
ered. “ I’ll  bring  it  ’round  to  your  place 
later,  if  it’s  all  the  same,  Will.  If  you 
don’t  mind,  I’d  just  as  leave  have  it 
along,  in  case  that  fox — ” 

“Fox!”  Yaard  almost  shouted  with 
mirth.  “Lord,  Jen,  you  ain’t  a-scared 
of  a /ox/” 

Jennison’s  teeth  sank  slightly  into  his 
lower  lip.  “No,”  he  said,  slowly.  “Only 
them  blue  ones,  you  know.  I’ve  heard 
say  they  ought  to  be  shot  in  the  eye — so 
’s  not  to  mar  the  pelt.” 

“Oh,  well,  hell!”  Yard  waved  his 
arm.  “I  don’t  claim  to  know  anything 
about  such  things.  Go  on,  take  it  and 
welcome.  Keep  the  plagued  thing  if 
you’re  a mind  to;  been 'trying  to  throw 
it  away  for  a year,  anyhow.  There’s  no 
more  of  them  forty-fours  hereabouts  any 
longer;  can’t  even  get  shells  any  more, 
without  I send  away  for  them.  Keep  it, 
keep  it;  I make  you  a present.” 

“Oh  no,  no!  That’s  all  right,”  the 
other  muttered,  sheepishly.  “I’ll  see 
you  later  with  it,  all  right.  So  long!” 

Putting  the  weapon  in  the  pocket  of 
his  reefer,  he  stepped  out  of  the  rutted 
road  into  the  clean  snow  down-hill.  He 
was  not  gone,  however.  He  had  some- 
thing yet  to  say,  and,  staring  hard  at  the 
beef-grower’s  boots,  he  said  it. 
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“Will,  if  you  don’t  mind — maybe 
you’ll  think  it’s  funny — but  I’d  be  as 
obliged  if  you  wasn’t  to  say  anything 
about  it,  about  my  handing  back  the 
money,  you  know,  and  all  that.  I sup- 
pose I deserve  to  be  showed  up,  only, 
somehow  or  other — I’d  be  just  as 
obliged—” 

“Not  a word!”  cried  the  other,  in 
good-natured  protest.  “Not  a word, 
trust  me!” 

“If  you  was  to  say  you  hadn’t  met  up 
with  me,  or  seen  me,  even.  If  any  one 
asked  you — if  you  was  to  say  you  hadn’t 
laid  eye  on  me  after  you  left  Peter’s 
place — ” 

Yaard  cut  him  off  with  a wave  and  an 
indulgent  laugh.  “Anything  you  like, 
Jen.  Not  another  word.  I’ll  swear 
on  the  Bible  I never  laid  eye  on  you. 
Now  go  ’long  about  your  business.  So 
long!” 

Filled  with  a sense  of  large  and  benefi- 
cent tranquillity,  he  stood  as  he  was  for 
a moment,  watching  Jennison’s  laborious 
progress  down  the  hill.  The  snow,  about 
a foot  deep  and  crusted  not  quite  thickly 
enough  to  bear,  made  heavy  going. 

The  long  labor  of  dawn  was  near  its 
end.  The  whole  eastern  heaven  flamed 
with  a pale,  cold  lemon,  against  which 
the  farther  ridges  stood  out  dark  and 
cold  and  dead.  The  poplars  fringing  the 
pond,  silhouetting  more  strongly  with 
each  passing  moment,  looked  hard  and 
dead,  too,  each  separate  stem  like  an 
upright  bar  of  iron  eaten  black  with 
rust.  And  on  the  spotless  mat  of  the 
snow  the  figure  of  the  walker  showed 
vividly  in  its  every  detail,  the  narrow, 
uneven  shoulders,  the  grotesque  car- 
riage of  the  neck  and  head,  the  awkward 
posture  of  the  left  elbow  as  he  held  the 
grain-bag  clear  of  the  snow. 

“Blue  fox,  eh?  Shoot  them  in  the 
eye,  eh?  Sounds  just  a trifle  fishy  to  me. 
Now  I wonder  ...” 

A vague  sensation  of  uneasiness  came 
over  him.  He  shuffled  his  feet  in  the 
snow  and  told  himself  he  was  silly.  With 
a formless  impulse  he  put  his  hand  to 
his  mouth  to  call  after  Jennison.  And 


then  he  took  it  down  again  without 
calling. 

Jennison  waded  on  down  the  gentle 
slope  without  once  looking  back.  His 
feet  made  hard  work,  but  he  was  con- 
scious of  no  fatigue.  His  face  was  set 
and  expressionless.  He  was  thinking. 

It  was  as  if  he  had  a new  brain,  in 
which  thoughts  came  and  went  with  an 
intoxicating  swiftness,  a starry  clarity. 
Bits  of  recollected  speech  hovered  for 
instants  in  the  dean,  new  mental  firma- 
ment: 

“As  if  you  could  harm  me — you  poor 
snipe — ” 

“As  if  you  could  imagine  that  any- 
thing you  could  do — ” 

“You  never  can  carry  anything 
through,  Jen,  never — ” 

His  face  remained  expressionless,  save 
for  a faint  satirical  twisting  at  the  cor- 
ners of  the  lips.  His  eyes,  staring 
straight  ahead  rested  on  the  pond, 
glimpsed  in  larger  and  larger  fragments 
through  the  trees.  Phrases  came  back 
to  him: 

“That’s  where  we’ll  search  for  him. 

. . . We’ll  have  the  pond  drug  ...  if 
he  don’t  turn  up  to  home  . . . with  the 
money — ” 

“Yaard’s  all  right  when  he's  sober. 

. . . And  when  he  ’ain’t  got  a grudge 
. . . and  a gun.  . . . That  old  forty- 
four — ” 

“Remember  you’re  carrying  quite  a 
piece  of  money,  Jen,  and  Yaard — ” 

He  was  well  down  among  the  trees 
now.  A phrase  of  the  beef-grower’s  re- 
curred to  him: 

“But  look  here,  I only  want  what's 
mine.  . . .” 

Halting,  he  took  from  his  pocket  the 
notes  Yaard  had  thrust  upon  him  and 
studied  them  for  a moment  with  an 
extraordinary  concentration. 

“ Damn  the  luck!”  he  muttered. 
“Why  did  he  have  to  think?” 

There  were  six  of  them,  five  tens  and 
a two.  Holding  them  out  fanwise,  he 
scratched  a match  and  set  them  on  fire. 
They  burned  pallidly  in  the  growing 
light.  When  the  flames  had  come  to  his 
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finger-tips  he  gathered  the  ashes  in  his 
palms,  rubbed  them  to  dust,  threw  the 
dust  in  the  air.  And  then,  turning  two 
of  his  pockets  wrong  side  out  with  a 
violence  that  left  one  of  them  torn  half- 
across,  he  went  on. 

At  the  {Kind’s  edge,  where  a ribbon  of 
black,  frozen  earth  and  stones  intervened 
between  the  snow  and  the  ice,  he  laid 
the  grain-bag  down,  folding  it  neatly 
two  ways.  On  it  he  placed  the  revolver. 
Then,  standing  up  and  shading  his  eyes, 
he  swept  them  slowly  across  the  nearer 
ice.  All  his  actions  now  were  performed 
with  an  extraordinary  precision,  doubly 
extraordinary  in  a man  who  had  always 
faltered  and  fumbled  a little. 

“There!”  he  nodded.  “I  knew  it  must 
be  somewheres  here.” 

He  had  some  trouble  in  getting  a 
stone.  He  picked  out  a large,  round  one 
and  tried  to  pry  it  from  its  bed  of  frozen 
mud.  It  was  only  after  he  had  pushed 
and  tugged  for  minutes,  his  fingers  bleed- 
ing under  the  nails  with  the  cruel  work, 
that  he  had  it  free  in  his  hands. 

Carrying  it,  he  walked  out  across  the 
ice.  He  was  glad  to  see  that  his  soles 
left  no  imprint  on  the  glassy  surface. 
Schultz,  the  owner  of  the  ice-house  at  the 
foot  of  the  pond,  had  cut  a small,  rectan- 
gular hole  about  twenty  yards  out  from 
shore.  During  the  night  it  had  closed 
up  again,  but  the  new  ice  was  only  an 
inch  or  so  thick  and  showed  darker.  Jen- 
nison  cast  the  stone  in  the  center  and 
the  whole  new  surface  caved  in  with  a 
turmoil  of  black  water.  He  looked  down 
at  it,  and  a slight,  convulsive  shudder 
passed  over  his  body.  He  raised  his  eyes 
to  the  eastern  ridge. 

“I  got  to  huriy.” 

Returning  to  the  shore,  he  hesitated 
only  a moment. 

“I  need  more  stones.”  He  looked 
down  at  the  stones.  “Let  them  be,'  just 
now.  I got  to  hurry.” 

Abandoning  the  pond,  the  stones,  the 
bag,  and  the  revolver,  he  started  off 
swiftly  through  the  trees,  throwing  up  a 
huge  furrow  with  his  boots.  Five  min- 
utes later  he  was  back  again,  standing 


in  the  same  place,  in  the  same  posture, 
looking  down  at  the  stones.  Only  the 
half-congealed  sweat  on  his  face  told  of 
the  enormous  exertion  he  had  been 
through,  exertion  of  which  he  had  been 
scarcely  aware,  exertion  which  seemed, 
on  the  face  of  it,  to  have  gained  him 
nothing.  In  reality  it  had  accomplished 
this:  whereas,  when  he  had  started, 
there  had  lain  across  the  snowy  expanse 
between  road  and  pond  a single,  well- 
churned  foot-track,  there  now  lay  three, 
and  to  the  eye  of  any  mountaineer  it 
could  be  seen  that  two  of  them  led  down 
to  the  pond,  and  only  one  led  back. 

“More  stones!”  he  muttered.  “More 
stones!” 

He  got  down  on  his  knees  &nd  fell  to 
the  terrible  work  of  tearing  them  out. 
The  blood  ran  down  freely  from  his  nails; 
groans  issued  from  his  throat,  but  he  felt 
no  pain.  When  he  had  four  worked 
loose  he  put  them  in  the  grain-bag  and 
tied  up  the  end  securely.  All  this  he  did 
mechanically  and,  as  has  been  said,  with 
an  extraordinary  precision  and  thrift  of 
movement.  All  the  while,  across  the 
stage  of  his  transfigured  brain  thoughts 
came  and  went  in  a troop  — words, 
phrases,  small,  vivid,  and  fragmentary 
pictures.  . . . 

He  saw  a crowd  of  men,  grim-faced, 
angiy,  gathered  at  the  pond’s  edge. 

He  saw  them  walking  alorg  a road. 

He  saw  Hetty  Proal’s  face,  as  in  sil- 
houette against  a win  low  with  flowers, 
her  hands  pressed  tight  against  her  whit- 
ening cheeks. 

He  saw  Yaard,  ignorant  as  yet  of  what 
had  happened,  opening  his  door  in  the 
night  to  invisible  questioners.  He  heard 
him  answering,  hesitating,  as  he  remem- 
bered his  promise,  grinning  slightly: 
“Jennison?  No,  I didn’t  see  him.  Don’t 
know  nothing  about  him.  What? 
Money?  No,  I don’t  know  nothing 
about  any  money.  Where’s  my  forty- 
four,  you  say?  What’s  it  all  about?  Say! 
Yes,  yes,  that’s  my  grain-bag.  Can’t 
you  see  for  yourselves?  What?  Search 
my  house?  What  do  you  mean?  Say, 
look  here — what  the  devil !” 
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The  sun  trembled  under  the  earth’s 
rim;  the  sky  ran  crimson  from  the  east- 
ern ridges  to  the  zenith.  Under  the  spa- 
cious glow  an  illusion  of  warmth,  or 
roseate  hope,  flooded  the  little  valley. 
Snowbirds  flew  high.  Even  the  trees 
seemed  to  lift  their  sapless  boughs  a little 
to  the  instant  of  day.  An  energy,  as  in- 
exorable as  it  was  dramatic,  carried  the 
man  along. 

He  was  standing  with  his  back  to  the 
pond  and  his  face  toward  a little  copse 
of  undergrowth  fifteen  or  twenty  yards 
up  among  the  poplars.  The  grain-bag 
was  bound  to  his  middle,  his  belt  let  out 
a little  and  buckled  over  it,  with  two  of 
the  heavy  stones  hanging  down  in  either 
end. 

“I  got  to  throw  it  right  there,  right 
there.”  He  repeated  it  over  and  over. 
Somewhere  or  other  he  had  heard  that 
if  a man  thought  hard  enough  about  a 
certain  action  or  set  of  actions  he  would 
somehow  or  other  go  through  with  them 
in  the  moment  of  death.  “Then,”  he 
whispered  to  himself — “then  I got  to 
turn  ’round  and  walk  straight.” 

There  was  no  hesitation,  no  bungling. 
Caught  up  in  the  dramatic  sequence  of 
events  and  circumstances,  he  thought, 
for  the  first  time  in  his  painful,  self- 
centered  life,  scarcely  at  all  of  himself  or 
of  what  he  did.  There  was  no  faltering. 
He  held  the  revolver  out  at  arm’s-length, 
aimed  at  his  right  breast,  his  thumb  on 
the  trigger. 

“I  got  to  throw  it  right  there,”  he 
repeated.  “Then  I got  to  turn  ’round 
and  walk  straight  out  across  the  ice. ...” 

He  was  not  conscious  of  any  stabbing 
or  rending  pain;  rather  of  a broad,  flat, 
heavy  blow,  as  from  a fist.  He  recovered 
his  balance,  took  his  thumb  out  from  the 
trigger-guard  carefully,  drew  back  his 
arm,  and  threw  the  weapon  into  the 
underbrush,  where,  flicking  the  twigs  as 
it  passed,  it  sank  out  of  sight  under  the 
snow. 

Then  he  turned  around  and  walked 
out  across  the  ice  toward  the  hole.  As  he 
walked  he  said  out  loud: 

“No,  I’ll  be  damned  if  you  will!” 


The  blood  from  his  lips  fell  down  and 
immediately  spread  out  in  large,  pinkish 
circles  on  the  ice.  The  sun’s  red  rim 
peeped  over  the  ridge  directly  ahead, 
laying  a sudden,  blinding,  crimson  path 
before  his  numb  feet. 

It  seemed  farther  than  he  had 
thought.  He  walked  and  walked.  The 
numbness  in  his  legs  increased;  a great 
fatigue  came  over  him;  the  stones  in  the 
bag  dragged  him  down.  A terrible  fear 
smote  him.  He  had  lost  his  way.  He 
had  missed  the  hole,  and,  passing  it  by, 
walking,  walking,  under  that  dragging 
weight,  he  must  have  come  almost  as  far 
as  the  center  of  the  pond.  It  was  so  far. 
He  began  to  cough. 

One  of  his  feet  went  out  from  under 
him.  He  clawed  at  the  air  and  found 
nothing  to  sustain  him.  The  water  in 
the  hole  rose  up  in  a round,  black  foun- 
tain to  engulf  him. 

He  felt  himself  going  down  and  down. 
The  icy  impact  of  the  water  all  around 
his  head  seemed  to  have  awakened  him 
from  a dream.  He  opened  his  eyes,  but 
it  was  all  green  and  dark.  He  opened  his 
mouth  to  shout,  and  water  gushed  into 
his  throat.  . . . 

“ God!  God!  Where  amir 

In  the  new  sunshine  bubbles  rose  to 
the  surface  of  the  water  in  the  hole 
Shultz  had  chopped.  Breaking,  they 
rocked  the  floating  splinters  of  ice,  like 
microscopic  ships  in  distress  on  a minia- 
ture sea.  And  then  all  was  still  again. 

• • • • • 

Yaard  stood  as  he  was  for  a moment, 
watching  Jennison’s  laborious  progress 
down  the  hill.  On  the  spotless  mat  of 
the  snow  the  figure  of  the  walker  showed 
vividly  in  its  every  detail,  the  shoulders, 
the  carriage  of  tbe  head  and  neck,  the 
awkward  posture  of  the  left  arm  holding 
the  grain-bag  clear  of  the  snow. 

The  beef-grower  was  conscious  of  a 
vague  sensation  of  uneasiness.  Moved 
by  a formless  impulse,  he  put  his  hand  to 
his  mouth  to  call  after  Jennison.  And 
then  he  took  it  down  again  and  wheeled 
at  sound  of  a sudden,  close  thudding  of 
hoofs  on  the  snow  of  the  road.  A big 
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bay  gelding  between  the  shafts  of  a 
black  sleigh  was  near  to  running  him 
down. 

“Say!”  he  protested,  jumping  to  one 
side.  And  then,  seeing  whose  sleigh  it 
was,  his  temper  changed. 

“What  you  doing  there,  Judge?  If 
you  don’t  get  them  bells  put  on  again 
pretty  quick  you’ll  be  up  for  man- 
slaughter in  your  own  court.” 

Judge  Proal  peered  over  the  edge  of 
the  buffalo  - robe.  He  had  a broad, 
jovial,  rubicund  face,  rather  dull  just 
now  with  a hard  night  spent  in  a moun- 
tain smoking  - car.  He  brightened, 
though,  when  he  discovered  who  the 
speaker  was,  winked  his  sleepy  eyes  very 
hard,  and  grinned. 

“Hullo!”  he  said.  “Hullo,  Will!  Just 
got  in  on  the  ‘Five-fifty-eight.’  Jump 
in  and  I’ll  give  you  a lift.  . . . Hullo! 
What’s  Jennison  doing  down  there?” 

He  sat  up  a little  straighter  and 
shaded  his  eyes. 

“Where’s  he  going  this  time  of  morn- 
ing with  that  grain-bag?  Eh?” 

“Oh,  he  thinks  he’s  got  a fox  down  in 
his  trap,”  Yaard  explained.  “Blue  one, 


he  thinks,  maybe.  Borrowed  one  of  my 
bags  and  the  old  cannon.  Shoot  it  in  the 
eye,  he  says.  What  you  think  of  that. 
Judge?  Queer,  ain’t  he?” 

“Queer  enough.  I can’t  stand  him 
for  a cent.  Here,  jump  in,  will  you,  and 
let’s  get  out  of  here  before  he  sees  us  and 
changes  his  mind.  Two’s  company, 
three’s  a crowd.  Can’t  stand  him! 

“Say,  but  you’re  pretty  lucky,”  he 
rattled  on,  jovially,  as  the  gelding  an- 
swered to  the  lift  of  the  reins.  “ I don’t 
know  where  you’ve  been,  but  I know 
you’d  have  had  a long  road  to  go  yet  on 
a good  cold  morning  if  I hadn’t  just 
happened  along.  Lucky,  eh?” 

“Lucky?” 

Yaard  lifted  his  head  with  an  air  of 
protest.  The  word  had  begun  to  get 
on  his  nerves.  But  then  he  said  no  more. 
The  horse’s  hoofs  drummed  rhythmi- 
cally in  his  ears;  the  keen  air  rushed 
across  his  face,  trees  fell  away  swiftly 
to  the  rear.  A fine  languor  crept  over 
him.  It  was  warm  under  the  soft 
weight  of  the  robe.  He  rubbed  his  eyes, 
yawned,  laid  his  head  back  again,  and 
let  it  go. 


MARINERS 

BY  DAVID  MORTON 

MEN  who  have  loved  the  ships  they  took  to  sea. 

Loved  the  tall  masts,  the  prows  that  creamed  with  foam. 
Have  learned,  deep  in  their  hearts,  how  it  might  be 
That  there  is  yet  a dearer  thing  than  home. 

The  decks  they  walk,  the  rigging  in  the  stars. 

The  clean  boards  counted  in  the  watch  they  keep — 

These,  and  the  sunlight  on  the  slippery  spars. 

Will  haunt  them  ever,  waking  and  asleep. 

Ashore,  these  men  are  not  as  other  men: 

They  walk  as  strangers  through  the  crowded  street. 

Or,  brooding  by  their  fires,  they  hear  again 
The  drone  astern,  where  gurgling  waters  meet. 

Or  see  again  a wide  and  blue  lagoon, 

And  a lone  ship  that  rides  there  with  the  moon. 
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THE  latest  triumph  of  aviation — the 
successful  crossing  of  the  Atlantic — 
only  emphasizes  the  problems  that  must 
be  solved  before  our  boasted  mastery  of 
the  air  becomes  a fact.  After  weeks  of 
preparation,  with  destroyers  vigilantly 
stationed  along  the  course,  only  one  of 
our  naval  machines  reached  its  goal  by 
way  of  the  closest  natural  stopping 
places,  while,  of  the  two  daring  attempts 
at  the  direct  route,  the  first  narrowly 
escapes  disaster  in  mid-ocean.  Over  a 
dozen  years  ago,  all  in  a stroke,  the 
Wrights  did  their  thirty  miles  at  Day- 
ton;  and  yet,  with  all  the  pressure  of 
the  war — business  economics  thrown  to 
the  winds — flying  is  still  apparently 
confronting  practically  insuperable  dif- 
ficulties. 

Let  us  put  our  finger  at  once  where 
the  difficulty  lies.  It  is  a need  for  very 
much  more  power — yes,  half  a dozen 
times  as  much  for  the  same  weight  of 
engine  and  fuel  as  we  have  now,  and 
materials  of  construction  for  the  aero- 
plane several  times  as  stiff  and  strong 
for  the  same  weight  as  anything  now 
obtainable,  and  I think  the  real  conquest 
of  the  air  will  be  achieved,  little  by  little, 
as  we  accomplish  these  two  things. 

Improvements  that  will  give  us  many 
times  more  power  for  the  same  weight 
of  machinery  and  weight  of  fuel  will  take 
their  rise  in  the  laboratory  in  studies 
apparently  not  directed  toward  the  art 
of  flying  at  all.  Much  has  already  been 
done.  The  tiny  wire  in  a modern  incan- 
descent lamp  is  a stronger  piece  of  metal 


by  a dozen  times  than  the  steel  in 
the  hands  of  the  engineer  twenty  years 
ago.  Steels  themselves  are  many  times 
stronger  than  they  were  only  a few  years 
ago;  and,  little  by  little,  we  are  learning 
something  of  the  ways  of  metals. 

If  we  take  a bit  of  steel  and  polish  it 
to  a very  brilliant  surface — and  for  this 
purpose  the  art  of  grinding  and  polishing 
metals  has  been  carried  far  beyond  the 
polish  of  a razor  blade — if,  I say,  we 
polish  a bit  of  steel  and  then  etch  it  with 
a little  acid  and  examine  it  under  a 
microscope  with  the  right  kind  of  illum- 
ination, we  find  that  it  is  made  up  of  a 
number  of  irregular  grains,  these  grains 
separated  from  their  neighbors  by  boun- 
dary walls,  and  the  grains  all  about  the 
same  size.  Now  if  we  take  this  piece  of 
steel  and  heat  it  suitably,  or  draw  its 
temper  or  anneal  it,  as  we  say,  and  then 
polish  it,  etch  it,  and  look  at  it  again,  we 
find  these  grains  have  grown  enormously 
and  at  the  same  time  we  know  very  well 
that  we  have  softened  the  steel.  It  is  not 
so  hard  nor  so  strong.  If  now  we  take 
the  same  steel  and  hammer  or  roll  it 
cold  and  again  polish  it  and  examine  it, 
we  shall  find  that  we  have  cracked  up 
these  grains,  the  little  cracks  in  the 
grains  being  very  different  indeed  from 
the  boundary  walls  between  the  grains. 
They  seem  to  be  little  fractures,  little 
slips  of  the  material  on  itself;  but, 
strange  to  say,  instead  of  having  shat- 
tered the  strength  of  the  steel  by  such 
treatment,  we  have  made  it  harder  and 
stronger.  If,  again,  we  heat  up  the  bit 
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of  steel  and  work  it  and  hammer  it  hot 
and  quench  it  in  water  while  it  is  red- 
hot,  we  get  a bit  of  steel  so  hard  that  it 
will  scratch  glass  or  make  a razor-blade 
exceedingly  hard  and  strong.  Now 
let  us  again  polish  this,  etch  it,  and  look 
at  it.  We  now  find  that  the  grains  have 
become  very  minute.  This  short  para- 
graph is  the  summing  up  of  volumes  of 
recently  acquired  lore,  filling  several 
shelves  full  of  books  with  the  title 
“Metallography.”  The  war  gave  great 
impetus  to  the  study  of  metallography 
because  of  the  need  of  knowing  exactly 
how  another  metal,  brass,  could  be  made 
into  cartridges  without  the  brass  being 
too  soft  and  stretchy  or  too  brittle.  This 
is  only  a hint  of  the  way  the  universities 
and  great  industrial  laboratories  are 
finding  out  in  other  parallel  lines  of 
effort  the  trick  that  will  give  us  the 
material  strong  enough  for  the  real 
achievement  of  flight  which  will  take 
flying  out  of  the  field  of  acrobatics. 

Every  high-school  boy  knows  that  the 
steam-engine  and  the  gasolene-engine 
are  pitifully  inefficient  means  of  getting 
the  energy  that  is  in  fuel  changed  into 
motion;  and  most  fuel,  in  turn,  is  pretty 
heavy  stuff.  If  we  were  able  to  make  an 
aeroplane  engine  out  of  huge  diamonds 
as  big  as  one's  head,  we  could  get  better 
utilization  of  fuel,  because  the  diamond 
possesses  the  property  of  retaining  its 
strength  and  hardness  when  red-hot. 
Here  we  see  another  vista  of  discovery, 
to  be  achieved  by  means  of  mixing 
liquids  in  test-tubes  and  melting  buttons 
of  mixed  metals  in  tiny  experimental 
electric  furnaces,  working  perhaps  at 
temperatures  above  that  of  the  carbon 
points  in  a search-light,  under  high  pres- 
sures and  in  atmospheres  of  queer  gases. 
Every  step  of  this  process  is  followed  by 
intimate  searchings  into  the  character- 
istics of  the  materials  produced  and  the 
strengthening  by  different  kinds  of  mal- 
treatments of  the  metals  after  they  have 
been  melted,  using  the  polishing  method 
and  microscope  as  in  the  case  of  the 
study  of  steel  to  find  out  what  has  been 
accomplished.  The  diamond  merchant 


need  have  little  fear  that  his  wares  will 
be  reproduced  so  as  to  hurt  his  business, 
but  it  is  likely  that  some  sort  of  exceed- 
ingly hard,  smooth,  and  strong  vitreous 
substance  like  diamond  or  carborundum 
or  garnet  will  be  produced  which  will 
retain  its  characteristics  at  all  tem- 
peratures. If  this  were  obtained,  turbine 
types  of  aeroplane  motors  would  be 
within  hail. 

There  is,  of  course,  before  us  the  pos- 
sibility of  undreamed-of  release  of  power 
through  the  mysteries  of  radioactivity, 
and  it  is  neither  wise  nor  scientific  to 
pooh-pooh  improvement  or  achievement 
along  that  line.  But  this  is  probably  not 
the  immediate  step  now  at  hand.  Hydro- 
gen gas,  used  with  present-day  aero- 
plane - motors,  has  three  times  the 
amount  of  power  or  length  of  flight  for 
the  same  weight  as  any  known  aeroplane 
fuel;  nor,  as  far  as  even  seems  likely,  can 
there  be  anything  anywhere  approaching 
it  as  a fuel,  though  here  again  patient 
chemists  in  their  laboratories  may  prove 
the  contrary.  Gaseous  hydrogen  is, 
however,  far  too  bulky  for  containers  of 
it  to  be  carried  on  aeroplanes  as  fuel- 
tanks,  unless  it  is  liquified  in  the  same 
way  that  air  is  liquified  and  then  carried 
in  simple  thin  sheet-metal  tanks  and  the 
hydrogen  gas  used  as  fast  as  it  evapo- 
rates. Liquified  hydrogen  is  not  known 
except  in  a few  highly  specialized  labora- 
tories; nevertheless,  it  is  true  that  one 
hundred  pounds  of  liquified  hydrogen 
would  carry  an  aeroplane  as  far  as  three 
hundred  pounds  of  the  best  gasolene. 
This  liquified  hydrogen  is  peculiar  stuff. 
It  is  like  the  Scotchman's  whisky — it 
won’t  keep.  It  is  futile  to  try  to  keep  it 
liquid  in  atighttankunder  pressure.  If  we 
were  to  fill  a pint  cup  with  it,  it  would  be 
a surprising  thing  to  see.  Instead  of  the 
liquid  weighing  about  ten  ounces,  as  it 
would  if  it  were  gasolene,  it  will  weigh 
about  an  ounce  and  a half  and  will  be 
unbelievably  cold,  so  cold  that  the  air 
itself  will  freeze  solidly  all  around  the 
pint  cup,  just  as  the  moisture  in  the  air 
used  to  freeze  around  the  silver  goblet 
which  once  contained  the  beloved  and 
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lamented  mint-julep.  The  hydrogen  in 
the  cup  evaporates  rather  rapidly  and 
gives  rise  to  a white  cloud,  not  of  hydro- 
gen, but  congealed  air.  It  is  so  cold, 
only  twenty-odd  degrees  warmer  than 
the  scientist’s  absolute  zero,  away  down 
several  hundred  degrees  below  any  of  the 
ordinary  varieties  of  zero  such  as  Fah- 
renheit or  Centigrade — so  liquid  hydro- 
gen in  the  present  development  of 
aeroplanes  is  not  very  usable.  Also  up  to 
the  present  time  so  little  of  it  has  been 
produced  that  certainly  nobody  has  ever 
seen  any  of  it  in  a pint  cup.  The  writer 
urged  the  use  of  liquid  hydrogen  for 
aeroplane  service  in  the  war,  but,  though 
much  fundamental  experimental  work 
was  done,  the  urgency  of  the  situation 
made  it  necessary  to  use  materials  with 
which  the  War  Department  was  familiar. 

But  now  let  us  look  ahead  a moment. 
We  have  already  granted  that  the  metal- 
lographer and  metallurgist  will  in  a 
reasonable  length  of  time  present  us 
with  materials  so  strong  and  so  light 
that  we  can  throw  all  of  our  present- 
day  flying-machines  into  the  scrap-heap, 
and  that  other  scientists  will  give  us 
engine  - making  materials  which  will 
allow  us  to  use  far  hotter  engine  tem- 
peratures, thereby  obtaining  reasonably 
good  engine  efficiencies,  and  at  the  same 
time  solve  our  lubrication  troubles; 
that  the  great  companies  who  are  now 
making  liquid  air  by  the  car-load  and 
furnishing  oxygen  for  cutting  metal  and 
hydrogen  for  turning  cotton-seed  oil 
into  lard,  and  all  the  other  wonderful 
things  of  a like  kind,  will  have  given  us 
liquid  hydrogen  filling-stations  at  any 
street  corner  just  as  we  now  have  the 
gasolene-stations.  Then,  and  probably 
not  until  then,  can  we  have  the  aero- 
plane with  a sufficient  surplus  of  power 
so  that  it  can  have  a cruising  speed  of 
two  hundred  miles  an  hour  or  more  and 
at  the  same  time  sufficient  wing  area 
to  land  at  the  leisurely  speed  of  the 
original  Wright  machine  of  the  last 
decade. 

The  winning  of  the  air  is,  and  will 
continue  to  be,  a brave  and  hazard-tak- 


ing enterprise.  The  history  of  it  when 
written  will  be  as  full  of  wild  tales  as 
Theodore  Roosevelt’s  Winning  of  the 
West.  People  will  be  hurt,  piracies  and 
country-house  robberies  will  be  com- 
mitted, attempts  will  be  made  to  govem- 
mentalize  it  and  otherwise  paralyze  its 
development.  Only  the  other  day  the 
newspapers  had  it  that  a bill  would  be 
introduced  in  the  English  Parliament  pro- 
hibiting future  attempts  by  British  avia- 
tors to  fly  across  the  Atlantic.  The  law, 
as  it  now  stands,  probably  gives  a man 
a right  to  all  the  blue  over  his  property, 
and  a flier  over  him  is  a trespasser. 
Wheat-fields  may  be  set  ablaze  by  a fall- 
ing, burning  plane,  roofs  broken  through 
by  falling  tools,  and  other  heretofore 
impossible  accidents  occur. 

Let  us  beware  of  passing  safety-first 
laws  that  will  make  achievement  in  this 
line  difficult.  Listen  a moment  to  this 
bit  of  history.  In  1831  an  Englishman, 
Walter  Hancock,  was  one  of  a number  of 
engineers  who  sought  to  apply  the 
steam-engine,  which  had  been  brought 
to  commercial  success  by  James  Watt 
in  the  late  1700’s,  to  road  transporta- 
tion. He  built  a steam-’bus.  The  pict- 
ures of  it  look  not  unlike  the  Fifth  Ave- 
nue ’bus  of  the  present  day.  Up  in  the 
front  end  was  a marvelously  compact 
tubular  steam-boiler,  with  a little  fur- 
nace in  which  coke  was  burned  and  a 
little  steam-engine  underneath,  and  the 
whole  thing  actually  worked.  He  suc- 
ceeded in  running  it  at  thirty-two  miles 
an  hour,  in  carrying  passengers,  in  mak- 
ing it  pay;  and  then  what  happened? 
The  stage-coach  owners  and  employees, 
a strong  union,  got  much  exercised  over 
their  business,  and  Parliament  at  their 
instance  passed  an  Act  forbidding  any 
engine-propelled  vehicle  from  traveling 
on  any  road  except  under  the  following 
conditions:  that  the  maximum  speed 
should  be  four  miles  an  hour  and  that 
the  engine-driven  vehicle  should  be  pre- 
ceded by  a man  on  horseback  waving  a 
red  flag  and  warning  all  the  legitimate 
users  of  the  road  of  the  approach  of  this 
horrible  new  monster.  In  West  Street, 
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New  York  City,  where  the  New  York 
Central  tracks  run  down  to  the  old  Van- 
derbilt freight-station  on  Hudson  Street, 
is  still  seen  the  relic  of  this  old  law,  duly 
copied  in  this  country.  A few  freight- 
cars,  drawn  by  a box-car  built  over  a 
locomotive  in  order  not  to  frighten  the 
horses,  are  bravely  preceded  by  a boy  on 
horseback  waving  a red  danger  flag. 
What  was  the  direct  result  of  this 
“safety-first”  legislation  in  England  in 
1831?  Simply  this,  that  England,  having 
its  finger-tips  almost  closing  around  the 
automobile  at  that  time,  found  progress 
along  that  line  paralyzed — and  the  auto- 


mobile was  developed  sixty  years  later 
in  France. 

Be  sure  we  will  do  it,  not  limpingly 
nor  by  the  skin  of  our  teeth,  but  very 
ably  and  magnificently.  The  uplifting 
sense  of  power  that  every  one  has  felt 
when  with  a touch  the  high-powered 
car  leaps  forward  to  take  a hill,  and 
confidently  breasts  it,  will  come  for 
all  of  us  when,  adequately  fitted  out 
with  strong  and  powerful  engines  and 
planes,  we,  like  King  David  in  his  pro- 
phetic vision,  take  the  wings  of  the 
morning  and  fly  to  the  uttermost  parts 
of  the  earth. 


“GOOD-BY,  PROUD  WORLD,  I’M  GOING  HOME!” 

BY  GRACE  FALLOW  NORTON 

1AM  going  back  to  my  valley,  my  own. 

Away  from  the  streets  of  stone! 

I am  going  up  to  the  great  gray  hills  at  last. 

To  lift  the  fairy  gauntlet  the  snake  has  cast. 

To  find  red  buds  and  a shivering  reed, 

Thistle,  wild  thorn,  and  weed; 

And  I shall  see  the  scarlet  salamander  on  the  dark  moss. 
And  I shall  see  the  brook,  the  belovM,  toss 
Rainbows  over  her  fall; 

And  I shall  kneel  to  praise  her  silver  being 
And  bless  my  hearing  and  my  seeing.  . . . 

Through  fence — over  wall — 

And  then  brook,  beloved,  I too  shall  run, 

My  feet  on  earth,  my  feet  on  stone. 

My  feet  amid  fern,  amid  meadow-grass — 

Stand  back,  pine,  and  let  me  pass! 

Catch  me,  berry-bush!  Wind  *me,  vine! 

(Lost  wildness  of  mine!) 

For  I am  coming  back  to  you,  birch-tree,  bride! 

Cedar,  I will  stand  straight  at  your  side! 

I shall  watch  with  you,  wood-thrush,  soon! 


0 sun,  bum  the  months  from  me  and  bless 

My  soul  with  nakedness 

And  sear  my  heart  with  its  hot  content; 


Then  rise,  rise  through  the  dusk  and  heal 
Me  with  many  and  many  and  many  a veil. 
Mistress  of  mystery,  veiled,  unspent 
White  moont 
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PART  V.—OUR  FIRST  DISCOVERY  OF  NEW  LAND 
BY  VILHJALMUR  STEFANSSON 


LIKE  all  of  our  Arctic  winters,  the 
A winter  of  1914-15  was  spent  in 
getting  ready  for  the  exploratory  work 
of  the  coming  spring.  The  previous 
summer  the  Mary  Sachs  had  brought  to 
Cape  Kellett  at  the  northwest  corner  of 
Banks  Island  an  outfit  of  such  things  as 
we  still  had  left  after  the  loss  of  the 
Karluk,  but  our  good  sledges  were  gone, 
and  consequently  Captain  Bernard  of 
the  Mary  Sachs  occupied  most  of  his 
time  making  sledges.  Much  of  the 
material  for  these  was  obtained  by  dis- 
membering the  ship  to  secure  the  hard- 
wood and  iron.  Our  pemmican  had  also 
gone  with  the  Karluk,  and  for  that  rea- 
son our  steward,  Baur,  and  others  spent 
many  hours  slicing  up  and  drying  beside 
the  galley  stove  the  meat  of  polar  bears, 
seals,  and  caribou,  which  the  rest  of  us 
killed  either  at  sea  or  on  shore  and 
brought  to  the  camp.  The  Sachs  had 
not  brought  us  much  fuel,  so  that  one  or 
two  men  had  to  busy  themselves  con- 
tinually in  searching  up  and  down  the 
coast,  under  the  snow,  for  pieces  of  drift- 
wood and  hauling  these  home,  some- 
times a distance  of  fifteen  miles. 

With  this  work  going  on,  Natku- 
siak  and  I nevertheless  found  time 
for  an  exploratory  crossing  of  the 
south  end  of  Banks  Island.  As  we  made 
this  in  the  darkness  of  midwinter,  first- 
class  geographic  results  were  not  to  be 
expected.  Our  main  purpose  was,  in 
fact,  to  pay  a visit  to  the  Eskimos  whom 
we  supposed  to  be  ■wintering  on  the 
southeast  comer  of  the  island.  The  sup- 
position that  we  should  find  them  there 
was  based  on  the  verbal  statements  of 
these  Eskimos  themselves  when,  in  the 


spring  of  1911,  I had  met  them  on  their 
return  from  Banks  Island  on  the  ice  of 
Prince  Albert  Sound.  Eskimos  may  be 
as  truthful  as  any  people,  and  are  so  in 
fact;  nevertheless  they  frequently  give 
wrong  impressions  to  one  another  and  to 
those  most  conversant  with  them  be- 
cause of  their  fatal  lack  of  exact  words 
for  time  and  distance.  They  cannot 
count  above  six  and  have  to  describe 
distances  by  such  indefinite  terms  as 
“ not  far  ” or  “ very  far,”  and  with  regard 
to  time  their  vocabulary  is  almost 
equally  vague.  We  now  know  that  the 
portion  of  the  winter  spent  by  them  on 
the  southeast  comer  of  Banks  Island  is 
not  January,  but  March  and  April. 

But  not  knowing  it  then,  we  devoted 
much  of  December  to  a hazardous  cross- 
ing of  the  mountains  back  of  Nelson 
Head.  The  danger  is  not  in  the  moun- 
tains themselves,  although  precipices  are 
frequent,  but  in  the  darkness  which 
makes  every  precipice  treacherous.  Be- 
cause of  the  elevation  of  the  land  to  per- 
haps fifteen  hundred  or  two  thousand 
feet,  and  because  of  the  open  water 
which  prevails  most  winters  around  the 
south  end  of  the  island,  every  breath  of 
wind  that  blows  off  the  sea  is  con- 
verted into  clouds  of  fog  when  it  strikes 
the  colder  hills.  The  daylight  is  negligi- 
ble; and  the  moonlight,  which  comes  to 
you  commonly  enough  first  through 
clouds  that  are  high  in  the  sky  and  later 
through  a mass  of  fog  that  immediately 
envelops  your  party,  is  a light  which  en- 
ables you  to  see  your  dog-team  dis- 
tinctly enough,  or  even  a black  rock  that 
may  be  one  hundred  yards  away,  but  is 
scarcely  better  than  no  light  at  all  upon 
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east  from  De  Salis  Bay.  The  reason  they 
did  begin  to  run  low  was  that  we  had  had 
to  cross  a range  of  mountains  in  a condi- 
tion of  light  which  compelled  us  to  climb 
steep  ridges  and  make  comparatively 
precipitous  descents  into  valleys,  as  the 
daylight  was  insufficient  for  the  selection 
of  better  courses.  Hauling  a load  was 
impossible,  for  where  a light  sled  could 
travel  a loaded  one  could  not  be  moved 
by  the  combined  strength  of  men  and 
dogs.  I had  felt  certain  also  of  discover- 
ing Eskimos  who  in  all  probability  would 
have  had  stores  of  food  from  which  to 
supply  us. 

When  we  turned  back  from  Victoria 
Island  I had  no  immediate  intention  of 
giving  up  the  search  after  Eskimos,  but 
expected  merely  to  replenish  our  food 
stores  at  De  Salis  Bay.  January  12th 
was  our  first  day  of  hunting.  We  had,  on 
a clear  day  at  noon,  daylight  enough  to 
see  the  sights  of  the  rifles  for  about  two 
hours,  although  not  clearly  enough  for 
good  shooting.  It  is  never  really  safe  to 
leave  a camp  unguarded,  for  the  dogs 
must  be  tied  to  protect  them  against  one 
another,  and  when  they  are  tied  a bear 
may  very  well  come  and  kill  one  or  more 
of  them.  We  took  the  chance,  however, 
left  the  camp  to  itself,  and  went  in  dif- 
ferent directions  to  search  for  game. 
That  day  I had  no  luck,  but  Natkusiak 
killed  one  seal. 

For  three  days  after  that  both  of  us 
continued  to  be  unsuccessful  in  our  hunt- 
ing. Both  of  us  killed  seals,  but  the  ice 
was  moving  so  rapidly  that  before  we 
could  secure  them  they  had  been  buried 
under  heaps  of  crushing  ice.  The  tracks 
of  polar  bears  were  numerous,  and  it  was 
only  a question  of  time  when  one  was 
certain  to  be  encountered.  On  the  fourth 
day  of  the  hunt  I had  just  killed  a seal 
and  secured  it  when  I looked  over  my 
shoulder  to  see  three  bears  approaching. 
It  was  already  past  noon  and  their  yel- 
lowish-white outlines  against  the  pure- 
white  ice  were  so  indistinct  that  they 
could  not  be  seen  except  when  they  were 
moving,  or  at  least  their  bodies  could 
not,  although  their  shiny  black  noses 


were  conspicuous.  When  bears  are  on 
the  alert  and  when  they  either  see  some- 
thing indistinctly  or  are  expecting  to  see 
something  the  presence  of  which  they 
suspect,  they  move  their  necks  and  their 
whole  bodies  to  peer  about  in  a pecu- 
liar snaky  way.  When  the  light  is  such 
that  their  bodies  cannot  be  seen,  but  their 
black  noses  are  conspicuous,  they  give,  in 
their  efforts  to  see  the  more  plainly  in  the 
rough  ice  about  the  effect  of  railway 
men’s  signal  lights  that  are  being  swung 
on  a dark  night.  These  particular  bears 
made  themselves  conspicuous  now  and 
then  by  standing  on  their  hind  legs,  which 
brought  their  profiles  against  the  sky. 
My  first  two  shots  brought  down  a big 
bear  and  a small  one,  but  the  third  in- 
flicted apparently  only  a flesh  wound 
and  the  bear  that  received  it  disappeared 
instantly  in  the  rough  ice.  Natkusiak, 
who  was  about  half  a mile  away,  soon 
arrived.  We  skinned  the  two  bears,  and, 
making  a sort  of  sledge  of  the  skin  of  the 
small  one,  we  loaded  into  it  its  own  meat 
and  dragged  it  home,  allowing,  perforce, 
the  meat  of  the  other  bear  and  the  seal 
to  take  its  chances.  These  bears  came 
just  in  time,  for  we  had  but  a single  meal 
left  of  the  seal  killed  three  days  before. 
The  following  day  we  found  where  we 
had  left  them  the  other  bear  and  the  seal, 
although  the  ice,  which  was  crushing  in 
the  neighborhood,  might  easily  have 
buried  the  meat  during  the  night. 

One  of  our  most  serious  losses  when 
the  Karluk  sank  was  that  of  our  kero- 
sene-containers, which  had  been  sub- 
stantially made  of  galvanized  iron.  We 
were  now  forced  to  carry  our  kerosene  in 
the  ordinary  five-gallon  tins  furnished  by 
the  oil  companies.  As  kerosene  is  much 
more  convenient  than  blubber  for  cook- 
ing in  snow  houses  in  winter,  we  were 
carrying  a supply  of  it,  but  now  found 
that  our  tin  had  sprung  a leak  and  that 
nearly  all  the  kerosene  was  gone.  This 
mischance,  together  with  the  too  rapid 
passing  of  the  midwinter  period,  decided 
me  to  give  up  for  that  year  the  search  for 
Eskimos  and  to  return  to  the  winter  base 
at  Kellett.  We  made  the  return  with 
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such  good  luck  as  to  weather  that  we  hivuigstoiie.  By  Christman-time  om 
were  ifble  to  travel  in  oue  day  m much  as  dugs  u.t  Kellett  had  begun  to  die,  one  by 
f»rty-6ve  miles,  a disUtfjee  it  had  luken  one,  In  some  eases  it  was  the  fattest  and 
tis  seven  days  to  nittkentvihe  Wof  east.  the  youngest  dogs;  in  other  eases  the 
VVben  we  got back  to  KellVtiwe  found  oldest  ami  most  decrepit,  ..The  only 
that  Mr.  Wilkins  iiod  completed  a scries  thing  we  could  da  was  to  isolate  the 
of  tidal  obsirvatiuns,  and  that  Captain  affected  animals  from  the  healthy  miss. 
Bernard  had  prepared  for  us  a thousand  and  in  some cases  this  may  have  helped, 
jrounds  of  dog  feed,  by  drying  meat  and  although  one  or  t wo  of  t he  dogs  thafcdwd 
mixing  it  with  fat  ns  required.  lie  had  appeared  never  to  have  bad  any  cunt. i<  t 
also  made  t wo  excellent  sledges.  with  the  ones  that,  originally showed  the 

On  February  :0th  the  first  advance  ice  disease.  There  are  many  theories  about; 
party  of  the  year  lefi  Cape  Kellett  under  these  diseases,  and  there  may  be  some 
the  command  of  Mr.  Wilkins,  and  the  significance  in  the  fact  that  we  have 
rest:  of  us  followed  a few  days  later.  Our  never  lost  any  dogs  that  have  'been  living 
pirn*  was  to  follow  the  west -coast  of  on  caribou  or  other  laud  game,  but  nl* 
fianka  Island  north  about  one  hundred  ways  dogs  that  have  been  living  on  seal 
and  fifty  ipife?  .and  llgstl  Ip  ewas  meat. 

MeClun-  Btmit  to  Prince  Patrick  Island  When  we  finally  got  away  from  Kellett 
and  strike  out  ou  the  ocean  northwest  we  still  had  two  good  dog- teams  and  a 
front  .-the scnithwest  corner  of  that  island,  third  poor  one,  which  was  really  all  we 
Before  leaving . 1 ^ hi^t  <s.Hktv  to  realize  needed,  for we  had  only  two  first-class 
Uuit  We  were  facing  a failure  of  the  plans  sledges.  But  a day  or  two  after  starting 
lot  that  spring  because  of  eimtnaststnries  we  realized  that  we  had  a serious  difii- 
tatpteyentfthle,  no  matter  how  efea^  *•"' ; contend  with  in  addition  to  the 

they  are  foreseen.  The  various  sorts  .of  dog  sickness.  It  seems  that  the  preeed- 
dog  McJaiess  are  still  ax  mysterious  jls  : "mg  aiituum  a certain  amount  of  snow 
Were  the  African  fevers  m the  tinih  of  hod  first  fallen  upon  the  coast  ice  and 
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THE  AHCf  JC  IfilJWOS  -VME  .fBPWnEO  t?i  smtfMEft 
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later  a shower  ot  fain  had  formed a $kin  of  fitaplg}  kdittid  «£  £KSt>«cwdi|Hf|itt^ 
of  if  e over  the  snow.  On  top  of  ibis  soft  keovsemMVD  tamers  u ere  leaking.  To 
snow  hail  again  fallen,  but  the  thin  layer  have  kerosene  is  an  undoubted  eonven- 
of  ice  whs  left  as  a sort  of  Toof  over  in-  ietioc;  and  now  the  only  hope  of  healing 
numerable  cavities  tint!  soft  places  an-,  the  feet  of  our  dogs  was  to  give  them  a 
dernejith,  so  tha  t every  few  steps  a.  dog  good  long  rest,  So  while  our  sore-footed 
would  break  through  and  get  the  sharp,  dogs  were  being  healed  hy  resting  1 sent 
angular  pieces  of  thin  iee  between  his  Slorkersen  and  Thomsen  back  to  Kellelt 
toes,  .r^inwlt^e  .realized  it  nearly  all  our  with  » team  of  chose  dogs  some  of  which 
dogs  had  blew [ling  feet  and  some  of  them  we  did  loot  expect-  to  use  on  the  ice  and  tUl. 
were  incapacitated  for  work.  The  tern-  of  which  we  could  now  protect,  with  boots 
perfttyre  jiMo  this  ticnp  w^s  exceed-  against  the  ice,  as  the  temperature  had 
ingly  laWi  avenging  for  a period  of  weeks  become  less  severe,  The  result  of  these' 
forty-two  degree*  below  wro,  We  did  delays  was:  that  it  was  not  until  April  5, 
not  rtiittd  *t  ihlih-  that i.wg'yvere  finally  able  to  leave 

sea  such  cnld  Is  n-allj  ut>  advantage,  but:  Banks  island  It  was  then  too  late,  in 
now  it.  prevented  ns  from  dpsng  what  we  sny  <>pinitni»  for  emssing  to  Prince  Patrick 
should,  hi#  done  had  the.  weath#  Ijecn  Isfond,  so  we  strut k northwest  from 
warnier  — naniely , ydug  hootH  upon  the  Clape  Alfred- 

feet  of  the  dogs  to  pmteet  their  pads  frdfiJ  ' Our  part  y up  to  this  time  had  con-- 
t he  which at  this  temptrratitre  *rtstcdof  seych  men.  lint  tiow  I sent  back 

w,r  did  not  dare  to  do  for  fear  the  tight  Wilkins,  Crawford,  and  Natkusiak,  arid 
ladling  aronrui  the  legs  might  so  in-  the  foe  expiorafnry  party  of  that  year 
terfere  with  the  circulation  of  thv  blood  therefore  ermsisfed  of  5torfcem;u;  Thom- 
as j -‘o  eau.ir;  freezing.  sen.  Andreasen,  and  myself. 

When  we  got  to  the  northwest  corner  Because  the  season  was  already  so 
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lata,  we  took  rather  more  risks  nu  tin's 
Joftnwy  than  I «»nsider  geueraily  juati- 
Iwbh:  in  fx>l»r  work.  On  A)>ril  10th.  for 
tngi&hee,  we  camped  at  the  southern 
ixlgf*  tit  a level  expanse  of  iee  of  unknown 
witlthv  I examined  it  in  the  evening  and 
found  it  ul»out  f>>ur ■inches  thick  and  not 
strong  endugJj  to  bear  a sled*  but  that 
(light  we,  bad  an 

exceptionally  hard  — — — 

fr.ee'xe  and  the 


In  some  places  the  ice  had  telescoped  on 
the  previous  day  and  was  of  double 
thickness,  hut  wherever  it  was  of  single 
thickness  it  bent  perceptibly  under  otic 
wujght,  and  wc  never  dared  to  stop  .ex- 
cept upon  teiesco}>ed  places* 

We  traveled  hour  after  hour  and  the 
horizon  was  everywhere  a straight  line 
with  the  shy.  It 

— — ~~ — — w a s exceedingly 

cold,  and  clouds i 
oJf  'wen? 

and  there.  These 
? worried  us  n 'bitv 

r<:Hp  • for  we  t h o n g hi 

1 m * *>  'n  1 ^ 
fmm  o p e n i ii  g 
leads  and  nons*?- 

•-:-  -•^:  'that  ihc  break-up 

of  our  iceliad  cxmi- 
meneeeL  Of  course 
we  realised  that 
aixsineh  k*e  is  so  wanp  frtim  the  water 
underneath  that  it  throws  olf  clouds 
of  vapor  if  the  air  is  at  ii  low  tem- 
perature, ami  as  we  advanced  the  vapor 
clouds  {^tntiiHuilly  receded  before  us; 
showing  that  they  did  not  tout??  from 
open  vyatet,  fujl  being  hwxued  from 

the  After  atmut  twenty  miles  of 
travel  we  ^ghiedsome  heavy  old  ice 
>! found  •'&  i&l#  camping- 
ph-i*" for  the  mghb  Within  aa  hour 
ttftte  we  landed  the  rtdmier  iee  tvhich  we 
;.  'bn^afemg  up,  giving  us 
sealing  water  right  by  our 
tniiip,  hid  Vis  also  ah  nmxiinforta - 

Id*-  t¥l  ?Mid  the  thin  ice  been 

five  * idles  ^idet  or  IumJ  we  started  in  the 
BT  m laletv  iMs  day 
udghC  e proved  the  \mi  dky  of  our 
travels, 

hi  ou  r i ee  journeys  beddes  fhp  aslro- 
nurmc;d  •rVi^-rvHhoits  which /^'rv.Mr -W  tell 
\is  where  we  we  Uik^  frC'd bound- 
•iugs  ' io  lehru  ijjjfr  d^pflb'  vtf ', 'ifatf , . waters 
where’  we  and  Ite  cliap~ 

• r ' '^trt’^he  two 


A rrpicAj,  E8K1M0  i>ou 


HARPER'S  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE 


uneven;  for  the  water  varied  in  depth  the  ri.sk  aud  took  certain  precautions, 
from  one  hundred  to  two  hundred  Our  main  dependence  being  always  rifles 
fathoms,  < ‘omparison  of  our  dead  reek-  and  ammunition,  we  carried  half  the 
oniug  with  our  astronomical  nbserva-  ammunition  and  two  rifles  on  each  sled, 
tiun.s  also  showed  that  the  iee  we  were  and  for  an  additional  p wan  lion  I used 
traveling  on  was  moving  steadily  to  the  to  carry  rny  own  rifle  on  my  hack,  and 
southwest — a very  inconvenient  hwt,  as  hIkhA  fifty  rounds  of  Ammunition  with 
our  hopes  all  lay  to  the  northwest,  it.  Had  we  lost  one  sled  we  could  still 
There  was  a great  deal  of  open  water,  have  continued  with  the  other;  and  had 
When  we  found  a belt  of  a quarter  or  we  lost  both,  the  fifty  cartridges  would 
half  a utile  of  ‘ tear  water  dying  .across  prtibably  h:ive  taken  the  four  of  u,s  home, 
our  path  it  took  its  outy  an  hour  or  two  although  exploration  for  the  year  would 
to  get  Uver,  for  we  were  expert  by  this  have  lieeo  at  up  end. 
time  in  ‘sTnYerting  otir  sleds  intu  ftoat^  The  tn'S^denL  nf  April  45th  resulted 
by  the  use  of  our  (arpttuliitfc.  lint  itiut'h  \yheh  AW  cayhb  to  g strip  of  young  ice 
inure  often  the  leads  wen.-  filled  with  show!  bKB',Jf«riis  wvk  As  on  all  such 
moving  ice  or  with  stationary  tee  that  «s:a.sion*.TwaHved  out  upon  it  carefully, 
was  not  strung:  enough  to  walk  on.  hut  white  the  teams  and  men  awaited  (he 
so  strong  that,  had  we  attempted  to  verdict.  With  ruy  lumt ing-knife  l inade 
break  a way  through  it  with  our  sled  holes  ut  three  different  placx-s.  and  by 
rafts,  we  should  in  half  a dozen  emssjngs  putting  my  hand  in  the  water  found  that 
have  chafed  ttoles  in  the  canvas.  the  ice  was  tibdUt  six  inches  thick.  To 

A delay  I reside  a lead  when  the  ice  is  those  used  to  fresh  water,  ice  of  six  inches 
hot  moving:  is  one  thing,  and  a delay'  seems  a great  thickness,  and  as  a matter 
when  you  know  the  ice  is  drifting  in  a of  fact  a teanv  of  dray  -horses  and  a heavy 
direction  opposite  to  your  course- is  finite  load  could  be  taken  across  six  inches  of 
another  We  took  frecpient  eh  a ms  s in  fresh-water  ice;  Salt-water  iee  is  a dif- 
er»>s.«ing  leads  oj.  thin  iee,  and  one  of  fereht  tiling.  A piece  of  it  four  inches 
these  erpssings,  on  April  45th,  eaine  near  thick,  if  ypu  allow  it  to  drop  on  any  hard 
ending  in  a serious  accident.  We  reidived  surface  from  u height  of  three  or  four 
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hrt.  will  .pdush  like  a vhtmk  <•!  jCi-vr^-wm  the  he  was  nJmiil  to  break  their  idea  wti.*; 
fti  -t *-:i* I of  Jailing  like  a ( ■ ‘H  ifwk  os  to  push  the  .“led  ^itekly  rnw  to  the, 
would  glare  iipv  i . Both  of  them  took  ludd of 

knew  this  i$£^»rbti&:  but  it  ;thy  hhttdfe-b*ins  and  eommcucpd  pwlj- 

Wivs  so  shod  that  T thought  the  d< ‘gs  ing,  whet: I.  the  inevitable  h:ip|Kiual, 
would  probably  he  upon  , &5W  fwitlilg  ITR^r  wvt^ht  aiided  to  that  ^ .pid  »l«*d 
before  the  ice  broke,  if  it  tlld  hrejtk;  broke  the  tvb,.  after  the  dogs  had  landed 

The  first  >!<■<!  crossed  safely.  It  had  on  '.he  firm  part  beyond,  but  when  the 
been  built  by  t .'a plain  Bernard  aeevyrding  front  end  of  1 he  sled  bself  hud  barely 
to  a.  design  of  tu.v  own,  with  rroinors  that  touched  it,  Beforo  the  ice  had  fully 
rested  on  the  ice,  for  seven  out  of  their  broken  1 had  hold  of  the  tra.ee  of  the 
twelve  feet  of  length,  so  as  to  distribute  leading  dog  and  Andreascn  was  at  the 
the  weigh  I over  a large  area  of  i<e.  The  how  of  the  sled.  Stnrkersen  and  Thorn- 

tdlmr  sled  was  of  ihc  typical  Alaskan  sen  escaped  falling  into  the  water  b.v 

typo,  where  the  ntnner*  bur  bent  some-  letting  the  sled  go  as  it  broke  through, 
what  roeking-c]iitb  htshin*i,  lo  make  the  and ^ the  stern,  of  it  wtis  immersed  w hile 
' *l«d,/ea*iiW'  • to  l\0L:fei$\'mfaeuYvt,  and  the  bow  whs  held  against  the  ice,  It  was 
only  two  ot  throe  feet  of  the  middle  por-  doubtb  s-  not  rmieli  more  than  over  a sec- 
tion of  the  runners  rest  on  level  • . tni  l Wore  we  all  had  om  hand*  on  the 

Audpenwit  whs  in chuvge  *rf  the  lead.-  front  end  of  the  sled,  and  Tnit  .move  Uudi 
iug  sled,  tn sid,  ft*  it  esu»«*  across  vvkhmU  twoor  lhreetdl  ivehnil  it  out  of  the  wafer, 
difficulty,  Storkerseu  and  Thomsen  an-  but  it  ><vmol  much  longer,  and  it  was ecv- 
tieipaU’d  «n  trouble  wvUv  the  seeowi.  bhnly  kuAgi'ciiougli  for  imagining  what  our 
They  worn  wrdking  along  eh>se  b>  tig:  ; siBi At hm  - would  lie ' if  .we  lost  every  thing 
stern  end  vfheu  I noticed  the  ids:  under  ; ’ that  teas  bit  the  sled.  Nfrt  h dtVfljv^alg 
them  begin  by  bendd  1 slsiuifced  to  fhem  sit  nation  uGoessurily,  ; 

b»  get  .ovuy  iVotii  the  sied.  mj' i.ic:t  itciug  .have  had  t,,  give  up  our  worfifor  the 
l<t  remove  their  vrdghl  from  the  locality  year  ut  that  point.  A>  it  was..  v,v  spent 
tt»tl.,jto-;*cpP!^se ^ the  ftxdghi-<rf't|tb  twv  days  in  geftiog*  rid 
shut  only,  [lut  w hen  they  realized  that  posdiile  of  Hu-  ice  that,  had  formed  on 
V..l.  CXXX/X.  WI.--.V* 
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this  pood  vision  we  tried  to  travel  north- 
east directly  into  the  teeth  of  the  drift, 
hut  we  lost  as  much  ground  at  night  as 
we  gained,  sn  the  daytime,  afid  eventu- 
al ty  turned  toward  shore.  The  current 
WW  60  strong,  however,  that  we  were 
viriidth?-  to  reach  IftJtd  ou  Prince  Patrick 
Island  ithre&st  of  'our  turning-point,  but 
Were  carried  south,  arid  were  with  diffi- 
culty able  to  land  on  the  south w-est  cor- 
iier  near  Land  .*s  End,  op  Jluiie  4th, 

The  west  coast  of  Prince  Patrick  Island 
wM  Explored  an  l&Wf  by  a party  under 
command  of  Lieutenant  Mecham.  of 
MeGUritocka  eKpeditMiB:  Meehnm  tells 
uS  that  no  cd«ptty  could  possibly  be 
tnore.baneu  or  desolate.  They  Found  not 
a blade  of  grass  nor  a living  creature,  hut 
gravel  everywhere,  and  the  land  sloped 
a few  miles  to  the  so  imperceptibly  to  the  sea  that  they  had 
tp  dig  f hniugh  the  snow  to  ascertain 
whether  they  were  on  land  or  on  ice. 

In  vie  w of  this  and  of  the 
fact  that  we  had  several 
weeks  before  run  out  of 
kerosene  for  fuel  and  had 
finished  our  dog  feed 
some  time  before  that,  it 
h e c a me  necessary  to 
talk  over  with  the  jnen 
the  advisability  of  going 
on.  We  all  knew  that 
the  world  would  approve 
if  we  were  tu  turn  home 
at  this  point,  for  it  has 
been  the  rule  in  Arctic 
exploration  that  the 
traveling  parties  face 
toward  home  soon  after 
half  the  provisions  have 
been  used  with  which 
they  started  From  home, 
relying  on  t he  other  half 
to  take  them  hack. It  had 
been  so  with  Mecharn 
r kept  and  with  MeClintoek  on  this  very  coast;. 
* mid-  a portion  of  it  renuiined  uhokplofed  be- 
ttking  cause  Mechaais  party  on  the  south  and 
hwest  Mc€lintock’«  on  the  north  had  iieep 
ndred  forced  by  the  partial  exhaustion  of  their 
at  rick  supplier  to  turn  back  toward  iligir  base 


the  various  artiidas  that  got  into  the 
water.  After  the  ae$d £n  t we  e^aiui tied 
tin*  k-e  and  measured  every  piece  that 
had  brokidh  and  fouud  that  at  the  very 
ihinnnst  the  ice  was.  five  and  three- 
quarters  inches  thick.  The  tbrnpefature 
at  the  time  of  the  aocidept  was  twenty 
■below  jcero.  ' V.  - v 

Long  before  this  vyfe  had  left  the  area 
of  shallow  soundings  ami  were  now 
traveling  over  tot  worn  of  unknown 
•depth,  for  our  sounding- wire  was  only 
about  half  jvrpile  jn  length  and  we  never 
got  bottom  with  it  o' 

The  ice  behaved  in  a peculiar  way. 
When  the  wisst!  blew  from  the  south  or 
southwest,  no  matter  rlntw  hard,  H 
Would merdy  slop  moving,  or,  in  the 
case  of  an  extreme  gale,  would  in  the 
course  of  a day  move 
north.  But  whenever  there  was  a cal  m 
or  when  the  wind  was  foam  the  nortJb- 


o.vfc  ay  ouw  mere  ftoos. 

Hall  nw^tfff  WU  T>kirtUi  Ky?id  <ko  mtkf  itktAps.  tfiriqh 
/•vial  *XVUC  regjliUA  UTCj ' f\i}l  tfGflfr  StUttfcV‘t 
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to  find  that  all  of  us  were  agreed  that  no 
risk  of  life  was  involved  in  advancing 
into  any  portion  of  the  Arctic  without 
supplies  at  this  time  of  the  year.  While 
we  did  not  expect  to  find  Mecham  wrong 
in  saying  that  no  living  thing  could  be 
found  on  the  coast  of  Prince  Patrick 
Inland,  we  felt  that  this  would  only 
mean  that  if  our  experience  agreed  with 
his,  we  should  have  to  turn  back  to  sea 
again,  where,  on  the  sea- ice  and  in  the 
water,  all  of  us  knew  that  food  could  be 
secured.  The  plan  of  advancing  north, 
therefore,  had  the  enthusiastic  support  of 
all  our  party. 

In  following  the  coast  northeastward 
we  soon  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
Mecham’s  charting  of  it  was  by  no 
means  correct,  but  we  also  concluded 
that  were  we  to  attempt  to  revise  it  our 
results  would  not  be  much  better  than 
his,  if  at  all.  It  was  generally  a question 
of  light.  There  is  much  fog  at  this  sea- 
son, and  Mecham  had  evidently  done  a 
good  deal  of  his  mapping  in  fog,  with  the 
inevitable  results.  If  we  were  going  to 
attempt  a revision  of  his  work  we  should 
have  to  do  part  of  our  work  in  fog  also, 
with  a result  that  those  portions  of  the 
coast  where  he  had  got  sunlight  would 
have  been  done  by  him  better  than  we 
could  do  the  same  portion  in  fog;  the 
only  improvement  we  could  hope  for 
would  be  here  and  there  where  our  luck 
in  weather  was  better  than  his.  Further- 
more, no  one  can  with  reasonable  ease 
make  a map  of  this  coast  in  winter,  for 
the  land  slopes  so  imperceptibly  into 
the  sea-ice  that,  so  long  as  snow  covers 
land  and  ice  alike,  their  limits  can  be 
ascertained  only  by  digging.  A good  map 
of  this  coast  can  be  made  only  when  the 
land  is  free  of  snow,  in  May  or  early 
June. 

After  following  the  coast  north  for  a 
few  days  we  had  confirmed  Mecham’s 
opinion  of  the  absence  of  game.  Accord- 
ingly, we  went  offshore  about  ten  or 
twelve  miles  to  where  the  land-fast  ice 
meets  the  moving  pack  and  where  in  the 
open  lead  we  were  able  to  secure  seals. 
It  is  a curious  fact,  confirmed  by  the  ex- 


perience of  other  years  besides  this  one, 
that  bear  tracks  are  absent  in  spring 
north  of  the  south  end  of  Prince  Patrick 
Island.  This  is  doubtless  because  seals 
in  those  latitudes  are  difficult  for  bears 
to  secure  on  account  of  the  peculiar  ice 
conditions,  although  they  are  easily  se- 
cured by  the  more  skilful  human  hunter. 

Because  we  traveled  parallel  to  the 
land  ten  or  twelve  miles  offshore,  we 
found  a series  of  small  islands  or  reefs  that 
had  not  been  noticed  by  Mecham.  When 
finally  we  came  to  the  portion  of  the 
coast  which  Mecham  and  McClintock 
had  been  unable  to  explore  in  1852,  we 
loaded  up  our  sledges  with  meat  and 
blubber  and  proceeded  toward  shore. 
The  coast  turned  out  to  be  rather  com- 
plicated and  there  were  several  little 
islands.  It  took  us  three  days  to  com- 
plete the  survey  between  the  most 
northerly  point  reached  by  Mecham  and 
the  most  westerly  reached  by  McClin- 
tock, who  had  been  working  from  the 
opposite  direction. 

In  a cairn  at  Cape  McClintock,  which 
is  the  northern  extremity  of  Prince 
Patrick  Island,  we  found  a record  left 
by  McClintock  sixty-two  years  before. 
It  ends  with  the  sentence,  “I  have 
searched  the  islands  and  reefs  lying  off- 
shore to  the  northward,”  which  recalls 
the  tragic  reason  for  McClintock’s  and 
most  of  the  other  expeditions  that  gave 
us  our  knowledge  of  the  islands  to  the 
north  of  Canada.  Theirs  were  not  pri- 
marily voyages  of  geographic  discovery; 
they  were  searching  not  for  islands  un- 
known since  the  beginning  of  time,  but 
for  men  lost  in  the  search  for  a North- 
west Passage,  the  hundred  and  twenty 
men  who  made  up  the  crews  of  Sir  John 
Franklin’s  ships.  As  we  now  know,  this 
portion  of  the  search  was  being  con- 
ducted and  hope  was  still  being  main- 
tained five  years  after  the  last  of  the  men 
they  were  searching  for  had  died. 

It  is  a matter  of  curious  interest  that 
this  record  is  dated  p.m.,  June  15,  1852, 
and  that  we  found  it  on  June  15th,  and 
in  the  afternoon,  sixty-three  years  later. 

June  17th,  after  taking  the  necessary 
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ronomieul  observations  to  cheek  up  able  hummock  in  my  vicinity,  but  it 
with  those  of  McC’jintoek,  we  started  was  not  high  enough,  and:  I did ’not  sec- 

north;  and  after  traveling  twenty  miles  the  land  imlSl  some  two  homes  latejr, 

diseuveml  nexv  land,  lit  order  to  .keep  a when,  after  taking  all  the  necessary 
more  careful  account  of  the  various  wnipass  observations,!  urrivtd  at  camp, 
courses  by  which  we  traveled,  it  was  rny  My  men  were  all  Norwegian,  and  av 
custom  at  this  time  to  'follow  several  any  one  may  see  from  reading  the  laj*:l;s 
niiles  liehtttd  the  sledges  attri  ft)  btlce  frf1-  of  Nansen  god  K»>rWt^«Ai)*\ 

quetit  bearings  of  them,;  as  well  are  prone  to  t-jie  celebration  of  any  sort 

as,  in  this;  ease,  the  builying  islands  id  event  in  any  way  possible,  to  fids 
north  of  Cape  MeClmtoek  so  long  as  ease  they  had  cooked  some  malted  milk 

they  remained  in  sight.  After  making  they  had  saved  I'm  no  particular  reason, 

what  was considered  a reasonable  slay's  ami  'had  discovered  some  biscuit  crumbs 
irayeh  t}ie  ipeo.  capiped  with  me  ahput  ip.  the  pirjier  of  a box  in  which  we  had 

• five  miles  behind  them.  After  camp-  had  long  been  carrying  something  else,  and 
been  pitched  and  w hile  the  others  were  had  made  the  two  into  il  sort  of  stewt  1 
wKiking  supper.  Storkersep  dimbetl  an  don’t  tldjik  airv  of  them  eiupndoml  this 

its*  hummock  about  'iRprtydeet-.wii1  ' any  better  than  seal  itteaf.  but.  since 

just  back  Of  the  rump,  and  with  his  sea!  meat  Wu.v  tlw  -food  .of  every  day, 
glasses  sighted  to  the  northeast  a new  stew  w as  ;<  sorl  of  txdeliratiou, 

land  tsdilph  he.  could  sec  at  vuja'ee  was  of  JuOe  llflb  we  landed  bt  what  ( have 
considerable  extent  and  about  fifteeji  cxilledCOpe  fn  hbrioir.  of  janies 

miles  away.  I Was  watching  him  through  Alurrayy ^ opt  diywiograplmr  -snd  the 
rny  glasses,  arid  when  1 saw  him  shputr  :'jb«.yeJi.ngyeoltipatt- 

mg  and  .signaling  to  the  other  men  J.  ion  of  Shaek'etoft,  Afurray  lost  his  life 

• k«ew  that  a discovery  of  some  sort  had  on  the  hie.  near  Wrangell  bUpd  on  the 
heen  made.  1 climbed  the  highest  avail-  Karlvk  branch  of  our  expedition.  Dur- 
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ing  the  following  two  years,  as  we  gradu- 
ally explored  this  land  and  located  its 
extreme  points,  we  named  cape  after 
cape  for  the  scientists  and  sailors  who 
lost  their  lives  with  Murray  or  not  long 
after. 

When  I was  exchanging  my  fur  clothes 
at  Nome,  Alaska,  in  1912,  for  a suit  of  the 
well-advertised  American  kind,  the  clerk 
who  sold  them  to  me  said  that  he  could 
not  understand  how  I could  waste  five 
years  of  my  life  in  the  Arctic.  That  is 
one  point  of  view  and  a common  one. 
This  young  man  had  spent  the  same  five 
years  behind  a clothing-store  counter. 
Colonel  Roosevelt  had  spent  them  in 
African  travel,  in  the  writing  of  books, 
and  in  the  making  of  history.  He  said  to 
me  a month  or  two  later  that  he  envied 
me  my  five  years  in  furs  and  snow  houses, 
in  new  lands  and  among  new  people. 
That  was  another  point  of  view.  And 
a third  was  mine,  for  I in  turn  envied  him 
his  power  and  achievements  and  the 
character  which  had  made  them  possible. 
But  while  I concede  that  accident  plays 
so  large  a part  in  determining  the  mo- 
mentous or  trivial  nature  of  geographic 
discovery  that  the  greatest  geographic 
discoverers  must  for  that  reason  be 
ranked  lower  than  the  great  men  in  other 
fields,  still  there  is  much  to  be  said  for 
exploration  as  a career,  so  long  at  least 
as  there  remains  possible  discovery  of 
lands  previously  undreamed  of.  The 
tourist  who  crosses  the  Atlantic  for  the 
first  time  will  spend  hours  on  deck  await- 
ing the  predicted  rising  of  Ireland  above 
the  rim  of  the  sea,  and  feels  then,  unless 
he  is  neither  young  nor  imaginative,  a 
thrill  which  he  does  not  forget  the  rest  of 
his  life.  Yet  Ireland  to  the  tourist  or 
America  to  the  immigrant  can  never  be 
what  San  Salvador  was  to  Columbus, 
and,  though  you  may  not  for  the  thrill 
of  San  Salvador  be  willing  to  change 
places  with  Columbus,  you  may  well 
envy  us  who  are  still  alive  our  first  sight 
of  the  new  land  and  our  first  landing 
upon  it.  While  you  may  think  what  you 
will  about  the  greatness  of  the  achieve- 
ment, the  permanence  of  it  cannot  be 


denied.  The  next  generation  and  the 
next  will  find  that  land  upon  their  maps 
Mid,  if  they  care  to  visit,  they  will  find 
it  there  bounded  by  its  ice-covered  sea. 
If  it  is  not  an  important,  it  is  at  least  a 
tangible,  contribution  to  the  world’s 
knowledge  of  itself. 

Summer  was  fast  approaching  when 
we  reached  the  new  land  on  June  19th. 
There  was  snow  on  most  of  it,  but 
some  of  it  was  bare  and  there  were 
ponds  and  puddles  here  and  there,  al- 
though the  rivers  had  not  opened.  We 
found  lemmings,  which  are  a sort  of  bob- 
tailed mouse,  running  about;  several 
species  of  birds  had  arrived  and  their 
nesting  was  about  to  commence,  and 
there  were  tracks  of  caribou  and  of 
wolves  and  foxes.  The  caribou  had  not 
come  from  the  south,  for  it  is  another 
one  of  the  many  pieces  of  misinforma- 
tion about  the  north  that  the  caribou 
migrate  south  in  the  fall  and  north  in  the 
spring.  This  may  be  true  in  some  places, 
but  it  is  not  true  in  others,  and  in  gen- 
eral the  same  islands  that  are  inhabited 
by  caribou  in  summer  are  inhabited  by 
them  in  winter. 

The  wisdom  of  the  fox  is  not  so  evi- 
dent as  the  saying  is  wide-spread,  but  the 
more  I see  of  wolves  the  more  respect  I 
have  for  their  intelligence,  which  is 
unique  among  the  non-human  inhab- 
itants of  the  north.  The  second  day  on 
the  new  land  I met  a wolf  that  came 
running  toward  me  at  first,  for  he  could 
not  fail  to  mistake  me  at  a distance  for 
a caribou,  but  when  he  got  within  two 
hundred  yards  and  could  see  me  more 
plainly  he  realized  my  strangeness  and, 
what  is  truly  remarkable,  inferred  that  I 
might  be  dangerous.  This  wolf  could 
certainly  never  have  seen  a human  be- 
fore, and  the  only  dark  thing  of  size 
comparable  to  mine  that  he  had  ever 
seen  must  have  been  either  a caribou  or 
a musk-ox.  The  caribou  are  his  prey, 
and  while  he  seldom  kills  a musk-ox,  he 
at  least  has  no  reason  to  fear  that  excep- 
tionally clumsy  and  slow-moving  ani- 
mal. But  at  two  hundred  yards  this 
wolf  paused  and,  after  a good  look  that 
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satisfied  him  that  I was  something  new 
in  his  experience,  commenced  to  circle 
me  at  that  distance  to  get  my  wind. 
When  he  got  it  it  took  him  but  a sniff  or 
two  and  he  was  off  at  top  speed.  The 
similarly  unsophisticated  foxes  of  this 
region  will  commonly  run  within  ten  or 
fifteen  yards  of  you  and  follow  you 
around  for  miles,  barking  like  a toy  dog 
following  a pedestrian. 

The  season  was  so  far  advanced  that, 
after  following  the  south  coast  of  our 
island  for  three  days  and  determining 
that  it  was  of  considerable  size,  we 
turned  south  on  June  22d.  On  our  way 
toward  Melville  Island  we  completed  the 
mapping  of  Fitz  William  Owen  Island, 
which  had  been  sighted  by  McClintock, 
discovered  a little  island  only  about  five 
miles  in  diameter,  and  followed  the  west 
coast  of  Melville  Island  south.  Here 
we  killed  two  musk-oxen  as  well  as 
some  caribou,  and  saw  a number  of 
musk-oxen  that  we  did  not  disturb. 

The  4th  of  July  we  left  Melville  Island 
and  in  six  days  crossed  McClure  Straits 
to  the  Bay  of  Mercy  on  the  north  coast 
of  Banks  Island.  Here  we  stopped  to 
rate  our  watches.  The  place  is  an  excep- 
tionally interesting  one.  It  was  here 
that  McClure  wintered  two  years  with 
his  ship,  the  Investigator,  which  he  aban- 
doned eventually,  retreating  with  his 
men  to  another  ship  at  Melville  Island. 
As  I learned  from  the  Eskimos  of  Victoria 
Island  on  my  previous  expedition,  the 
ship  had  been  broken  by  the  action  of 
wind  and  ice  some  years  after  McClure 
left  her,  and  all  that  we  found  to  mark 
the  place  were  a heap  of  coal  and  a great 


many  barrel-staves  and  fragments  of 
packing-boxes,  with  here  and  there  a 
piece  of  rusty  iron. 

We  left  our  sledges  at  this  point,  cut 
up  the  tarpaulin  that  had  served  us  so 
well  in  crossing  many  a lead  of  open 
water,  and  made  it  into  pack-saddles  for 
our  dogs  in  which  to  carry  meat  and 
other  heavy  things,  while  we  ourselves 
carried  the  bedding  and  other  bulky  arti- 
cles. The  journey  south  over  Banks 
Island  was  delightful.  The  caribou  were 
fat  and  were  seen  in  large  and  small 
bodies  here  and  there  on  the  rolling 
green  prairieland.  We  usually  killed  one 
toward  evening  and  our  party  was  large 
enough  so  that  we  consumed  about  a 
whole  animal  at  each  camp.  There  is  no 
wood  for  fuel,  but  our  knowledge  of  the 
botany  of  the  country  enabled  us  to  pick 
grasslike  plants  that  have  a resinous  sub- 
stance so  that  they  bum  well  even  when 
wet  from  rain  or  fog.  I am  unable  to  see 
any  great  hardships  in  polar  travel  in 
winter,  whether  it  be  on  sea-ice  or  on  an 
uninhabited  land,  and  am  still  less  capa- 
ble of  seeing  anything  in  the  nature  of 
hardship  in  a summer  journey  overland. 

We  arrived  at  Cape  Kellett  on  August 
9th  to  find  everything  well  at  the  camp. 
But  two  days  later  Capt.  Louis  Lane 
with  the  Polar  Bear  arrived,  bringing  us 
the  unbelievable  news  of  the  death  of 
eleven  members  of  our  expedition  at 
Wrangell  Island  in  the  spring  of  1914, 
and  the  no  less  unbelievable  news  of  the 
World  War  which  had  been  raging  more 
than  eleven  months  when  Captain  Lane 
left  the  last  telegraph  point  at  Nome, 
six  weeks  before. 


{To  be  concluded.) 
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BY  MARY  HEATON  VORSE 


MRS.  HUMMER  stood  in  the  soft 
dusk,  at  the  remote  doorway  of 
the  big  room,  and  looked  back  at  the 
appalling  young  scarecrow  before  her. 

She  swayed  slightly  from  one  foot  to 
another,  like  an  elephant  at  tether, 
Richard  thought.  He  could  not  take  his 
eyes  from  her.  He  knew  he  had  no  busi- 
ness to  stare  in  this  glassy,  fixed  sort  of 
a way  at  old  Hummer.  Why  old  Hum- 
mer was  the  most  familiar  thing  in  the 
world.  He  could  not  remember  when  she 
had  not  been  their  housekeeper.  Her 
sitting-room  had  always  been  his  refuge 
from  wrath.  Yet  this  big,  kindly  woman 
seemed  as  improbable  and  as  far  re- 
moved from  usual  experience  as  finding 
a kindly  cow  gazing  at  one  from  one’s 
bedroom  door — cows  and  women  being 
equally  absent  from  German  prison 
camps.  How  strange  in  turn  he  seemed 
to  her  he  had  measured  by  the  tears  that 
sprang  to  her  eyes  at  sight  of  him. 

So  for  a moment  they  stared  at  each 
other,  not  as  though  across  a room,  but 
as  if  trying  to  peer  at  each  other  over 
the  intolerable  cruelties  of  the  past  four 
years  since  he  had  run  down  the  steps 
waving  to  them  and  shouting  out  a gay, 
“Well,  Good-by,  Hummer!” — bound 
for  a trip  down  the  Rhine  before  he  went 
to  Cambridge. 

Hummer  broke  the  silence  with: 
“You’ll  have  everything  you  need  now 
for  dressing,  Mr.  Ricky.  You’ll  find 
your  bath  ready  for  you.”  She  switched 
on  the  light  from  the  door  and  hurried 
away,  leaving  him  staring  after  her. 

Ricky!  He  had  forgotten  all  about 
that  name.  His  mother’s  letters  had 
always  begun  “My  darling  Boy,”  his 
father’s  with  “Dear  Richard.”  The  last 
time  he  had  ever  seen  it  written  was  in  a 


letter,  ever  so  long  ago,  from  his  cousin 
Dorothy. 

“ I have  been  trying  for  the  last  hour,” 
she  wrote,  “to  put  down  ‘Dear  Ricky’! 
but  Ricky  means  out  of  door,  and  Surrey 
lanes,  and  getting  into  mischief,  and  all 
that  part  of  you  that  can’t  be  shut  up 
in  a German  prison  camp.  They  can’t 
have  shut  up  Ricky !” 

They  had  not  shut  him  up.  Ricky  was 
as  dead  as  Richard’s  mother.  The  news 
of  her  death  had  come  to  him  two  years 
before,  not  with  the  clean,  deep  stab  of 
grief,  but  as  something  still  farther 
shutting  him  off  from  the  life’s  reality, 
a window  gone  through  which  to  look  on 
the  world,  a thickening  of  the  darkness 
around  him.  The  news  had  come  when 
he  himself  was  ill,  and  when  the  horror 
of  each  individual  discomfort  of  life 
crowded  between  him  and  the  realiza- 
tion of  grief. 

Now,  slowly,  like  a black  and  bitter 
tide,  a numbing  sense  of  loss  invaded 
him.  There  came  to  his  mind  the  words 
of  a letter  of  his  mother,  written  not  long 
before  her  death.  “It’s  the  eternal  si- 
lence of  this  house  that’s  killing  me, 
when  I think  that  we  used  to  scold  you 
for  the  noise  you  used  to  make!”  This 
silence  that  was  killing  him,  too. 

A stealthy  grief  wrapped  itself  about 
him.  It  was  not  his  mother  for  whom  he 
was  grieving — not  as  one  ought  to; 
what  he  wanted  was  to  be  Ricky  again. 
He  wanted  that,  and  that  was  the  only 
thing  he  did  want  in  life  for  the  moment. 

He  walked  to  the  glass  which  was  let 
into  the  huge  wardrobe,  a piece  of  fur- 
niture taking  up  half  the  wall  space, 
places  for  hanging  on  one  side,  drawers 
for  every  conceivable  kind  of  clothes  on 
the  other,  as  solid  and  resourceful  as  the 
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Bank  of  England,  presupposing  sub- 
stance of  its  possessors. 

It  mirrored  forth  relentlessly  Ricky’s 
scarecrow  figure.  He  looked  at  himself 
curiously,  as  at  some  distasteful  stranger. 
His  trousers  were  tight  and  short,  show- 
ing his  thin,  bony  ankles.  His  shoes 
were  dejected  things,  dilapidated,  sor- 
didly jovial  in  expression.  A long  over- 
coat flapped  about  him,  opening  on  a 
woolen  sweater.  He  was  unshaven,  and 
his  long  hair  was  brushed  straight  back 
from  his  high  forehead. 

For  a moment  he  looked  at  himself 
with  surprised  disgust.  He  had  not 
known  he  was  as  bad  as  all  that. 

He  dressed  himself  slowly  and  care- 
fully, his  body  grateful  to  the  comforta- 
ble, clean  garments.  It  was  as  though  he 
was  shedding  the  degradations  of  the 
past  four  years  with  the  clothes  which  he 
rolled  up  into  a compact  little  bundle. 

When  he  went  down-stairs  he  found  a 
young  girl  waiting  in  the  drawing-room. 
A cloud  of  dusky  hair  was  drawn  back 
from  her  pure  white  brow,  and  done  in  a 
heavy  coil  above  her  white  young  neck. 
Her  eyes  were  deep  and  gray  and  rimmed 
about  with  long  dark  lashes.  She  had  a 
lovely  deep  color,  a fine,  full  mouth  and 
wide-cut  nostrils.  She  was  very  young, 
and  yet  had  the  dignity  which  comes 
from  responsibility  and  work.  To  Rich- 
ard, she  seemed  as  lovely  as  an  angel  and 
as  remote.  She  sprang  to  her  feet  as  he 
came  in. 

“Ricky!”  she  cried,  holding  out  her 
hands. 

He  looked  at  her  with  polite  inquiry, 
searching  among  his  memories  for  the 
answer  to  her. 

“Why,  Ricky!”  she  said,  a tremor  in 
her  voice.  Don’t  you  know  me?  I 
haven’t  changed  so  much  as  that,  have 
I?  I’m  Dorothy /” 

He  tried  to  be  cordial.  “Dorothy!” 
he  cried.  He  took  her  hands.  “I  didn’t 
know — I hadn’t  thought — ” 

Then  came  to  him  a memory  of  a 
strapping  tomboy,  running  with  the 
dogs  down  Surrey  lanes,  long,  thin  legs 
covering  the  earth  like  a pair  of  callipers. 


And  here  she  was,  beautiful,  a woman 
whom  men  would  turn  their  heads  to 
look  at  anywhere.  Her  beauty  put  him 
off.  He  was  choked  almost  as  with  the 
coldness  of  disappointment. 

“I  recognized  you,”  she  reproached 
him,  smiling. 

“Why,  you  see,  I haven’t  grown  beau- 
tiful or  let  down  my  skirts,”  he  coun- 
tered. He  stopped.  He  knew  he  should 
have  said  more.  He  had  a sick  sense  of 
failing  her.  This  was  Dorothy,  he  told 
himself,  the  sharer  of  his  boyhood,  his 
faithful  vassal  in  those  old  days.  The 
current  of  friendship  between  them  had 
never  failed — until  now.  He  was  con- 
scious that  he  had  been  writing  always, 
to  a long-legged  girl  whose  nose  was  too 
big  for  her  thin  face,  whose  loosely  curl- 
ing hair  was  always  falling  in  disorder 
around  her  eyes,  a little  girl  who  was 
always  finding  some  pretext  for  breaking 
into  a run.  Never  had  he  been  writing  to 
a beautiful,  grave  young  woman. 

A silence  had  fallen  between  them. 

She  was  scrutinizing  him,  trying  to 
familiarize  herself  with  him.  And  as 
he  had  stared  at  Hummer  in  that 
remote  and  vague  way,  so  he  stared  at 
Dorothy. 

“We  have  waited  so  for  you,  Ricky,” 
she  said.  “I’ve  been  perched  on  your 
door-step,  a fixture,  ever  since  we  got 
word  that  you  were  coming.  We  thought 
you’d  come  sooner.” 

“I  was  in  Berlin  ten  days,”  he  said. 

He  stopped  again.  There  was  no  way 
he  could  have  told  her  about  those  ten 
days  in  Berlin.  “One  had,”  he  explained, 
lamely,  “to  get  used  to  being  out  in  the 
world  again,  after  where — we’d  been, 
you  know.  I was  afraid  of  crossing  the 
street  at  first.  I’d  forgotten  wheels  and 
horses  and  things  like  that.” 

He  stopped  again.  He  felt  his  face 
flush  painfully.  Every  now  and  then 
there  would  sweep  over  him  a composite 
memory  of  those  four  years,  which 
brought  with  it  a feeling  of  degradation. 

He  walked  up  and  down  the  room,  agi- 
tated and  nervous. 

“When  did  you  learn  for  the  first  time 
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that  you  were  going  to  get  away?”  she 
prompted. 

“The  newspapers  first.  There  were 
talks  of  serious  riots  at  Hamburg.” 

“Newspapers?”  she  wondered.  “I 
thought  you  weren’t  allowed  them.” 

“We  got  them,  thirty  marks  apiece. 
Six  of  us  in  each  stall,  five  stalls  to  a 
paper.  We  paid  fifty  pfennigs  apiece  and 
each  stall  would  read  the  paper  for  an 
hour — we  had  a reader.” 

“How  do  you  mean,”  she  asked,  “six 
to  a stall?” 

He  stared  at  her  with  a little  impa- 
tience. “That’s  how  we  lived,”  he  ex- 
plained, “six  of  us,  just  like  animals,  you 
know — six  of  us  to  a box-stall.” 

He  hated  to  have  to  tell  about  it. 
Memories  of  those  degrading  propin- 
quities of  life  crowded  about  him,  and 
yet  that  was  all  that  he  had  to  tell. 
Already  that  life  was  so  remote,  and  had 
so  little  relation  to  reality,  that  it  was  as 
though  it  were  plunging  back  one’s  mind 
into  memories  of  the  nightmare  of  de- 
lirium. She  was  waiting  for  him  to  go 
on.  Her  face  lifted  up,  and  there  was  on 
it  an  expression  of  eagerness  which  was 
almost  as  of  innocent  greed.  Suddenly 
he  realized  that  there  was  no  place  in 
her  to  which  he  could  communicate  his 
experiences,  nor  to  any  one  who  had 
gone  on  living  in  the  world.  The  hero- 
ism and  despairs  of  that  place.  Its  mon- 
strous loves  and  hates.  The  anguished 
waiting.  The  terrible  patience  of  men — 
that  fidelity  to  trivial  occupation  with 
which  they  fought  to  keep  their  sanity 
and  self-respect. 

“Go  on  and  tell  me  about  it,  Ricky,” 
she  urged,  “if  you  feel  like  it,  I mean.” 

How  can  you  tell  people  about  fight- 
ing for  self-respect  and  for  sanity? 
That’s  what  life  had  resolved  itself  into. 
Forever  all  the  life’s  mean  details  gnaw- 
ing at  the  foundations  of  your  self- 
respect — dirt  and  inaction  and  brutality 
and  promiscuity  of  life.  All  the  enemies' 
of  dignity  massed  together  to  assail  the 
frail  spirit  of  man — and  she  asked  him  to 
tell  her  about  it! 

“What  happened  to  Bonfield,”  she 
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prompted  him.  “You  used  to  write 
about  Bonfield.” 

“Bonfield  died,”  said  Ricky. 

“I’m  sorry,”  she  cried. 

“I  was  glad  when  Bonfield  died!” 
Ricky  explained  in  a matter-of-fact 
voice.  “It  was  a great  relief.  He’d  got- 
ten to  be  an  awful  nuisance.” 

“Why,  Ricky!”  she  cried,  shocked. 

This  irritated  him.  She  wanted  to 
know  about  it.  Now  she  could  have  it, 
so  he  threw  at  her,  but  in  a tone  of  level 
matter-of-factness. 

‘•You  get  to  hate  them  so  when  you 
live  with  them  like  that.  Everything 
about  them — the  way  they  undress  and 
the  noises  they  make  and  the  way  they 
clean  their  teeth — that  you  plan  how 
you  could  kill  them,  and  the  only  reason 
you  don’t  kill  them  is  that  you’d  get 
caught,  and  you  know  that  they’re  plan- 
ning all  the  time  how  they’d  like  to  kill 
you.  I hadn’t  spoken  to  Bonfield  for 
six  months  before  he  was  taken  sick; 
then  I had  to  take  care  of  him,  and  I tell 
you  it  was  a relief  when  he  died.” 

He  knew  that  he  was  alienating  her, 
covering  himself  with  an  armor  of 
strangeness. 

He  turned  the  subject  abruptly.  “I 
told  you  we  learned  about  the  revolution 
first  by  the  papers.  Trouble. in  Ham- 
burg, trouble  in  Bremen;  then  they  said 
the  revolution  had  been  put  down  and 
next  we  saw  the  sailors  swarming  on  the 
trains,  inside  and  out,  waving  red  flags.” 

His  thin  face  flushed  again.  “We 
couldn’t  believe  it.  We  thought  the 
troops  in  Berlin  would  arrest  them. 
They  had  signs,  * Brothers,  don’t  shoot !’  ” 

He  stopped  abruptly.  “ It  seems  already 
as  if  it  never  could  have  happened — 
those  four  years.” 

“Oh,  Ricky,”  she  cried,  “it’s  so  won- 
derful to  have  you  back  at  last!” 

For  a moment  they  were  together.  In 
a moment  they  had  bridged  the  distance 
that  separated  them,  then  life  went  flat 
again.  He  tried  to  keep  the  current  of 
precious  sympathy,  but  he  couldn’t,  and 
she  after  a moment  rose  abruptly. 

“ I’ll  see  you  soon.  I’ll  see  you  a great 
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deal,”  she  promised  him,  and  hurried 
away.  Ricky  stared  after  her,  wondering 
if  he  had  only  fancied  that  tears  stood 
in  her  eyes. 

The  days  passed  by  filled  up  with 
visits  from  eager,  compassionate  rela- 
tives. At  the  end  of  the  day  Ricky  felt 
as  though  he  had  been  wrung  dry.  How 
eager  they  were  for  stories  of  horrors! 
How  full  of  energy  they  seemed!  So  to 
refresh  himself  he  would  go  to  Dorothy’s, 
and  once  there  would  find  no  words,  so 
for  a while  they  would  sit  together  .mis- 
erably trying  to  grope  toward  each 
other,  but  not  knowing  how.  He  had 
learned  in  prison  one  thing,  and  that 
was  how  to  isolate  himself  from  his 
fellows  through  sheer  force  of  pride. 
And  now  out  of  prison  his  habit  of  isola- 
tion had  followed  him.  He  walked 
through  life,  the  shadowy  walls  of  re- 
moteness around  him.  It  followed  him 
to  Dorothy’s.  It  was  always  with  him. 

This  troubled  him,  but  there  was 
something  else  that  troubled  him  more 
and  he  had  no  name  for  it.  It  was  a 
vague  discomfort,  like  the  knowledge 
that  one  was  going  to  be  ill,  the  fore- 
warnings of  pain.  He  wouldn’t  recognize 
its  meaning.  It  was  like  shutting  out  a 
sullen  day  by  keeping  the  shade  down. 
Suddenly  one  day  his  father  snapped  it 
out,  and  it  was  as  though  Ricky  were 
blinded  with  a stab  of  light. 

“I  suppose,”  his  father  remarked, 
“you  have  been  considering  what  you 
want  to  do!” 

Now  he  knew  what  had  disturbed  him 
as  he  walked  around  the  seething  Lon- 
don streets,  where  everybody  was  hurry- 
ing so,  as  though  to  keep  an  appointment 
with  opportunity  itself.  Where  every- 
body seemed  to  have  some  object  in  life; 
yes,  and  aims  and  desires  and  friends 
and  memories,  and  he  alone  had  none. 

To  do  something  in  the  world  you 
need  preparation,  and  he  had  had  four 
years’  preparation  living  in  a box-stall. 
There  flashed  before  his  mind  his  five 
companions.  Dungley,  who  had  been 
fat,  who  would  have  been  prattling  eter- 


nally about  his  stomach-ache,  but  that 
he  was  afraid  of  Richard,  who  had 
learned  to  throw  at  him,  with  a terrible 
young  arrogance  that  had  menace  in  it, 
“Shut  up  and  give  us  a rest!”  This 
was  the  sort  of  thing  that  he  knew — 
how  to  make  a sick  man  stop  whimper- 
ing, or  a garrulous  one  afraid  to  speak 
t6  him.  So  he  answered  his  father: 

“I  haven’t  any  plans.  There  isn’t 
anything  that  I know  about.” 

“When  you  were  at  Ruhleben  didn’t 
you  plan  for  the  future?”  pursued  his 
father.  He  was  a big  man,  heavy,  pon- 
derous, who  had  never  had  the  knack  at 
drawing  Ricky  out.  He  puffed  now  as 
though  dragging  a heavy  load. 

“I  only  planned  about  getting  out. 
I'm  no  good,”  he  burst  out.  “I  haven’t 
learned  anything!” 

“Don’t  be  morbid,  my  boy,”  said  his 
father,  ponderously. 

Ricky  didn’t  reply.  He  wanted  to 
scream  at  his  father,  who  stood  there  so 
complacent. 

“Morbid?  Morbid?  Of  course  I’m 
morbid!  Life’s  morbid!  You  live  in  a 
box-stall  for  four  years  and  think  and 
think  about  the  fellows  out  there  being 
shot — dying,  fellows  like  you — and  you 
penned  up  with  a lot  of  prisoners  until 
your  thoughts  drip  blood.  Life's  been 
normal,  hasn’t  it?  Life’s  been  calm!” 
If  he  could  only  make  any  one  under- 
stand even  for  a minute.  Then  that  de- 
sire passed  like  a warm  tide  of  life,  and 
the  stale  annoyance  of  Ruhleben  envel- 
oped him.  The  walls  of  the  box-stall 
rose  about  him  and  shut  him  off. 

He  met  his  father’s  words  with  dutiful 
convention  and  went  out  into  the  hot, 
anonymous  crowds  of  the  streets  with  a 
vague  hope  that  some  of  his  adventurous 
imaginings  of  Ruhleben  might  come 
true. 

Girls  and  women — how  much  he  had 
thought  about  them  at  Ruhleben!  There 
had  been  times  that  queer  thoughts  had 
beaten  against  the  walls  of  his  brain  like 
dark  birds,  days  when  in  the  background 
of  his  mind  were  strange  imageries — 
grotesque,  unspeakable — as  though  in 
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him  lived  the  spirit  of  the  men  who  had 
invented  the  carvings  on  the  temples  of 
India.  He  could  not  bear  to  have  lys 
spirit  so  invaded.  It  was  as  though  by 
living  like  brutes,  old  and  forgotten 
brutishness  came  stealthily  forth.  All 
the  hot  imaginings  of  antiquity  pressed 
around  him. 

He  had  taken  then  to  studying  Ger- 
man grammar,  to  studying  anything. 
“Keeping  his  mind  occupied”  was  no 
mere  phrase  with  Ricky;  it  was  the 
necessity  imposed  on  him  by  sanity.  So 
in  this  endeavor  all  the  thoughts  of 
Europe  surged  through  his  mind.  He 
read — he  read — and  always  there  was 
the  recurring  speculation  about  women. 

Now  here  he  was  out  on  London 
streets  and  England's  women  pouring 
past  him.  He  hadn’t  remembered  them 
as  so  lovely.  It  was  an  ever-recurring 
surprise  to  him.  There  were  a great 
many  women  in  uniform.  Why,  what 
with  the  conductresses,  half  the  women 
of  England  seemed  in  uniform.  How 
smart  they  were  and  brisk,  and  how  in- 
formed with  purpose — and  how  remote 
from  Ricky. 

He  could  hardly  talk  to  Hummer — 
he  had  failed  miserably  with  Dorothy — 
and  these  handsome,  ruddy,  purposeful 
girls — the  box-stall  cut  him  off  from 
even  casual  speech  with  them. 

Ricky  walked  down  Piccadilly  past 
the  Circus,  moving  without  volition,  as 
though  borne  on  the  bosom  of  the 
crowd.  He  got  to  Charing  Cross  and 
stood  for  a while  watching  all  the  wilful 
youth  of  the  Empire  flow  past  him.  The 
air  seemed  filled  with  their  laughter.  All 
the  sons  of  England  went  streaming 
past  London’s  gray  and  ancient  magnifi- 
cence. It  was  darker  than  Ricky  re- 
membered it,  and  more  splendid.  It 
hadn’t  shrunk  as  some  things  did. 
Rather,  it  had  grown.  Now  all  the  youth 
of  the  English  peoples  was  loosed  in  a 
boiling  torrent  down  London  streets,  and 
its  grave  imperial  splendors  formed  only 
an  unnoticed  back-drop  against  which 
life  was  played.  Australians  with  their 
brims  tucked  up,  young,  keen-faced 


d’Artagnans  coursing  down  the  streets, 
chasing  amusement;  N e w-Zeal anders  in 
their  wide  hats  with  their  ribbon;  Cana- 
dians, Scotchmen,  and  the  regiments  of 
England — you  read  them  on  tbeir  shoul- 
ders— Yorkshire,  Lancashire;  New  South 
Wales,  South  Africa,  American  troops, 
American  sailors — they  swarmed  every- 
where. “Eating  up  the  place”  was  their 
own  term  for  it. 

Ricky  seemed  to  himself  to  be  an 
atom  removed  by  centuries  of  emptiness 
from  the  experience  of  this  hot,  gay 
youth  that  flooded  and  surged,  and 
boiled  through  the  streets. 

There  was  still  in  the  air  a hint  of  the 
madness  of  armistice.  One  felt  every- 
thing went,  that  the  old  restraints  were 
down.  You  could  see  it  in  the  way  that 
the  girls  talked  to  the  men  and  the  men 
joked  them  back,  and  the  casual  ac- 
quaintances they  formed  in  the  twilights. 
Evidently  it  was  the  custom.  The  girls 
came  flooding  out  from  the  munitions  up 
the  Strand,  up  Charing  Cross,  up  Picca- 
dilly, out  for  a good  time. 

What  an  England!  With  what  inso- 
lence of  youth  they  enjoyed  themselves, 
as  though  they  said  to  the  venerable 
stones  of  the  city: 

“Others  like  us  helped  to  build  you, 
and  we  have  defended  you.  We  have 
come  from  the  ends  of  the  earth  to  do  it. 
Look  at  us — the  youth  of  England,  of  the 
colonies,  of  Canada,  and  of  America. 
And  so,  while  we  remain,  your  streets 
and  your  pleasures  belong  to  us.” 

So  they  streamed  past  Ricky  like  scar- 
let banners.  They  streamed  past  him  as 
though  keeping  time  to  the  music  of 
drum-beats.  How  powerful  it  was,  and 
how  careless,  this  youth  that  had  faced 
death  for  four  years,  this  youth  that  had 
been  snatched  from  death  and  now  ran 
in  a riot  of  life  down  London  streets. 

He  drifted  along  in  the  crowd,  feeling 
useless  and  empty.  They  swanked  past 
him — groups  of  Scotchmen,  swinging 
their  skirts  above  their  bare  knees; 
Americans,  solid,  and  walking  with  di- 
rection; now  a New  Zealand  boy, 
searching  in  the  crowd  for  a girl  to  speak 
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to.  Suddenly  three  young  girls  going 
abreast  barred  Ricky’s  way,  laughing. 

“Where  are  you  off  to?”  one  said. 

“What  will  you  give  us  to  let  you 
pass?”  said  another. 

“Name  and  address?”  asked  a third, 
politely.  Ricky  couldn’t  make  them  out. 
They  were  nicely  dressed,  neatly  booted, 
and  wore  pert  little  hats,  and  had  faces 
that  were  at  the  same  time  bold  and 
innocent  and  young.  He  stood  before 
them  namelessly  embarrassed.  He  would 
have  given  his  soul  for  a natural  gesture. 
Who  were  they?  To  him  it  was  mystery. 
The  spectacle  of  the  munition  girls  en- 
joying themselves  was  since  his  day. 
This  very  episode  plumbed  a gulf  be- 
tween his  experience  and  the  world  he 
now  was  called  to  live  in. 

“Are  you  a deaf  mute,  dearie?”  asked 
the  prettiest  one,  who  wore  a little  velvet 
Tam  over  one  ear.  r 

“Shrapnel  took  his  tongue  at  Mons,” 
another  announced.  They  laughed  im- 
moderately, one  of  them  doubling  her- 
self up  in  the  abandon  of  her  mirth. 
They  were  indecorous  and  shameless, 
and  yet  their  gaiety  had  no  vice  in  it. 
He  stood  there.  Words  wouldn’t  come 
to  him.  There  were  none.  He  snatched 
at  them,  tried  to  drag  them  out  of  the 
well  of  his  embarrassment.  What  fun  it 
would  have  been  to  run  off  with  these 
youngsters.  Who  cared  who  they  were? 

“’E’s  a deef  mute,”  said  one. 

“ ’E’s  a dead  mute,”  said  the  other. 

“’E’s  a dead  un.  Good-by,  dead 
un!”  they  called,  and  sped  down  the 
street,  trailing  out  cruel  laughter  behind 
them  that  stung  Ricky  like  the  lash  of  a 
whip.  He  could  have  cried  with  anger. 
The  little  scene,  so  unexpected  and  so 
meaningless,  had  plunged  itself  deep  into 
some  citadel  of  his  self-respect.  He 
drifted  into  an  archway  and  stood  there, 
feeling  that  now  the  barrier  between 
him  and  the  fierce,  pulsing  life  before 
him  was  complete. 

The  bitter  waters  of  defeat  had  now 
gotten  as  high  as  Ricky’s  heart.  There 
came  to  him  a certainty  that  he  would 
always  be  like  this,  that  he  would  always 
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be  a shadow  at  the  feast  of  life,  that  he 
would  never  be  able  to  take  hold  again 
of  work  or  love  or  adventure.  There  was 
no  one  in  all  the  world  to  whom  he 
wanted  to  speak.  There  was  nothing  in 
all  the  world  he  wanted  to  do.  He  only 
wanted  one  single  thing  again,  and  that 
was  to  be  able  to  turn  back  the  hand  of 
time  four  years  and  be  back  with  his 
mother. 

He  wanted  to  see  his  mother.  He 
didn’t  want  her  alive  again  now,  because 
if  he  met  her  now,  perhaps  it  would-be 
the  same  as  it  was  with  his  father  and 
Hummer — and  with  Dorothy.  But  he 
wanted  to  go  back.  He  wanted  to  be 
Ricky  instead  of  this  nameless  shadow. 

He  drifted  up  Piccadilly  again,  turned 
down  St.  James’s  Street  and  along  Pall 
Mall.  It  was  quieter  there.  Rows  of 
silent  clubs  looked  down  upon  one,  and 
as  he  walked  along  a feeling  of  revolt 
came  over  him. 

“Why  should  I go  on?”  he  asked  him- 
self. He  had  had  no  part  in  any  of  this — 
no  part  in  the  work,  no  part  in  the  vic- 
tory. Why  should  he  fit  himself  now  at 
this  late  day  for  a life  from  which  he 
had  been  so  completely  divorced? 

“Why  should  I go  on?”  he  asked  him- 
self. He  stopped  in  front  of  the  door  of 
one  of  the  dark  and  solemnly  august 
buildings,  and  then  heard  his  own  voice 
saying  again,  “ Why  should  I go  on?” 
He  walked  along,  quickening  his  steps 
angrily  at  the  thought  that  he  had  been 
betrayed  into  speaking  aloud  the  barren 
miseries  of  his  heart. 

“There  is  no  reason  for  going  on” — 
he  answered  himself.  There  was  not  in 
all  the  world  a person  who  needed  him 
or  who  could  even  possibly  need  him. 
Service — all  the  rest  of  England  knew  it, 
those  rioting  girls  and  boys  in  uniform, 
his  contemporaries  now  marching  down 
the  streets  the  victorious  owners  of  Eng- 
land. And  Ricky,  who  had  only  the  cold 
walls  of  his  lonely  pride — and  no  mem- 
ory of  any  service  ever — turned  his  face 
resolutely  away  from  this  world  in 
which  he  had  no  part  or  pared.  As 
though  sucked  down  on  some  dark  river 
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of  doubt  and  desolation,  he  found  him- 
self by  the  Thames. 

He  had  no  plan.  He  did  not  need 
despair  to  well  up  in  a sudden  flood  to 
carry  him  over  the  brink.  He  could  go 
now  and  look  at  death  and  think  about 
it  and  get  up  to-morrow,  or  say  to  him- 
self: 

“My  appointment  with  death  is  for 
half  past  seven  to-night.”  That  didn't 
matter,  either.  The  whole  business 
wasn’t  emotional  enough.  It  was  just 
that  he  definitely  didn’t  care  for  this 
complicated  business  of  living,  and  there 
didn’t  seem  any  sense  or  use  in  it.  He 
had  lived  with  just  one  idea  in  his  mind 
so  long — rt  was  to  get  out.  And  now  he 
carried  the  invisible  walls  of  his  prison 
about  him.  He  was  tired  of  them. 

He  walked  over  a bridge  and  stood 
looking  at  the  dark  water  and  at  the 
lights  reflected  in  it.  And  presently  a 
soldier  stopped  near  him.  They  looked 
at  each  other  with  suspicious  eyes,  like 
wary  animals.  Ricky  felt  the  other  was 
an  intruder.  He  had  come  here  to  be 
familiar  with  the  kind  face  of  death. 
The  English  soldiers  owned  England. 
They  might  leave  him  by  himself  now. 

The  soldier  moved  slowly  toward  him. 
He  seemed  about  Ricky’s  age,  and  as  he 
passed  under  the  light  Ricky  saw  that 
across  his  temple  and  down  the  side  of 
his  face  was  a crimson  scar.  He  was 
evidently  waiting  to  be  spoken  to.  He 
seemed  humble  and  embarrassed.  There 
was  about  him  something  of  an  animal 
begging  mutely  to  be  taken  notice  of. 

“It’s  quiet  by  the  Thames,”  Ricky 
threw  to  him.  If  the  boy  would  neither 
go  away  or  speak,  he  could  say  some- 
thing himself. 

“Yes,”  he  answered,  with  an  oddly 
eager  inflection.  He  hesitated,  then  he 
said:  “You’re  lucky  to  be  discharged  so 
quick.  I wish  I was.” 

“What  would  you  do?”  asked  Ricky. 

“I’d  get  away  from  London,  first  off. 
Lots  of  the  lads  like  it.  I was  in  hospital 
a good  while.  I’d  like  to  get  away.” 

“Why?”  Ricky  wondered  to  himself. 
Perhaps  this  boy  roamed  London  streets 
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unable  to  speak  to  people  or  to  take  part 
in  the  great  festival  which  was  forever 
there  in  progress.  “ When  you  got  away, 
what  would  you  do?”  Ricky  asked. 

“I  don’t  rightly  know.  The  older 
men — it’s  easy  for  them — but  when  you 
haven’t  a trade — ” He  spoke  with  diffi- 
culty. “What  are  you  doing  with  your- 
self, now  that  you’re  through?”  he  asked. 

“I’ve  been  in  prison  four  years*” 
Ricky  blurted  out. 

“Were  you  so?”  There  was  an  inflec- 
tion of  pity  in  the  other  boy’s  voice. 
There  was  silence  between  them. 

“I  used  to  be  quite  mad  to  get  to 
London,”  the  boy  volunteered,  “and 
now  I’m  here  I want  to  get  on,  but  I 
don’t  know  where  to.”  His  voice  was 
puzzled.  He  was  searching,  in  some 
blind  way,  for  sympathy  and  under- 
standing. “This  takin’  hold  again  wor- 
ries a chap,”  he  explained,  in  his  helpless 
voice.  “You  won’t  know  yourself  what 
you’re  doing,  will  you?” 

“No,”  said  Ricky.  “Four  years  in 
prison  doesn’t  give  you  a trade.” 

“Nor  four  years  at  war.  It’s  easier  for 
the  older  ones,”  he  repeated.  “I  had  a 
pal — he  was  an  aviator — and  when  he 
came  home  he  blew  his  brains  out.  Do 
you  know  what  worried  him?  He 
couldn’t  get  up  mornings,  so  he  saw  he 
was  going  to  be  a burden  to  his  family 
and  thought  he'd  rather  ‘go  West.’”  He 
looked  down  into  the  dark  water. 
“Sounds  dotty,”  he  said,  “but  a chap 
can  understand — ” He  let  his  voice 
trail  off.  And  then  suddenly  Ricky  un- 
derstood, too.  This  other  boy  had  come 
to  him  for  sympathy  and  for  help.  In 
his  halting  fashion  he  was  pleading  with 
Ricky  to  help  him  back  on  his  feet  again. 
He  came  to  him  asking  for  the  key  to 
the  door  of  normal  existence. 

“How  did  you  take  hold  of  life  again? 
You’re  in  civilian  clothes.  What  did  you 
do?  How  did  you  get  at  it?  How  do 
chaps  like  us  get  back  in  again?”  was 
what  he  was  asking.  For  the  people  who 
had  gone  on  living  in  the  real  world 
couldn’t  help  him.  They  didn’t  know 
about  it.  They  talked  about  going  to 
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work  with  intolerable  briskness,  and 
about  what  you  wanted  to  do,  as  if  it 
was  as  simple  as  ordering  a meal  from  a 
bill  of  fare.  And  this  boy  understood 
about  it.  He  had  been  separated  from 
life  and  come  out  on  that  dark  bridge, 
perhaps,  as  Ricky  had  come.  They 
looked  at  each  other. 

“What  do  you  think  about  that  chap, 
the  aviator?” 

“He  was  a fool,”  said  Ricky, 
promptly.  “He  should  have  waited.” 

“Would  it  have  done  any  good?” 

“Why,  of  course,”  said  Ricky.  He 
was  proud  that  conviction  sounded  in 
his  voice.  He  had  acted.  He  had  come 
up  to  an  emergency.  “ It’s  getting  on,” 
said  Ricky.  “Let’s  have  a bite.  Shall  we?” 

The  other  followed  Ricky  with  dog- 
like obedience,  frankly  glad  to  let  some- 
one else  lead  him.  They  walked  along, 
finding  comfort  together,  two  atoms 
lost  in  the  world’s  immensity.  They 
talked  with  diffidence,  forever  skirting 
the  subject  that  was  next  their  hearts, 
which  was  how  to  take  hold  now  of  that 
terrible  and  perplexing  thing  called  Life. 

They  said  good-by  to  each  other  after 
dinner  and  Ricky  went  away  comforted. 
He  knew  that  he  wasn’t  an  outcast  in 
the  world,  and  that  the  world  was  full  of 
boys  perplexed  like  himself,  and  he  felt 
that  he  had  the  answer  as  to  what  to  do. 
The  answer  was  that  one  must  go  on. 
Time  helped  one.  He  had  told  the  boy 
that  and  the  boy  believed  him. 

Then,  walking  on  London  streets,  he 
had  a strange  vision  of  the  world.  It 
appeared  to  him  like  a great  shining 
globe  spinning  about,  and  it  had  a hard, 
transparent  surface,  and  within  this  sur- 
face were  all  those  people  who  were  part 
of  life,  all  those  people  who  had  their 
place  in  life’s  complex  affairs;  while  on 
the  outside,  swarming  over  the  hard, 
shining  surface,  unable  to  get  in,  were 
the  boys  whom  war  had  disinherited,  the 
maimed  ones  and  those  who  were  sick. 
There  was  a great  company  of  them, 
young  and  old — men  whose  place  in  the 
world  had  been  wiped  out  while  they 
fought,  men  who  came  home  to  find  their 


families  had  become  strangers.  There 
were  blind  men  and  the  mutilated,  and 
there  was  this  army  of  boys  like  the  one 
with  whom  he  had  talked,  to  whom  war 
had  given  no  trade,  and  there  were  boys 
whose  only  knowledge  of  life  was  a box- 
stall.  And  all  of  these  swarmed  over  the 
shining  surface  of  the  globe,  trying  and 
trying  to  get  in — back  to  those  within. 

It  was  a great  discovery.  His  heart 
suddenly  went  out  to  all  those  lonely 
ones.  He  wanted  to  cry  out  to  them: 
“Wait!  You’ll  find  your  way  in.  You’re 
not  alone.” 

Hope  bloomed  green  in  Ricky’s  heart 
as  he  walked  along.  Then  Dorothy 
came  into  his  mind  as  though  she  had 
entered  a room  where  he  was.  It  was 
the  first  time  that  he  had  thought  of  her 
without  feeling  how  intolerably  he  was 
separated  from  her.  He  imagined  him- 
self going  to  her,  being  able  at  last  to 
talk  instead  of  shouting  at  her  over  great 
distances,  as  he  had  before.  He  felt  as  if 
he  must  find  her  now,  as  though  the  clue 
which  led  one  back  to  life  was  in  her 
hand.  He  had  told  the  boy  time  helped. 
He  wanted  her  to  reassure  him.  He 
wanted  her  to  know.  He  hurried  to  her 
house,  filled  with  dread  that  she  might 
not  be  home,  because  he  had  to  see  her. 
He  had  to  tell  her  his  discovery.  He  had 
to  ask  her  for  this  clue  to  life  which  it 
seemed  to  him  she  held  in  her  hand,  and 
he  felt  he  couldn’t  wait,  and  that  life 
somehow  would  have  failed  him  again  if 
she  were  not  home.  But  life  did  not  fail 
him.  He  found  Dorothy  in  the  drawing- 
room. She  was  dressed  for  the  evening 
and  her  arms  gleamed  like  silver.  There 
was  a little  shining  fillet  of  silver  in  her 
hair  and  dress  of  young  green,  and  as  she 
came  toward  him  her  very  loveliness 
made  her  formidable  and  remote  as 
when  he  had  first  seen  her. 

He  found  himself  saying,  tonelessly: 
“You  are  going  out.  I mustn’t  keep 
you.” 

“I’m  not  going  for  ever  so  long,”  she 
answered.  “I  won’t  go  at  all,  Ricky,  if 
you  will  stay.  I’msoawfully  glad  to  have 
you  come.” 
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He  couldn’t  talk  to  her  any  more  now 
than  ever.  His  discovery  was  an  illusion. 
He  could  talk  to  her  as  little  as  to  a silver 
* and  ivory  statue  of  Artemis,  and  so  he 
only  stared  at  her  with  his  unhappy  eyes, 
while  one  of  the  uncomfortable  silences 
that  he  trailed  around  with  him  enfolded 
them. 

She  sat  down  in  one  of  the  cushioned 
chairs  near  the  cheery  fire  and  looked 
into  it,  and  suddenly  Ricky  saw  that 
tears  were  sliding  down  her  face.  For 
a moment  she  tried  to  check  them.  She 
tried  not  to  notice  them,  but  their  hot 
tide  was  stronger  than  she.  Then,  with 
a swift  gesture  of  defeat,  she  put  her 
face  in  her  hands  and  sobbed  uncon- 
trollably, and  then  Ricky  found  himself 
kneeling  beside  her. 

“Dorothy,”  he  said,  “Dorothy, 
what’s  the  matter?” 

She  groped  with  her  hand  for  his  head. 

“It’s  you,  Ricky.  It’s  you,”  she 


sobbed.  “ It’s  that  . I can’t  get  near  you — 
it  is  that  no  one  can  get  near  you.  I 
try  and  try — ” 

She  cried  as  Ricky  remembered  hav- 
ing seen  her  cry  once  or  twice  as  a little 
girl,  with  the  same  abandon,  and  then 
sobbed  out  this  amazing  thing: 

“Oh,  Ricky!  Ricky!  How  I wish  1 
was  your  mother!” 

At  this  cry  of  hers,  so  absurd,  yet  so 
full  of  understanding  of  him  and  so  full 
of  love,  the  icy  wall  around  Ricky 
melted.  He  forgot  everything  except 
that  Dorothy  was  crying  and  that  she 
was  crying  about  him — crying  absurdly 
because  she  wasn’t  his  mother  and  so 
couldn’t  help  him.  He  began  comforting 
her  awkwardly  in  the  same  way  that  he 
had  when  she  had  cried  when  she  was 
little.  He  had  his  wish.  The  hands 
of  time  had  turned  back.  He  had  * 
found  his  way  somehow  bade  into  the 
world. 


A NATURE-LOVER  PASSES 


BY  DANIEL  HENDERSON 

In  certain  parts  of  the  world  the  custom  still  prevails  of 
telling  the  bees  that  a member  of  the  family  has  died. 

BEES,  go  tell  the  things  he  treasured — 
Oak  and  grass  and  violet — 

That  although  his  life  was  measured 
He  is  with  them  yet! 

Tell  the  wild  rose  and  the  clover 
That  the  earth  has  made  him  over! 

Tell  the  lilting,  loitering  stream 
He  is  sharer  of  its  dream! 

Whisper  to  the  April  wood 
Of  his  blending  in  its  mood! 

Tell  the  wind  his  spirit  flows 
In  whatever  path  it  blows! 

Tell  the  thrush  it  draws  its  art 
From  the  rapture  of  his  heart! 

Bees,  to  his  green  shelter  bring 
All  of  earth’s  bright  gossiping: — 

Tales  of  feather,  flower,  or  fur; 

Sap  upmounting;  wings  astir! 

Now  we  may  no  more  attend  him. 

Bid  his  loved  wild  things  befriend  him! 
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IMPRESSIONS  OF  TOPSY-TURVY  RUSSIA 
BY  ARTHUR  BULLARD 


THERE  was  one  class  of  impressions 
which  was  shared  by  all  foreigners 
in  Russia  during  the  first  winter  follow- 
ing the  revolution.  It  was  a sort  of 
comic  relief  to  the  grim  tragedy  in  which 
we  lived.  Running  through  all  the  som- 
ber patterns  of  misery  and  fear  there 
was  a gaudy  thread  of  incongruousness 
which  would  have  pleased  the  author  of 
Alice  in  Wonderland.  We  fell  into  the 
habit  of  speaking  of  “Home”  as  “The 
Right  Side  of  the  Looking-glass.”  We 
were  on  the  Wrong  Side — where  ridicu- 
lously incongruous  things  happened  as 
naturally  as  in  dreams. 

Often  this  impression  of  Carroll-esque 
unreality  would  come  over  me  so 
strongly  that  1 would  go  out  into  the 
anteroom  of  the  Consulate  and  turn  over 
the  pages  of  the  latest  New  York  paper, 
six  months  old,  just  to  reassure  myself 
that  there  was  a place — on  the  Right 
Side  of  the  Looking-glass — where  there 
were  people  who  still  acted  in  the  way 
we  expected  them  to  act. 

For  nearly  a week,  during  the  Bol- 
shevik insurrection  in  Moscow  three  of 
us  were  marooned  in  the  Consulate. 
Two  rival  machine-guns  were  having  a 
duet  in  the  street  before  our  door  and 
the  Nikitski  Gate  a block  away  was  in 
the  line  of  artillery  fire  and  rapidly  com- 
ing to  resemble  more  and  more  closely 
the  latest  picture  post-cards  of  Ypres. 
We  kept  up  a roaring  fire  to  burn  the 
code-books  in  case  the  Consulate  was 
raided,  and  we  read  and  re-read  those 
frayed  old  newspapers  What  wouldn’t 
we  have  given  for  an  “extra”  just  off 
the  press!  We  suffered  a great  deal 
more  from  lack  of  home  news  than  we 
did  from  the  food  shortage. 

The  hunger  which  weighed  on  the 


city  was  typical  of  the  topsy-turvy  con- 
dition of  that  winter  of  1917.  There  was 
still  plenty  of  food  in  Russia.  But  much 
of  it  came  under  the  chemists’  definition 
of  “dirt” — it  was  “misplaced  matter.” 
The  ordinary  law  of  gravitation  did  not 
work.  The  food  did  not  fall — as  it 
should — into  hungry  mouths.  There 
were  plenty  of  plausible  reasons  in  ex- 
planation of  this:  the  transportation 
system  had  broken  down;  the  things  for 
which  the  peasants  care  to  exchange 
their  farm  products  were  lacking.  But 
the  real  cause  for  much  of  this  shortage 
was  an  incredible  stupidity. 

The  city  of  Moscow  was  on  hunger 
rations,  but  the  near-by  province  of 
Riazan  was  surfeited  with  grain.  At  the 
outbreak  of  the  war,  in  1914,  certain 
food-producing  provinces  had  been  al-  ■ 
lotted  to  the  Army  Commissary  and  the 
private  sale  of  grain  prohibited.  The 
army  had  crumbled  into  dust,  but  in 
spite  of  the  revolution  the  Czar’s 
ukase  that  the  food  of  Riazan  should  be 
reserved  for  the  army  was  still  in  force. 

The  soldiers  of  the  garrison  of  Mos- 
cow organized  regular  freebooting  expe- 
ditions across  the  river  into  Riazan.  All 
that  was  needed  was  a cart  and  a boat 
and  enough  soldiers  to  overpower  the 
listless  guards  at  the  army  grain  depots. 

A cart-load  of  flour  would  fetch  a price 
which  would  keep  an  entire  regiment  in 
cigarettes  and  sunflower  seeds  for  a 
month. 

While  this  method  of  provisioning  the 
city  was  lucrative  for  the  soldiers,  it  was 
inadequate.  There  was  a Food  Control 
Committee,  yet  at  best  it  was  only  try- 
ing to  feed  the  normal  population  ac- 
cording to  the  last  city  census.  But  the 
number  of  inhabitants  of  Moscow  had 
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been  doubled  by  the  influx  of  refugees 
from  the  invaded  districts.  So,  even 
when  the  newspapers  published  a com- 
placent statement  from  the  committee 
that  Moscow  would  receive  a full  quota 
of  food  for  the  following  week,  it  meant 
that  there  would  be  only  half  enough  to 
go  around.  And  with  sickening  regu- 
larity the  reports  grew  worse.  By  the 
spring  of  1918  the  food  receipts  were 
often  down  to  25  per  cent. 

However,  enough  “social  injustice” 
persisted,  even  in  revolutionary  Russia, 
so  that  I never  went  hungry.  There 
were  all  sorts  of  ways  to  get  the  better 
of  the  official  rations. 

This  was  the  favorite  subject  of  con- 
versation in  Russian  gatherings,  one  of 
the  incredible  conditions  for  us  foreign- 
ers.- The  Russians  were  not  interested 
in  the  things  that  interested  us  most.  I 
was  there  for  the  Committee  on  Public 
Information,  and  my  job  was  to  inform 
the  Russians  about  the  part  America 
was  preparing  to  take  in  the  war.  It  was 
not  surprising  that  they  were  not  inter- 
ested in  our  ship-building  program — so 
very  few  Moscovites  have  ever  seen  the 
ocean.  But  I could  not  understand  their 
indifference  to  our  “selective  draft” 
system,  our  Liberty  Loans,  our  aero- 
planes and  munition  output.  One  editor 
finally  explained  it  to  me: 

“You  Americans,”  he  said,  “are  hav- 
ing your  honeymoon  with  war;  we’ve 
lived  with  the  hag  for  three  years!” 

And  by  New-Year’s  day,  1918,  the 
comfortable  classes  had  lost  all  their  illu- 
sions about  the  revolution.  They  were 
bored  by  our  insistent  interest  in  it, 
and  preferred  to  discuss  ways  and  means 
of  getting  more  than  their  share  of  the 
meager  food-supply.  Every  one  had 
some  mysterious  “method” — just  as 
most  inhabitants  of  the  Riviera  have  a 
secret  “system”  for  beating  the  bank 
at  Monte  Carlo. 

There  were  two  Russian  families  in 
whose  houses  1 knew  I could  always  get 
a good  dinner.  The  “system”  of  the 
Evalenkos  was  beautifully  simple.  They 
had  a good-looking  servant-girl.  She 
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was  also  methodical  and  had  worked  out 
a schedule  for  having  different  soldiers 
call  on  her  every  night  in  the  week. 
Instead  of  chocolate  creams,  she  exacted 
tribute  from  them  in  fat  fowls,  suckling 
pigs,  and  jars  of  butter  The  Evalenkos 
lived  royally. 

The  other  family  — with  marvelous 
business  acumen  — had  succeeded  in 
trading  some  useless  thing  like  a muni- 
tion-plant or  a gold-mine  for  a cigarette- 
factory.  And  you  could  buy  anything 
with  cigarettes.  They  were  the  most 
lavish  entertainers  in  Moscow.  They 
were  not  embarrassed  if  even  four  or 
five  guests  turned  up  unexpectedly  at 
meal  hours.  Their  table  groaned  under 
the  weight  of  “improcurables” — sugar, 
eggs,  cheese.  But  their  pride  was  white 
bread,  really  white. 

It  was  this  very  luxury  which  brought 
my  dinners  with  them  to  an  end.  One 
evening  when  there  were  onlv  a few 
intimate  friends  left  the  hostess  ex- 
plained how  they  got  it.  They  bribed 
the  chief  surgeon  of  a war  hospital  with 
cigarettes ! There  was  still  a small  hoard 
of  white  flour  in  the  hospital,  reserved 
for  the  soldiers  who  had  had  so  much  of 
their  stomachs  shot  away  that  they 
could  not  digest  black  bread.  Although 
every  one  present  at  the  dinner  would 
have  insisted  upon  being  classed  as  gen- 
tlefolk, no  cne  protested  at  the  infamy. 

But  I could  not  eat  any  more  of  that 
white  bread.  I never  went  back. 

It  was  real  self-denial  on  my  part,  for 
good  meals  were  hard  to  come  by  and 
my  own  food-supply  had  vanished. 

And  thereby  hangs  another — very  Rus- 
sian— tale. 

The  Consul-General,  foreseeing  the 
food  shortage  and  not  wanting  to  de- 
plete the  scanty  Russian  supply,  had 
arranged  for  a food  shipment  from  Amer- 
ica. Although  I was  not  technically 
a member  of  his  staff,  my  work  was  so 
closely  associated  with  the  Consulate 
that  I was  allowed  to  share  in  this  good 
fortune.  There  was  a large  stock  of 
real  flour,  preserved  butter,  a side  of 
bacon,  corned  beef,  condensed  milk — 
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best  of  all,  sugar,  and  wonderfully  sweet 
canned  fruit.  It  was  sweets  we  missed 
most.  Properly  husbanded,  this  supply 
would  have  run  me  comfortably  through 
the  winter. 

But  I was  not  keeping  house.  1 was 
living  with  a delightful  Russian  family 
named  Alexeev,  as  charming  people  as 
I have  ever  met.  He  was  an  architect 
and  his  wife  the  leading  soprano  in  the 
Municipal  opera.  The  arrival  of  my 
food  allotment  caused  great  excitement. 
That  night  we  had  a wonderful  dinner. 
There  was  an  immense  loaf  of  white 
bread  and  a great  cake.  They  con- 
tributed a fowl,  so  there  was  chicken-pie 
(it  is  almost  impossible  to  make  an  edi- 
ble pie-crust  out  of  black  flour),  and  for 
dessert  we  each  of  us  consumed  a can  of 
California  apricots. 

About  eleven  1 was  called  from  my 
room  for  the  usual  evening  ceremony  in 
front  of  the  samovar.  The  dining-room 
was  crowded.  I suspect  that  Madame 
Alexeev  had  spent  the  time  since  dinner 
at  the  telephone,  boasting  to  her  friends 
of  the  wonderful  prosperity  which  had 
befallen  her  larder.  They  had  all  come 
to  see — or  rather  to  taste.  Till  one  in 
the  morning  I was  kept  busy  opening 
fruit-cans. 

After  all,  1 had  been  sent  to  Russia  to 
make  America  popular.  And  no  propa- 
ganda I attempted  stirred  an  equally 
enthusiastic  response. 

The  next  day  1 had  to  go  up  to  Petro- 
grad  and  was  gone  two  weeks.  When  I 
came  back  there  was  nothing  left  of  my 
winter’s  store  of  provisions.  Madame 
Alexeev  had  not  been  able  to  resist  the 
iclal,  which  comes  from  giving  good 
dinners. 

There  was  only  one  unit  remaining  of 
the  large  assortment — a cardboard  box 
of  shredded  codfish.  She  had  not  known 
how  to  cook  that.  At  first  they  had 
thought  it  was  a zakusta  and  had  tried 
to  eat  it  raw,  but  they  had  found  it  too 
salty.  1 translated  for  her  the  receipt 
printed  on  the  cover.  But  codfish  balls 
require  potatoes  and  there  were  none  to 
be  had  that  month  in  Moscow.  The  only 


available  vegetable  was  cabbage.  She 
thought  perhaps  the  cook  might  make 
something  out  of  cabbage  and  cod- 
fish. I was  skeptical.  And,  although 
she  tried  several  times,  my  skepticism 
was  fully  justified. 

In  a way  this  incident  was  typical  of 
what  I mean  by  feeling  that  we  were  on 
the  Wrong  Side  of  the  Looking-glass. 
There  was  something  fantastic  and  in- 
credible about  the  abandon  with  which 
the  good  madame  had  dissipated  my 
food-supply.  We  should  expect  even 
the  most  improvident  to  be  a little  spar- 
ing with  some  one  else’s  bread  and  but- 
ter. But  it  never  occurred  to  her  nor  to 
her  husband  to  be  even  faintly  apolo- 
getic about  it.  They  often  expressed 
their  regret  that  the  supply  had  not  been 
large  enough  to  prolong  the  orgy  till  my 
return.  They  were  the  kindest  people 
in  the  world  and  sincerely  sorry  that 
business  had  taken  me  out  of  town  so 
that  I could  not  share  my  own  fun. 

Most  Americans  who  have  known  the 
Russians  at  all  intimately  like  them.  I 
certainly  do.  And  yet  one  is  always 
being  surprised  in  this  way.  I cannot 
imagine  any  American  family  whom  I 
should  like  as  1 liked  the  Alexeevs — peo- 
ple so  cordially  hospitable,  so  ready  to 
share  their  last  crust  with  a friend — 
making  free  with  what  did  not  belong  to 
them.  1 was  not  angry,  but' I was  sur- 
prised. 

In  this  way  Russians  are  more  “for- 
eign ” than  other  nations.  Once  you  get 
really  to  know  a Briton,  a German,  an 
Italian,  or  a Turk,  you  can  prophesy 
with  fair  accuracy  what  he  will  do  under 
given  circumstances.  We  expect  certain 
combinations  of  qualities.  If  we  know 
that  such  a man  does  not  cheat  at  cards, 
we  are  pretty  sure  that  he  will  not  steal 
from  the  collection-basket  at  church.  If 
we  know  that  he  does  not  pick  his  teeth 
in  public,  we  expect  him  not  to  eat  peas 
with  a knife.  If  we  know  he  is  cruel  to 
dogs,  we  don’t  expect  him  to  be  kind  to 
children.  But  such  combinations  of 
character  do  not  always  hold  true  with 
Russians.  A Russian  acquaintance  nine 
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times  running  may  do  just  what,  from 
your  previous  knowledge  of  him,  you 
would  expect,  and  then,  the  tenth  time, 
act  in  complete  contradiction  to  what 
you  had  thought  was  his  character. 

For  several  months  before  I went  to 
live  with  the  Alexeevs  I had  shared  an 
apartment  with  an  officer  in  the  Judge- 
Advocate’s  department  named  Pavil 
Ivanovitch.  He  had  been  a successful 
civilian  lawyer  before  the  war;  he  had 
served  with  distinction  in  the  active 
army  for  two  years,  winning  rapid  pro- 
motion, and  then,  after  being  wounded 
several  times,  had  managed  a hospital 
train  until  a short  while  before  I met 
him.  He  was  a man  of  real  intelligence, 
wide  travel,  of  a dainty,  almost  dandi- 
fied, culture,  and  withal  more  public- 
spirited  than  most  Russians  of  his  class. 
He  was  a member  of  the  City  Council 
and,  between  that  and  the  public  com- 
mittees on  which  he  served,  he  rarely 
had  a free  evening.  I liked  him  im- 
mensely and  a very  cordial  friendship 
had  developed.  I should  have  called  him 
as  honorable  as  any  man  1 knew. 
Shortly  after  my  return  to  Moscow  I 
dined  with  him.  His  table  was  very 
much  better  supplied  than  when  1 had 
lived  with  him. 

“What’s  your  system?’’  1 asked.  “ It’s 
something  new  since  I was  here.’’ 

“Oh  yes,”  he  said,  complacently,  “I 
do  myself  properly  now.  I’ve  been 
elected  to  the  Food  Committee.  1 get 
all  I want  to  eat  now.” 

The  one  kind  of  honesty,  which  I had 
assumed  from  the  many  other  honest 
qualities  1 had  observed,  was  simply  not 
there.  He  was  like  a sheet  of  paper  with 
one  side  written  on — but  not  the  other. 

Now  I can  imagine  a food  controller 
in  some  other  country  who  was  such  a 
scoundrel  that,  in  a starving  city,  he 
would  use  his  office  to  secure  titbits  for 
his  private  table.  But  I should  confi- 
dently expect  that,  combined  with  this 
strain  of  villainy,  there  would  be  a large 
degree  of  hypocrisy  and  secretiveness.  I 
was  very  much  surprised  to  find  that  a 
person  so  lovable  and  generally  admira- 


ble as  Pavil  Ivanovitch  could  be  in  one 
section  of  his  character  such  a black- 
guard, and  1 was  utterly  amazed  at  the 
nonchalance  with  which  he  admitted  it. 

That  was  the  trouble  for  us  foreigners 
in  regard  to  the  food  problem.  It  was 
not  impossible  to  get  invitations  to 
good  meals,  but  we  generally  found  that 
the  “system”  employed  by  our  hosts 
was  so  unsavory  that  it  took  away  our 
appetite. 

However,  the  combinations  by  which 
people  succeeded  in  getting  more  than 
their  share  of  food  were  as  child’s  play 
compared  to  the  fantastic  “systems” 
they  contrived  to  procure  a drink.  The 
poorer  people  could  still  kill  themselves 
with  furniture  polish,  but  those  of  more 
delicate  tastes  were  in  desperate  straits 
as  all  the  eau  de  cologne  had  been  con- 
sumed. 

When  1 first  reached  Moscow  in  the 
late  summer  of  1917  things  were  not  so 
bad,  as  the  regular  wine-merchants  still 
had  some  stock  left  and  foreigners  were 
exempted  from  the  prohibition  edict, 
and,  on  a certificate  of  nationality  from 
their  consul,  could  get  a monthly  ration 
of  thirty  bottles  of  wine  and  two  of 
strong  liquor.  You  could  read  adver- 
tisements in  the  papers  from  reluctantly 
reformed  topers,  offering  free  bed  and 
board  to  foreigners.  I even  heard  of  one 
old  gentleman  offering  a not  unattrac- 
tive daughter  with  a large  dot. 

A flutter  was  caused  in  consular  cir- 
cles by  the  sudden  unfurling  of  the  flag 
of  a Central  American  Republic  in  one 
of  the  side  streets  of  Moscow.  This  new 
venture  was  not,  I believe,  recognized  by 
the  regularly  established  consuls,  but  the 
city  authorities  were  “convinced”  of  its 
bona-fide  status.  If  you  called  on  this 
consul  and  intimated  that  a five-ruble 
note  might  be  forthcoming,  you  would  be 
invited  into  the  felicity  of  the  back 
room.  But  by  midwinter  the  existing 
stores  were  depleted  and  even  foreigners 
had  to  go  dry. 

Pure  alcohol  went  far  above  par. 

By  mixing  it  with  two  parts  water  and 
letting  it  stand  overnight  with  certain 
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pungent  grasses  a drinkable  substitute 
for  vodka  was  produced.  But  pure 
alcohol  was  hard  to  come  by.  The  peo- 
ple who  owned  the  cigarette-factory 
were  the  only  ones  I knew  who  could  get 
all  they  wanted.  The  surgeon  in  the 
war  hospital  could  furnish  that  as  well  as 
white  flour. 

The  most  original  “system”  for  pro- 
curing alcohol  I heard  of  was  invented 
by  my  host,  Alexeev.  He  and  his  wife 
were  a very  devoted  couple  and  always 
made  a great  to-do  over  their  wedding 
anniversary.  This  year  was  to  be  their 
tenth  and  should  have  been  especially 
festive,  but  my  little  snowball  of  sup- 
plies had  long  been  melted  and  the  pros- 
pect of  getting  delicacies  was  slight. 

The  chef  of  the  British  Club — to 
which  Allied  officials  were  admitted — 
had  a hidden  store  of  sweets,  and  after 
much  coaxing,  he  produced  a small  but 
highly  decorative  cake.  Somehow  or 
other,  Madame  Alexeev  procured  some 
eggs.  But  the  sensation  of  the  evening 
was  a carafe  surrounded  by  little  vodka- 
glasses.  Even  the  aromatic  herbs  could 
not  disguise  the  taste — it  was  a very 
little  crude  alcohol  and  a great  deal  of 
water.  However,  it  was  highly  appre- 
ciated and  all  the  guests  were  eager  to 
know  how  he  got  it.  At  the  psycholog- 
ical moment,  when  general  interest  was 
at  its  height,  he  brought  out  from  a 
closet  a large  waste-paper  basket  over- 
flowing with  little  bottles  of  pills.  We 
were  more  mystified  than  ever. 

In  the  university — he  explained — he 
had  roomed  with  a chap  who  was  an 
enthusiast  on  homeopath}",  a very 
apostle.  He  had  a little  family  medicine- 
chest  and  was  always  looking  around 
for  people  with  the  various  complaints 
printed  on  the  labels,  so  that  he  could 
demonstrate  the  efficacy  of  his  pills. 

“There  was  one  disease,”  Alexeev 
said,  “I’ve  forgotten  the  name — perhaps 
it  was  leprosy — anyhow,  it  was  a trop- 
ical complaint.  He  could  not  find  a case 
in  Moscow.  One  summer  he  made  a 
special  trip  down  to  Samarkand  in  the 
hope  of  finding  a case. 


“ He  always  looked  at  you  sharply 
when  you  first  came  into  the  room,  on  the 
chance  that  you  had  developed  some 
new  symptom  for  which  he  could  tiy  a 
pill.  How  I hated  that  medicine-chest! 
He  could  not  talk  of  anything  else.  He 
read  me  the  list  of  its  contents  so  often 
that  1 knew  it  by  heart.  ‘ Digitalis,  pare- 
goric,’ etc. — just  like  the  Latin  verbs 
utor , fruor  . . . And  the  other  day, 
wracking  my  brain  to  think  of  some  way 
to  get  a little  alcohol,  I remembered  that 
there  was  a bottle  of  it  in  that  medicine- 
chest.” 

The  rest  had  been  simple.  He  had 
found  the  only  homeopathic  drug-store 
in  Moscow.  There  were  only  six  medi- 
cine-chests left  in  stock  and  he  had 
bought  them  all. 

“But,”  he  added,  dolefully,  pointing 
to  the  full  waste-paper  basket,  “there 
was  an  awful  lot  of  pills  for  a,  very  small 
drink.” 

Perhaps  the  most  incredible  part  of  the 
situation  was  that,  while  almost  every 
one  was  thirsty  and  we  often  had  nothing 
to  eat  but  black  bread  and  cabbage,  the 
menu  for  the  soul  was  unsurpassed. 

Never  in  any  winter  season  have  I 
heard  so  much  good  music.  A great 
many  critics  agree  that  Moscow  offers 
the  most  interesting  drama  in  the  world, 
and  it  was  an  exceptionally  good  season. 

Even  the  terror  of  the  Bolshevik  in- 
surrection interrupted  the  ballet  for  only 
a week.  The  echo  of  the  cannonade  had 
hardly  died  down  when  I saw  a much- 
heralded  revival  of  “The  Little  Hunch- 
back Horse.”  This  ballet,  which  I be- 
lieve has  never  been  presented  abroad, 
was  put  on  with  new  settings  and  new 
costumes.  Its  subject  comes  from  old 
Russian  folklore,  and  there  is  real  Rus- 
sian music — immensely  more  interesting 
than  the  pseudo-Orientalism  of  Bakst’s 
Arabian  Nights  themes,  or  the  legends 
de  Josef”  to  Strauss  music. 

And  the  taste  of  those  who  reject  the 
classic  and  traditional  art  and  prefer  the 
ultra-new,  the  bizarre  and  exotic,  was 
catered  to  in  the  various  miniature  thea- 
ters with  which  Moscow  abounds.  The 
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most  remarkable  was  a Cubist  produc- 
tion of  “Salome.”  It  made  a fortune  for 
the  owner  of  the  Chamber  Theater.  A 
very  able  and  shameless  actor  played 
the  utterly  disgusting  role  of  Herod  with 
great  gusto  and  nauseating  fidelity. 

The  same  week  I saw  an  entirely  de- 
lightful performance  of  “The  Cricket  on 
the  Hearth”  in  the  Studio  Theater. 
None  of  the  actors  remotely  resembled 
the  pictures  which  Anglo-Saxon  readers 
get  from  Dickens’s  story,  but  in  spite 
of  its  Russian  disguise  it  remained  de- 
lightful. 

All  the  entertainments,  from  cinemas 
to  grand  opera,  were  crowded  at  every 
performance.  Every  theater  was  a city 
of  refuge.  And  those  who  wished  to 
escape  from  the  bitterness  of  reality 
were  innumerable.  It  was  desperately 
hard — sometimes  quite  impossible — to 
adjust  one’s  mind  to  the  fantastic  jum- 
ble of  starvation  and  ballet,  sweet- 
hearted  friendliness  and  cold  cynicism, 
opera-bouffe  and  tragedy. 

I went  one  night  with  a friend — quite 
the  best  pianist  and  one  of  the  most  in- 
teresting women  I know — to  the  Art 
Theater.  Her  home  was  on  the  outer 
boulevard,  but  that  night  we  dined  with 
a friend  near  the  center  of  the  city  and 
later  she  slept  there,  as  the  streets  were 
infested  with  footpads  and  there  was 
shooting  every  night  in  her  neighbor- 
hood. It  was  quite  impossible  to  get  an 
ishvoschik  to  drive  there. 

The  performance  was  an  old  poetic 
drama,  on  which  the  better-known  opera 
of  “ Boris  Goudonov  ” is  founded.  It  has 
some  of  the  magic  quality  of  Shake- 
speare. We  forgot  all  about  the  real 
world  when  the  curtain  went  up — all  the 
miserable  famine,  the  tyranny  and 
tragedy  of  life.  It  was  pure  romance. 
During  the  entr'acte,  the  spell  of  it  still 
heavy  upon  us,  we  went  out  into  the 
crowded  foyer.  We  were  in  earnest  talk 
about  the  art  of  it  when  I suddenly  felt 
a sharp  push  and  a voice — trying  hard 
to  be  stern — said,  “Look  out!”  But,  to 
'the  confusion  of  its  owner,  the  voice 
broke  at  its  sternest  note.  I faced 


around  to  the  most  amazing  sight  I have 
ever  seen. 

It  was  a boy,  just  struggling  pain- 
fully through  the  worst  stage  of  adoles- 
cence. He  was  dressed  in  a flaming  red 
revolutionary  blouse.  Two  automatic 
pistols  stuck  out  of  his  belt,  flaunt- 
ingly.  And  hanging  about  him,  like 
clusters  of  grapes  on  an  overloaded  vine, 
were  a half-dozen  army  hand-grenades. 
“Careful,”  he  said,  with  unbelievable 
solemnity.  “Don’t  bump  me.  They 
might  go  off.” 

But  once  more,  just  at  the  critical 
moment,  his  voice  broke.  He  blushed 
scarlet.  He  was  so  chagrined  at  the  way 
his  voice  betrayed  him  that  I thought  he 
was  going  to  cry.  Before  I recovered 
from  my  surprise  he  turned  away  to 
hide  his  confusion  and  strutted  out  of 
sight  down  a lane  which  opened  for  him 
in  the  crowd. 

The  amazing  thing  about  it  to  me  was 
this — why  didn’t  some  one,  more  quick- 
witted than  I,  do  the  obvious  thing — 
take  the  lad  across  his  knees,  spank  him, 
and  send  him  home  to  his  nursery?  A 
youngster  like  that  ought  not  to  be 
allowed  to  play  with  high  explosives. 

He  was  perfectly  harmless;  he  wouldn’t 
have  hurt  a fly.  He  was  only  showing 
off — and  he  could  not  keep  his  voice 
from  breaking.  Nobody  in  all  that 
crowd  thought  of  taking  him  in  hand. 

The  incident  sticks  in  my  mind  as 
ridiculously  typical  of  an  utterly  tragic 
situation. 

I doubt  if  anywhere  in  the  world  but 
Russia  you  could  have  filled  a theater  in 
such  parlous  times  to  hear  a poetic 
drama.  If  an  American  boy  wanted  to 
show  off  in  the  r61e  of  a desperado  he 
would  hardly  stay  up  so  late  at  night, 
and  certainly  would  not  invade  the 
lobby  of  a highly  respectable  theater. 
And  nowhere  on  the  Right  Side  of  the 
Looking-glass  would  such  a fantastically 
dangerous  lark  be  permitted  by  grown- 
ups. 

The  fundamental  misery  of  these  days 
was  just  this — there  was  not  anything  to 
laugh  at  except  such  incidents  as  these. 
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BY  MARY  ESTHER  MITCHELL 


JUDGING  by  outward  signs  of  grace 
and  wisdom,  no  one  would  have 
suspected  Billy  of  having  business  with 
the  gods,  but  the*  selection  of  deus  ex 
machina  remains  one  of  the  mysteries  as 
well  as  the  surprises  of  life. 

Christian  Road  stretches  out  from  the 
little  hilltop  village  of  Warsaw  for  three 
miles  or  more,  journeying  at  a proud 
altitude,  attended  by  fair,  wide  views 
and  swept  by  cool,  clean  breezes,  until 
the  ridge  loses  itself  in  a confusion  of 
slope  and  valley  and  the  highway  de- 
scends to  the  common  level.  Just  why 
“Christian”  not  the  oldest  inhabitant 
can  tell,  the  origin  of  the  title  being 
lost  in  the  obscurity  of  the  past.  In 
its  day  the  name  had,  doubtless,  a 
more  cogent  reason  for  being  than  did 
that  of  the  village  itself;  “Warsaw” 
and  a group  of  New  England  farm- 
houses have  little  apparent  connection. 
That  the  early  settlers  of  Maine  were 
acquainted  with  the  map  of  Europe  is 
made  obvious  in  every  county.  Paris 
obtains  its  groceries  in  Norway,  edu- 
cates its  youth  in  Hebron,  and  shows  off 
the  elephant  at  Poland.  Naples  and 
Denmark  shoulder  each  other,  while 
China,  Peru,  Belgrade,  Madrid,  Mar’s 
Hill,  Corinth,  and  dozens  of  other  evi- 
dences of  the  Gazeteer  give  classical  and 
unimaginative  dignity  to  various  parts 
of  the  state.  What  picturesque  form  the 
“Lodge  on  the  Hill,”  or  the  “ Village  of 
the  Low  Clouds,”  or  the  “Place  of  the 
High  Wind”  might  have  taken  in  the 
native  American  tongue  has  been  lost 
to  an  interested  world  which  must,  per- 
force, be  content  with  “Warsaw,”  the 
sponsors  having  arrived  at  the  W of  the 
index. 

The  Road,  vantage-ground  of  a wide 


sweep  of  country,  runs  between  farms 
and  pasture-lands,  none  so  fertile  as 
those  on  the  lower  slopes  or  in  the  river 
valley,  small  holdings  with  rich  crops  of 
stones  and  straggling  orchards  of  apple- 
trees.  Here  flourishes  the  Baldwin, 
ruddy,  hard,  and  wholesome,  possess- 
ing nothing  of  personal  magnetism  or 
subtle  flavor,  unsought  for  the  imme- 
diate delight  of  the  palate,  but  prized 
as  a winter  stand-by,  with  an  estab- 
lished place  in  the  market,  as  the  Road 
can  testify. 

The  Pope  farm  lay  about  midway  of 
the  Road’s  length.  To  it  Gershom  had 
brought  Emmeline  in  the  days  long  past, 
and  the  two  had  wrestled  together  to 
bring  subsistence  from  the  grudging 
soil.  No  children  had  grown  up  to  help 
or  hinder;  back  in  the  early  years  there 
had  been  a little  boy  who  lived  just  long 
enough  to  establish  the  parental  terms 
by  which  the  couple  addressed  each 
other.  The  results  of  unceasing  effort 
had  been  a bare  livelihood  and  little  to 
spare.  Early  and  late  had  they  toiled; 
now  their  backs  were  bent,  their  hands 
rough  and  distorted,  their  feet  heavy 
and  stumbling,  but  they  had  kept  their 
inward  vision.  The  light  of  tbeir  old 
eyes  was  undimmed,  untroubled  by  the 
meagerness  of  their  life’s  harvest. 

The  little  farm-house  faced  the  great 
range  of  the  White  Hills.  Beyond  the 
deep  valleys,  cups  for  the  purple  dusk, 
and  the  heaped  white  of  the  morning 
mist;  beyond  the  folds  of  the  foothills, 
lay  the  mountains,  blue  and  soft  in  sum- 
mer haze,  sharp  cut  against  the  sky  of 
sunset,  gleaming  silver  with  the  covering 
of  winter.  Emmeline’s  gentle  eyes  did 
not  often  rest  upon  them;  the  pageantry 
of  the  hills  meant  little  to  her.  It  is  in 
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the  pages  of  fiction  that  the  rustic  soul 
draws  its  inspiration  from  the  greater 
demonstrations  of  nature.  In  life,  the 
dwellers  on  the  threshold,  hard-pressed 
by  necessity,  pay  more  heed  to  the  rain- 
fall and  the  cut-worm  than  to  the  tints 
of  amethyst  and  the  gates  of  gold.  It 
is  the  sophisticated  heart,  made  simple 
by  the  complexities  of  experience,  that 
turns  to  the  hills  for  their  helping.  The 
message  of  the  mountains  is  not  one  of 
repose  to  those  who  toil  in  their  pres- 
ence. The  great,  pushing  shoulders  carry 
a vague  sense  of  unrest,  bespeaking  ef- 
fort and  upheaval.  It  is  certain  that 
Emmeline’s  gaze  sought  the  quiet  level 
land  widening  out  from  the  river  valley 
and  spreading  into  a great  plain  until  it 
was  lost  to  sight  on  the  far  horizon,  a 
, cheerful,  open  plain,  checkered  with  a 
patchwork  of  varied  green,  dotted  with 
farm-houses  and  little  villages,  revealing 
intimate  bits  of  road  which  hinted  of 
easy  travel  and  near  human  companion- 
ship. “So  kinder  neighborly,”  Emme- 
line would  sigh.  “Land!  Up  here  there’s 
hours  when  there  ain’t  so  much  as  the 
passin’  of  a dog,  say  nothin’  of  a team!” 

The  farm  had  once  covered  a consid- 
erable number  of  acres,  but  it  had  dwin- 
dled with  the  waning  of  Gershom’s 
physical  powers.  Now  all  that  remained 
was  the  little  home  garden,  the  corn- 
field, and  the  rough  pasture  for  fhe  only 
cow.  Emmeline  tended  the  dooryard  of 
bright  flowers  in  front  of  the  house  and 
the  chicken-yard  at  the  back,  touching 
petals  and  feathers  alike  with  the  im- 
partial love  for  growing  things.  The  two 
earned  enough  to  keep  them  from  want, 
but  their  margin  was  negligible.  For 
diversion  they  had  the  Grange  and  the 
Church  Circle.  Their  home  comfort  was 
taken  every  evening  when,  chores  done, 
they  sat  together  by  the  kitchen  lamp, 
Emmeline  with  a clean  apron  over  her 
calico,  sewing  or  mending,  while  Gen* 
shorn  read  aloud  The  Puinam  County 
Chronicle,  the  daily  paper  of  the  nearest 
town.  The  kitchen  represented  the  cen- 
ter of  home  life.  To  be  sure,  Emmeline 
possessed  a best  room — what  self-re- 


specting farmer’s  wife  does  not? — but  it 
was  reserved  for  occasions;  swept  and 
garnished,  it  remained  behind  a closed 
door,  never  to  be  taken  lightly  or  casu- 
ally, an  asset  in  the  bank  of  convention. 
Its  record  of  every  vagary  of  fancy-work 
for  the  past  forty  years  was  not  for  the 
light  of  common  day.  Once,  in  a time 
of  financial'  stress,  the  room  had  been 
reluctantly  sacrificed  to  a summer 
boarder,  but  it  proved  too  much  for  her 
and  she  had  soon  departed.  Emmeline 
and  Gershom  would  no  more  have 
thought  of  taking  their  ease  in  the  sacred 
precincts  than  of  sitting  down  to  work 
within  the  temple  gates. 

“The  man  that’s  took  the  Chronicle 
over  ’s  a smart  feller,”  remarked  Ger- 
shom, laying  down  the  paper  after  an 
evening’s  careful  perusal.  “He  writes 
out  my  notions  exact.  If  all  our  men 
thought  as  Powers  does  I guess  the  coun- 
try ’d  be  safe  ’nough.  I’d  like  to  shake 
hands  with  him.” 

Emmeline  peered  over  the  top  of  her 
glasses.  “ Do  you  know,  Father,  I took 
to  him  right  off.  It  was  the  ’nitials  that 
fetched  me  fust;  then  when  1 found  his 
name  was  Charles  it  seemed  like  a 
leadin’.  1 reckon  our  own  Charley  might 
’a’  be’n  somethin’  littery.  He’d  grab 
every  book  he  could  git  holt  of  an’  yell 
like  all-git-out  if  I took  it  away.  An’ 
picters,  there  wam’t  never  a young  un 
fur  picters  like  our  Charley.” 

“Well,  I dunno,”  returned  Gershom, 
judicially.  “You  can’t  allers  tell  how 
their  tastes  ’ll  turn;  but  if  he’d  grown 
up  as  fair  an’  right-minded  as  Powers 
he’d  be’n  all  right.  He  oughter  be  sent 
to  Legislater,  that  man  had.” 

“Now,  Father,  why  don’t  you  write 
him  a letter  an’  tell  him  so?  It  does  any 
young  man  good  to  know  he’s  got  a 
follerin’.” 

Gershom’s  smile  was  one  of  conscious 
authority.  “Lord!  Mother.  Them  ed- 
itors are  dreadful  busy  men  an’  can’t 
be  bothered  with  readin’  letters  from 
every  old  farmer  hereabouts.  My  name 
wouldn’t  carry  a mite  o’  weight.” 

Mrs.  Pope  measured  off  a strip  of 
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gingham — middle  finger  tip  to  knuckle, 
counting  aloud.  Then  she  resumed  the 
subject. 

“There  ain’t  nobody  better  known 
’round  here  ’n  you  be,  Gershom  Pope! 
You  ’ain’t  got  the  dollars,  but  you’ve 
got  the  sense  an’  jedgment,  an’  I guess 
that’s  what  counts.  As  fur  Powers,  we’re 
beholden  to  him,  an’  you  can  see  he’s 
reel  interested  in  the  county.  I don’t 
believe  we’d  ever  got  the  stage  route 
to  go  this  way  if  it  hadn’t  be’n  fur 
Powers.  I’m  reel  grateful  fur  that.  I 
look  forward  to  the  stage  goin’  by  frum 
the  time  I git  up  in  the  mornin’.  I’d 
miss  it  Sundays  if  it  warn’t  fur  meetin’. 
I’ve  a great  mind  to  write  to  him  myself. 
It  never  hurts  anybody  to  speak  out 
thanks.” 

“Like ’s  not  he’d  never  see  it,”  said 
Gershom.  “These  big  men  hev  their 
mail  read  by  some  one  else.  The  stage 
route’s  a great  thing  fin*  Christian  Road, 
but  it’s  his  principles  that  fetch  me. 
He’s  a good,  clean  man,  Powers  is.  I’d 
like  to  see  him  at  Washington.  It’s  what 
the  country  needs — good,  clean  men 
with  no  eye  fur  favor.  Powers  ain’t 
afeered  to  say  jest  what  he  thinks. 
You  call  to  mind  that  article  he  writ  on 
the  Lower  Mills  water  power.  Gosh!  it 
took  some  spunk  to  write  that!” 

“1  reckon  you’re  right,”  acknowl- 
edged Emmeline.  “Anyways,  I don’t 
write  very  plain,  now  the  rheumatics 
has  got  holt  o’  my  hands.  But  I tell 
you  what  I’ve  a mind  to  do,  Father. 
It  jest  come  to  me.  There  ain’t  a man 
frum  a king  down  but  you  can  please 
through  the  stomach.  I’ll  make  one  o’ 
my  thick  blueberry  pies  an’  send  it 
down  by  stage.  Drew  ’ll  see  it  gits 
there.” 

“I  guess  there  couldn’t  be  no  objec- 
tion to  your  doin’  that,”  admitted  Ger- 
shom. “There  ain’t  nobody  can  beat 
you  on  pies,  Emmy.” 

The  office-boy  of  The  Putnam,  County 
Chronicle  answered  to  a variety  of 
names,  shouted  or  spoken,  as  disposition 
or  mood  dictated.  Ordinarily  “Bill”  or 
“Billy”  served  the  occasion.  “Billy 


Boy  ” and  “ Little  Willy  ” were  not  to  be 
feared,  being  by  the  way  of  a mild  jocular- 
ity. “You,  Bill!”  staccato,  brought  a 
sense  of  guilty  apprehension  which  sent 
the  crimson  tide  to  the  large  and  already 
pink  appendages  adorning  the  sides  of 
Billy’s  head,  while  “William”  in  cold 
and  level  tone  froze  boyish  blood. 
“Booming  Billy”  and  “Blundering  Bill” 
had  their  turn  as  happy  specimens  of 
satisfactory  and  appropriate  allitera- 
tion. 

Billy,  the  real  boy,  detached  from 
momentary  exigency,  was  dimly  to  be 
apprehended  behind  a large  and  violent 
crop  of  freckles.  Scrutiny  revealed  the 
facts  of  indeterminate  nose,  greenish- 
gray  eyes,  wide  mouth,  and  hopeful 
expression.  The  rest  of  Billy  was  easily 
distinguished  in  a shock  of  light  and  , 
upstanding  hair,  and  a long,  lanky  frame 
terminating  in  unwieldy  and  not  easily 
adjusted  extremities.  Billy,  uninten- 
tionally, kicked  everything  in  reach; 
what  he  could  not  kick  he  knocked  over. 
His  path  through  office  life  was  strewn 
with  debris.  He  spilled  ink  and  glue, 
upset  the  dust-pan  and  waste-basket, 
and  set  reams  of  paper  flying  in  confu- 
sion. 

Some  potent  but  vaguely  understood 
impulse  had  drawn  Billy  from  his  native 
setting  of  green  pastures  and  grazing 
cattle  fo  the  larger  interests  and  oppor- 
tunities of  Bellfield.  He  had  brought 
with  him  his  entire  stock  of  bucolic  in- 
heritance and  attainment,  which  his 
residence  in  town  had  done  little  to 
mitigate.  By  sheer  force  of  willingness 
and  good-nature  Billy  held  his  post,  in 
spite  of  his  devastating  temperament. 
Every  man  in  the  office  liked  the  boy, 
though  he  might  curse  him  roundly. 
Billy  plodded,  or  rather  clumped,  his 
way  faithfully;  what  he  undid  through 
unfortunate  propensity  he  did  over, 
patiently.  Billy’s  grin  did  not  lessen, 
however  dark  the  day  and  stormy  the 
times.  Cheerfulness  unshakable  makes 
itself  felt  even  in  a newspaper  office. 

“Billy!”  called  Mr.  Powers  from  his 
private  office,  one  summer  morning. 
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'T.A'KE  THAT  TtHN’fi  AWAt!'’  OEMAJfDEI)  MR.  , POWERS 


“It’s  a pieygjftie  f^Ptfcvtman’s  dumped 
on  me.  *■  snapped  Mr.  Powers. 

Whai—  viliat  shall  I do  Tvlth  it?*' 
iK^ifHfed  Billy. 

Peed  it  to  the  cat ! 


Tl«-  hoy.  standing  Ivy  a window  in  the 
outer  rou?n,  slouching  and  apparently 
mijointed,  sprang  into  instant  action, 
With  a Hatter  of  hoots  and  a whirling 
of  arms  he  made  his  way,  bumping  into, 
table  corners  ami  .stepping  on.  the  tail 
of  the  office  t»t . lift preeat tons  mingled 
with  sftftalls  of  feline  distress  ro$*;  ift 
his  wake,  followed  by  the  c alm  after  t he 

eydone. 

“ Yes,  sir,"  said  BiUy,  Mnmbjfng.  pre 
t be : threshold . , , , ; , • • ; ; ; • ■ < - ' ■ 

Mr.  Yfpwgrs  pointed  to  a package 
wlijeh  Fay  on  the  d«>sk.  It  liAd  Imhmj 
{tartly  opened  arid  the  brown  paper  was. 
damp  with  ».  purple  stain,  darkly  and 
unpleasantly  suggxstive,  while  a slow 
trickle  of  oorc  found  it-,  way  pycjr  the 
prdished  surface  of  the  (>akl 

'‘lake  that  thing  away demanded 
Mr.  Powers,  with  an  indicating  jerk,  of 
his  head. 


"Do  with  it 

chuck  it  into  the  wasty-eau!  Eat  it!  I 
don’t  care  as  laiig  so  yoil  get  it  ohf  of 
m.y  way.  Of  «!l  idiots!'* 
i Yfeaj: ■■sir.;."  responded  Billy,  meekly 
appropriating  the  pie  and  the  epithet. 

But  for  once  Mr.  Powers  was  not  rc- 
ferriug  tp  his  offiee-hoy . “ I <am  put  up 
with  peculiar  potatoes  and  an  oeeasionnl 
pumpkitir^.teyeH  the  largest  ear  pf  cortt 
ever  produced  is  easily  disposed  of,"  he 
tyc, -.tvyriiertl'  buck  to  his  work. 

I‘m  not  a county 

fh  jr,  if  I a1«>  r mi  k tvmlrv  newspaper!" 

Billy  returned  Ip;  the  outer  office. 
He  clutched  the  oifendiftg  package  in 
both;  hands,"  lidfdms amiVlength. 
The1  juice.  odsssiJ.  iht'pugh  his  fingers 
, ; Bitty  regarded  the  dripping  article  i*nd  .*»  ' '.do«»sbAid’:  ' d*%  marked  his 
.stisfuebtisly..  "Yes.  sir.  What  is  it,  passage. 

sir.?"  " What  in  thunder!"  roared  the  society 
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editorial  a big,  purple  blob  landed;  on  a 
pile  of  fair  copy,  • 7*  ■■  '■  ■}■ 

“tVi1”  e^d'jtined  Hilly  between 
clenched teeth.,  bolding  mi  for  dear  life. 
Hr  gof  throiigb  the  room  without  acei- 

ati  rear  entry 


took  charge  of  them  and  returned  from 
the  back  entry  unctuous  and  smeary 
“Don’t  let  them  come  in.  here.” 
ordered  Mr.  Powers.  “I  suppose  the 
ywnnariV  after  •something;  they  all  sire, 
every  last  one.  -Well,  I’m  after  :sdme~ 
thing  myself— -only  it  isn’t  pie." 

The  full  atten- 
tion ami  interest 
of  Mr  . < ’ li  a r i c s 
P o w e r s was  not 
absorbed  in  the 
editing  of  a coun- 
try ttews  paper, 

' • .sjiA-e  as  jt  ser\  ed 

•V  as  & s te  p p i » g - 

; e . stdoe  td  larger 

i : . things . Not  u 

l gpiifttry-brerlTnair, 

he  had  Utile  un- 
derstanding of  the 
„ country  mind.  He 

\ « 4L"..-  could  deal  with 

:•  ruhd  polities,  but 
' ■' v ht*  rn  i s s e d the 

value  of  the  per- 
s *>  it  a j equution. 
The  rustic  inter- 
mSutB*-.-  est  m local  affairs 

bored  him;  the 
purveying  of 
country-side  gos- 
sip roused  his 
it  u mur  oa  s con- 
tempt. lie  gave 
every  man  credit 
for  grinding  an  ax, 
having  u big  ope 
of  his  own  to  make 
ready.  His  - staff. 
■^Ipetjt.ed'arid.  ml-, 
mired  Kim.  but  without:  warmth.  AJ- 
#5|j.‘s'-  cx<-ept  mg  Billy,  ungainly 

and  dxsjistrous;  ppsse-ssed  the  fiery  heart 
pi  worship,  Beaut  nius  were  the  robes 
in  which  he  thilhed  Ins  hero.  Secretly 
he  played  Mr,'  Powers  to  the  audi- 
ence of  him^cff;  others  plight,  not  have 
recognized  the  impersonation,  but  it 
filled  Hilly:  with  glowu'fVg,  satisfaction. 
He  expanded  in  spirit  to  filthy  measure 
Pf  his  dertiihod;  hy  imitated  his  atti- 


• lent  arid  halted  in 
wlrcn-  the  hack  stairs  went  dowii.  In 

< me  Per  stood  a 

bi:g#galygni^eh-  . .... 

iron  eon  , used  for  vy*  / : 

of  the  ixres-, .IS.H-.fH, 

found  B%  apphx- ; . -.  ' V: 

Ctlfly  g g a ’’ 

•old  me  to  eat  it.  ’ 

0 • I u t tend  ^ 1 1 i ! ! y , 

•au’  not 

stuffed  the  stained 

wrapping-paper  . " 

into  the  Can  his 
eye  - was  Caught 
by  U few  shaky 
wools  written  in 
faint  mk;  “ Froui 
yrnir  ■ respecting  reader,  Mrs.  Gershoiu 
Pope.  Warsaw-.  Ale,”  ” Warsaw re- 
jieated  Billy  . " I was  there  onct  . ’Tain’t 
fur  from  here.  J wisiil  1 lived  with  flint 
.woman/'  ■ * •. 

From  that  time  .my  prey  Bowed  ip  a 
steady  and  weekly  stream  to  the  f h 
etc  office.  Thy  season  was  marked  /%• 
the  variety  of  pastry,  BluebemesVere 
followed  by  raspberries  and  blackberries 
and  rounded  up  by  early  apples.  Billy 


MR.  POWERS  TOED  ME  TO  EAT  IT 
Sl’I.UTTEllEI)  iMl.I.V 


pnow  TII-VT  TIME  *>V  PIES  KLOWEI1  IN  A WEEK I.Y  sTUfcM.M  j*Q  ‘HE  CnktWTCU. 


trade!*, 'walk,  pnd^  with  the  help  of  »»  .that  her  spirit  lived  manifested  ikseif' 

*&■  pewit  bk  .nwjini’f  b(  hi  xui<^p^eted  T«ay^V  wiawjt,  with 
a «§g»r„  i\t  the  Pffieehe  laid  whom  Billy  fodgod  loitud  the  chipj^V  t»*y 
aside  hts  r die  a»4 l^caw*  Billy,  ennobled  surprisingly  .nmriderwttN  lie  brought..  :. ; 
and  glorified  by  .servex.  'No  one  guessed  her  wood  and  eo-al  w ithout:  Suiting,  its 
that  the  racket  yehipli  foTh>w4&  My.  be  ii,skexf,  JJf^ ; tesid'tsnri,!.  many  a small 
Powers'*,  rsili  for  his  office-boy  wn,  the  service  ns  if  -glad:  to  have  tin-  chance, 
clank  of  tine  armor  which  enraged  a file’s  never  sassed ijtrj :Q%&£0, ■ -aaswled 
devoted  knight.  the  landlady,  pi4$hgvTh<K VtoWn  to 

The  " powers  pic ” passed  into  a.  joke.  Billy's  virt.ues.  It  was  this  small,  still 
confined  to  the  .niter  office,  Mr.  Pmvcrs,  Voice  from  the  post,  chiming  in  wit  h the 
having  giver,  his  orders,  forgot,  the.  .»f>-  / present  call,  of  loyalty,  which  made  it- 
fair.  Billy,  in  the  hack  entry,  f sixytitixi  : iio-ar il , t»>  'liki ly  ode  day  uy  the  laic 
willingly  amt  abundantly.  On  Christum  fail-  The  year  had  swim#  on  to  ihe 
Road  the  preparing  of  fcfte  gift  fpid  fe-  : ti?nP  of  flVntt,  and  golden  sunsets',  bare 
come  gi  imirk  Of  time,  ns-  the  swiXping  brown  earth  -and  white  momdain-tops. 
and  the  witching  arc  miles! cues  of  the  Thanksgiving  was  m sight,  and  farmers 
week.  were  taking  nmmnt.  of  their  slock  for 

**t  feeT  like  I whs  rankin’  it  ft»r  <iuv  Rip  Pdf  Iffefifat  tirpe  on  a Sntor- 
own  Charlie.”  Emmeline,  with  frcuvti  day-  morning  thy  pie  - had  .failed  to  ap- 
Ions  pleasure,  confided  to  her  huduu'd.  pern;  in  its  place  came  a ..orate-  contain.- 
11 1 guess  they  don't  feed  none  ton  ;•-:•)!  id  ing  a hunch  of  aggressive feathers  which, 
that  Bellfieid  hotel.  Home  ykdusdx.  fariti#,  turned  pul  lo  he  a. 

taste  good,  an’  cat  in'  don't  - ever  e;.um-  ftbieb  disgruntled  hen.  Tied  I*,  .me  of 
amiss  to  a man.  Father,, jed'yast  an git  he  slab!  was  a slip  »>f  paper.  • "T  was 
eye  over  the  * Clipping*  ’*  -he  Ofa.l.l  -ay  idmid  eggs  would  git  broke.  She's  u 
m Gershom  unfohhsj  the  eV’entng^  pnia^r.  good  layer.”  _ ' . ;- 

" Not  that  Yxn  lookin'  fur  notice,”  she  -..The  miter  office  roared  end  Mr, 
would  add,  wistfully,  -Powers  .sl««itcd  for  Billy.  ' Wha!  did 

Back  in  Billy's  mind  there  lurked  a - 1 tejJ. you?”  be  demanded,  angrily, 
memory-  pf  •(&'  tbio}  ,wrf»tHO,.  "It*  was  pies/’  ytahuncred:  Billy  . 

olTen.  -:,Vtlc8.rjf > ■ -of . 'T^tpu 

which  ministcrc-d  fenderjy  to  ts.yish  "Well.  t>iy  it  novc  Good  Lord!  I 
comfort.  Billy  rarely*  thought  dcfi-  wa*  under  Urn  impression  I was  running 
oitely  about  his  mother,  but  the  fact  a newspaper,  hut  I find  it  is  a farm. 

"S»y-  Go  gle  v'^BRlwomeiH^  - 
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Billy,  take  this  thing  and  send  it  back  on 
the  afternoon  stage.  It  ’ll  be  pigs  and 
a cow  if  I don’t  put  a stop  to  it.”  He 
gave  the  offending  crate  an  irritated 
push  with  his  toe  and  went  back  to  his 
desk,  slamming  the  door. 

Billy  picked  up  the  crate;  the  un- 
happy fowl  emitted  one  squawk  of  out- 
raged dignity,  then  relapsed  to  its  sullen 
silence.  The  boy,  amid  the  jeers  of  the 
outer  office,  tugged  his  burden  to  his 
entry  refuge.  There  he  squatted  on  the 
floor  and  contemplated  his  charge. 

Billy  knew  by  experience  the  workings 
of  a meager  farm.  In  his  boy’s  way  he 
read  the  considerable  sacrifice  this  of- 
fering represented.  “There  ain’t  nothin’ 
but  poor  little  places  on  Christian 
Road,”  he  said  to  himself.  “An’  eggs 
is  ’way  up.  It’s  a good  hen,”  he  went 
on.  I bet  the  old  lady  was  reel  proud 
sendin’  it.”  He  accepted  the  donor  as 
old  because  it  fitted  with  certain  asso- 
ciations. “Say,  but  she’ll  feel  bad  to 
git  it  back!”  This  brought  his  mind  to 
his  hero.  To  return  such  a gift  would  be 
to  inflict  mortal  injury  to  any  sense  of 
friendliness.  The  boy  had  gathered  that 
Mr.  Powers  was  working  for  political 
preferment.  In  his  own  mind  he  had  no 
doubt  that  the  Presidency  was  the  goal. 
Mr.  Powers  was  making  an  awful  mis- 
take in  sending  back  that  hen.  Such  a 
slap  in  the  face  would  not  be  forgiven. 
“Set  the  hull  place  ag’in’  him,”  thought 
Billy.  He,  better  than  Mr.  Powers,  un- 
derstood the  fierce  partizanship  of  the 
farmer,  which,  turned  aside,  grows  to 
bitterness  and  gall.  Mr.  Powers  needed 
the  county’s  support  in  the  coming  elec- 
tion, yet  he  was  setting  the  countryside 
against. him.  Deep  is  rural  pride;  quick 
its  spirit  of  offense.  Billy  could  almost 
hear  the  condemnation.  “Powers! 
Humph!  My  wife  done  him  a favor  an’ 
he  slung  it  back.  If  we  ain’t  good 
’nough  fur  him,  my  vote  ain’t!”  Of 
course  Mr.  Powers  couldn’t  be  expected 
to  know;  he  was  a city  man,  the  kind 
that  don’t  notice  trifles.  He,  Billy, 
must  see  to  it. 

Billy  disobeyed  orders;  he  kept  the 


melancholy  hen  in  the  back  entry  until 
he  went  to  his  boarding-place  at  night. 
He  smuggled  it  up  to  his  little  bare  room 
and  fed  it  with  crumbs  from  his  supper. 
In  the  morning  he  took  the  fowl  from 
the  crate  and  tied  its  legs,  suffering,  in 
the  process,  numerous  vicious  pecks  of 
protest.  The  hen  rendered  helpless, 
Billy  put  on  a ragged  sweater  over  which 
he  buttoned  his  thin  coat,  pulled  his  cap 
over  his  ears,  and  started  out,  swinging 
the  defenseless  hen  by  its  shackled  feet. 
The  air  was  keen  and  the  boy  walked 
briskly  up  the  main  street  and  along  by 
the  lake  where  the  big  shoe  factories 
stood  in  Sunday  emptiness.  Soon  he 
gained  the  open  country.  The  street, 
now  a road,  began  to  rise  toward  the 
four-mile  upward  slope  that  led  to 
Warsaw.  The  mud  was  frozen  and 
rough  and  the  wind  swept  over  the  hill 
unhindered  and  benumbing.  Even 
Billy’s  strong  young  lungs  puffed,  and 
he  rested  on  a rock  in  the  lee  of  a stone 
wall,  or  on  the  sunny  side  of  a chance 
barn.  He  had  a few  crackers  in  his 
pocket  and  this  refreshment  he  supple- 
mented by  frost-bitten  apples  appro- 
priated by  the  way.  Reaching  Warsaw, 
he  inquired  for  the  Pope  farm  and  was 
soon  trudging  along  Christian  Road. 
The  little  neat  white  house  designated 
was  closed  when  he  reached  it,  and  the 
boy  remembered  that  it  was  church  time 
and  that  he  had  heard  the  bells  ring 
before  he  entered  the  village.  Billy 
might  have  walked  in  any  door  unhin- 
dered, for  keys  were  seldom  turned  at 
Christian  Road,  but  something  within 
him  forbade  such  entrance.  He  took 
refuge  in  the  open  shed,  dancing  about 
on  the  rough  board  floor  and  blowing  his 
stiff  fingers.  After  a long  time  an  aged 
white  horse  came  to  a halt  in  the  little 
yard.  Billy  stepped  forward.  A white- 
haired  man  was  helping  a little  bent  old 
woman  to  alight  from  the  wagon.  When 
she  was  safe  on  the  ground  Billy  spoke. 

“Be  you  M’s.  Pope?” 

The  wrinkled  face  lighted  up  in  a 
smile.  “Yes,  I be.  I’m  Emmeline  Pope, 
an’  this  is  my  husband.” 
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Billy  touched  his  cap,  a grace  acquired 
through  eanteruplatiori  of  Mr.  Powers. 

**  You’re  the  lady  what  sent  the  heir?’* 
Thy ^ani.  feathers  in  the  shabbybdu- 
net  vibrated  to  a nod  of  assent. 

* Well,”  went  ort  Billy.  “I  bning  it 
hack,”  He  had  hot  expected  to  Mint 
<*ut  the  truth  so  bluntly.  in  his  em- 
barrassment he  nearly  stumbled  over  lus- 
own  feet.  The  oltl  face  lost  iU  bright- 
ness. 

“You  see,”  stammered  Billy.  “You 
see— Mr  Bowers,  he-: -t bought  « heap  o' 
that  hen.  lie  said  it  was  the  finest  heri 
he  yvi*r  see."  Billy,  once  started, 
plunged  in  recklessly.  ** He  said  he  never 
scseeli  d heu.  But  the  office  got 
hp  plaise-fo  Itpyp  hens.  7'Ik  hotel  'ain’t, 
neither  Nyi  suy  do  ’em.  ie.sfhs*.  Si  he — . 
he  ti>l‘  me  to  hring  il  up  here  an*  a.rsk 
you  to  keep  it  fur  him.  He  said  it 
-ilfoi  ft  j^rt^it  favor  He 
saw!  you  could  fake  the  keep  out  in 
sellin'  the  eggs.”  This  last  was  aft  nr»- 
expeetedly  brilliant  stroke  on  Billy's 
part  and  quite  took  his  hltkUh 
“ He  says  he’ll  allers  take  a great ^ ititfust 


in  that  heri.  ari  sr/Ute  day  when  he’s  so 
tiited  he'll  claim  il.‘#  Billy  stopped, 
fairly  winded. 

M l/a»d  Sit cried  Mrs.  Pojku  her 

.-unle  coiUf  buck.  “Now  ain't  lie 
Vliought-takin'!  But  the  keep  of  when 
siiu’t nothin'  when  yoube  got  a doyen” 

■Thai  - wind  I tol’  hiiu,“  ••■and  Bdh\ 
drunk  with  deception.  k/ 

“Popr  Nellie!”  pitied  Mrs  JV)>e,  •re- 
garding the  helpless  fowl  pp  the  shed 
floor  “ \ alius  called  her  Nellie.  hutf 
guess  III  change  ;jt  to  svmudhm;  fnore 
distiuguishiu'.  M;ih*a  Charlotte;  it's  os 
nigh  Charles  ns.yoo  can  git  fur  a lice 
Yoii  on  fie  her  an*  fetch  her  along  to  the 
chicken  -yard.” 

( ’Imrlotte,  unbound  and  within  her 
own  precincts,  indignantly  retired  tu  her 
o'.vji  meditations.  ■'  I'm  reel  glad  lie 
liked  her,”  went  on  Mrs.  Pojie.  " I 
didn't IwW  ndthit?*  else  to  give,  an’ \ii  hen 
is  3 producin’  present,  seV  to  sjieak. 
It  don’t  stop  with  the  givirt’.  not  so  long. 
N it’s  layin’.” 

“ I guess  f hotter  be  goinV’  said  Billy, 
awkwardly.  He  was  tired,  be  was  cold. 
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he  was  hungry,  but  his  business  was 
done. 

“Well,  now,  I guess  not!”  cried  Mrs. 
Pope.  “Not  arter  what  you’ve  done. 
You’re  goin’  to  sit  right  down  to  dinner 
with  us,  jest  as  soon  ’s  I git  the  meat 
outer  the  oven.  Father  killed  last  week 
an’  we’ve  got  sparerib.  It’s  a treat  fur 
us  an’  it  would  be  reel  close  not  to  share. 
An’  I made  an  extry  mess  o’  apple-sass. 
You  like  roast  pork  an’  apple-sass?’’ 

“You  bet!”  said  Billy. 

Seldom  had  the  Popes  seen  food  van- 
ish as  it  did  at  the  points  of  Billy’s  knife 
and  fork,  but  they  were  no  counters  of 
cost  at  the  feast  of  a benefactor.  Emme- 
line beamed  happily ; there  is  no  sweeter 
flattery  to  the  housewife  than  the  appre- 
ciation of  the  spread  board.  Between 
mouthfuls  Billy  talked.  He  talked  of 
Mr.  Powers,  of  his  greatness  and  of  the 
success  that  would  surely  be  his,  but  he 
tactfully  avoided  the  subject  of  pie. 
When  he  had  at  last  reached  the  stage  of 
repletion  he  offered  to  help  Mrs.  Pope 
with  the  dishes. 

“I  guess  1 wouldn’t  break  much,"  he 
assured  her,  hopefully. 

Emmeline,  having  an  eye  to  her  hum- 
ble stock  of  crockery,  declined.  “I’ll 
jest  stack  ’em  up  in  the  sink  till  you’re 
gone,”  she  said.  “’Tain’t  often  I hev 
comp’ny.” 

“1  ain’t  one  to  take  a needle  on  the 
Sabbath,”  she  continued.  “But  1 guess 
it  won’t  be  laid  ag’in’  me  as  a sin  if  I 
mend  you  up  a bit.” 

So  Billy  sat  in  his  shirt-sleeves  while 
he  was  being  made  whole.  A warmth 
crept  about  his  heart  such  as  he  had  not 
feit  for  years.  For  some  time  Billy  had 
been  “on  his  own,”  and  being  on  one’s 
own  is  a lonely  business  for  a lad.  Mrs. 
Pope  made  much  of  the  boy,  even  taking 
him  to  the  cold  front  room  and  showing 
him  the  portrait  of  her  baby,  an  amazing 
crayon  by  the  type  of  artist  who  throws 
in  the  frame.  The  afternoon  was  well 
gone  when  Billy  said  farewell. 

“Thanksgivin’s  right  on  us,”  said 
Mrs.  Pope.  “We  don’t  hev  fine  dinners 
like  you  git  in  the  city,  but  there’ll  be  a 


turkey  an’  puddin’.  We’ll  be  more  'n 
pleased  if  you  want  to  come.” 

Billy,  thinking  of  the  cold,  lonely 
comfort  of  his  boarding  house  and  of  its 
scanty  table,  hastened  to  state  that  he’d 
“jest  as  soon,”  which  admission  from 
the  mouth  of  a boy  is  paramount  to  a 
gracious  ant^  enthusiastic  acceptance. 

“Good-by,  son!”  called  out  Mrs.  Pope 
to  the  departing  figure.  “Give  our  re- 
spects to  Mr.  Powers  an’  tell  him  we’ll 
do  our  best  by  Charlotte.”  . . . “That’s 
a reel  nice  boy,”  she  went  on  to  her 
husband,  as  the  two  turned  back  to  the 
warmth  of  their  kitchen.  “There’s 
somethin’  ’bout  him  makes  me  think  o’ 
our  Charley.  I dunno  but  it’s  ’round  the 
eyes.” 

Billy,  descending  the  hill,  his  pockets 
stuffed  with  apples,  his  heart  warm  and 
his  body  glowing,  gave  a long,  low 
whistle. 

“Gee!”  he  said  to  himself.  “If  1 
’ain’t  lied  all  ’round  the  barn!” 

It  was  perhaps  a month  later  that 
Mr.  Powers  made  a stump  speech  at 
Warsaw,  motoring  over  the  miles  so 
laboriously  covered  by  Billy.  The 
school-house  on  the  hill  was  well  filled. 
In  the  very  front  row  sat  an  attentive 
couple  who  never  took  their  eyes  off 
the  speaker — an  old  man  in  carefully 
brushed  suit  of  shiny  black,  and  a little 
old  woman  whose  rusty  bonnet-feathers 
trembled  in  excitement.  At  the  end  of 
the  speech  the  two  pressed  forward  with 
a certain  half-timid  assurance  of  a pri- 
vate understanding.  Mr.  Powers  shook 
hands  cordially — that  was  his  business 
for  the  moment — but  the  two  lingered. 

“1  guess  you  don’t  know  who  I be.” 
Emmeline’s  voice  shook  with  eagerness. 
“I’ve  took  reel  good  keer  o’  Charlotte. 
She’s  layin’  right  through  the  slack 
time.  Seems  jest ’s  if  she  knowed.” 

“Charlotte?”  inquired  Mr.  Powers, 
politely. 

“ Land ! now.  Didn’t  William  tell  you 
how  we’d  named  her?  I charged  him  to.” 
“William?” 

“Your  boy,  down  to  the  office.  Him 
you  sent  with  the  hen.” 
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into  his  own  hands!  Not  so  bad  for 
Billy.  Mr.  Powers  looked  down  into 
the  dim  old  eyes  and  something  stirred 
within  him  that  was  not  ambition.  He 
put  a strong  young  hand  on  the  thin 
arm. 

“My  dear  Mrs.  Pope,”  he  said,  and 
his  clear,  incisive  voice  held  a new  note. 
“That  Billy  wants  somebody  to  look 
after  him  a bit.  Will  you  do  me  the 
great  favor  of  having  him  here  now  and 
again  and  filling  him  up — if  you  can? 
He  strikes  me  as  unfillable,  but  you  can 
try.  That  ’ll  put  Charlotte’s  eggs  to 
good  use  and  I shall  be  very  grateful.” 
Then  a vision  of  a brown  parcel,  damp 
and  dripping,  came  to  his  assistance. 
“Billy  ’ll  be  in  clover.  I’ve  had  sam- 
ples of  your  cooking,”  he  added,  smiling 
a broad  smile  which  was  caught  up  and 
reflected  on  the  happy  old  face. 

The  next  morning  Mr.  Powers  sent  for 
his  office-boy.  He  kept  him  standing  by 
his  desk  while  he  finished  a piece  of 
writing.  . 

“Billy,”  he  said  at  last,  “since  you’ve 


undertaken  the  job,  I want  you  to  keep 
on  looking  after  Charlotte.” 

“Ch — ” Billy’s  voice  broke  and  a 
vivid  crimson  rose  to  the  roots  of  his 
stubbly  hair. 

“Billy,”  went  on  Mr.  Powers,  sol- 
emnly, “one  of  the  very  worst  of  the 
penalties  of  dissembling  is  that  you 
often  have  to  continue  on  the  deceptive 
path.  In  short,  you  sometimes  have  to 
stick  to  your  lie.  I take  it  that’s  your 
case,  Billy.” 

Billy  painfully  twisted  his  fingers;  h;s 
feet  did  something  all  by  themselves, 
he  could  not  have  told  what,  only  that 
they  clattered. 

“Now,  William,”  continued  Mr. 
Powers,  sternly,  “you’ve  got  to  live  up 
to  Charlotte.  I want  you  to  go  and  see 
her  often.  I’ll  pay  your  stage  fare  up. 
It  ’ll  be  expensive,  but  if  you  go  in  for 
fancy  farming  you’ve  got  to  do  the 
whole  thing.  And,  Billy,  don’t  let  one 
of  Charlotte’s  eggs  get  away  from  you! 
You  hear?” 

“Yes,  sir,”  said  Billy. 


THE  PATIENT  GODS 

BY  HESPER  LE  GALLIENNE 

THE  gods  were  weary  with  the  prayers  of  men — 
So  often  and  abjectly  did  they  cry 
Their  little  needs  from  out  their  cowardly  souls. 
And  send  them  upward  to  the  listening  sky. 

Leaving  entreaties  on  the  altar  steps. 

Each  to  his  god  in  turn  he  duly  prayed. 

Shifting  the  burden  of  his  petty  soul, 

So  craven  and  of  life  so  sore  afraid. 

Full  of  a gainful  lust  were  many  prayers. 

Making  the  porch  of  heaven  a gamblers’  den — 
Few  offered  gifts  of  joyous  thankfulness — 

The  gods  were  weary  with  the  prayers  of  men. 
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BY  MAX  BEERBOHM 


Beautifully  vague  though  the 

English  language  is,  with  its  mean- 
ings merging  into  one  another  as  softly 
as  the  facts  of  landscape  in  the  moist 
English  climate,  and  much  addicted 
though  we  always  have  been  to  ways  of 
compromise,  and  averse  from  sharp  hard 
logical  outlines,  we  do  not  call  a host  a 
guest,  nor  a guest  a host.  The  ancient 
Romans  did  so.  They,  with  a language 
that  was  as  lucid  as  their  climate  and 
was  a perfect  expression  of  the  sharp 
hard  logical  outlook  fostered  by  that 
climate,  had  but  one  word  for  those  two 
things.  Nor  have  their  equally  acute 
descendants  done  what  might  have  been  . 
expected  of  them  in  this  matter.  Hdte 
and  ospiie  and  huesped  are  as  mysteri- 
ously equivocal  as  hospes.  By  weight  of 
all  this  authority  I find  myself  being 
dragged  to  the  conclusion  that  a host 
and  a guest  must  be  the  same  thing, 
after  all.  Yet  in  a dim  and  muzzy  way, 
deep  down  in  my  breast,  I feel  sure  that 
they  are  different.  Compromise,  you 
see,  as  usual.  I take  it  that  strictly  the 
two  things  are  one,  but  that  our  division 
of  them  is  yet  another  instance  of  that 
sterling  common  sense  by  which, etc.,etc. 

I would  go  even  so  far  as  to  say  that 
the  difference  is  more  than  merely  cir- 
cumstantial and  particular.  I seem  to 
discern  also  a temperamental  and  gen- 
eral difference.  You  ask  me  to  dine  with 
you  in  a restaurant,  I say  I shall  be  de- 
lighted, you  order  the  meal,  I praise  it, 
you  pay  for  it,  I have  the  pleasant  sen- 
sation of  not  paying  for  it;  and  it  is  well 
that  each  of  us  should  have  a label 
according  to  the  part  he  plays  in  this 
transaction.  But  the  two  labels  are 
applicable  in  a larger  and  more  philo- 
sophic way.  In  every  human  being  one 
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or  the  other  of  these  two  instincts  is 
predominant:  the  active  or  positive  in- 
stinct to  offer  hospitality,  the  negative 
or  passive  instinct  to  accept  it.  And 
either  of  these  instincts  is  so  significant 
of  character  that  one  might  well  say  that 
mankind  is  divisible  into  two  great 
classes:  hosts  and  guests. 

I have  already  (see  third  sentence  of 
foregoing  paragraph)  somewhat  pre- 
pared you  for  the  shock  of  a confession 
which  candor  now  forces  from  me.  I 
am  one  of  the  guests.  You  are,  however, 
so  shocked  that  you  will  read  no  more  of 
me?  Bravo!  Your  refusal  indicates  that 
you  have  not  a guestish  soul.  Here 
am  I trying  to  entertain  you,  and  you 
will  not  be  entertained.  You  stand 
shouting  that  it  is  more  blessed  to  give 
than  to  receive.  Very  well.  For  my 
part,  I would  rather  read  than  write, 
any  day.  You  shall  write  this  essay  for 
me.  Be  it  never  so  humble,  I shall  give 
it  my  best  attention  and  manage  to  say 
something  nice  about  it.  I am  sorry  to 
see  you  calming  suddenly  down.  Noth- 
ing but  a sense  of  duty  to  myself,  and  to 
guests  in  general,  makes  me  resume  my 
pen.  I believe  guests  to  be  as  numerous, 
really,  as  hosts.  It  may  be  that  even 
you,  if  you  examine  yourself  dispas- 
sionately, will  find  that  you  are  one  of 
them.  In  which  case,  you  may  yet  thank 
me  for  some  comfort.  I think  there  are 
good  qualities  to  be  found  in  guests,  and 
some  bad  ones  in  even  the  best  hosts. 

Our  deepest  instincts,  bad  or  good,  are 
those  which  we  share  with  the  rest  of 
the'animal  creation.  To  offer  hospital- 
ity, or  to  accept  it,  is  but  an  instinct 
which  man  has  acquired  in  the  long 
course  of  his  self-development.  Lions  do 
not  ask  one  another  to  their  lairs,  nor  do 
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birds  keep  open  nest.  Certain  wolves 
and  tigers,  it  is  true,  have  been  so  se- 
duced by  man  from  their  natural  state 
that  they  will  deign  to  accept  man’s 
hospitality.  But  when  you  give  a bone 
to  your  dog,  does  he  run  out  and  invite 
another  dog  to  share  it  with  him? — and 
does  your  cat  insist  on  having  a circle  of 
other  cats  around  her  saucer  of  milk? 
Quite  the  contrary.  A deep  sense  of 
personal  property  is  common  to  all  these 
creatures.  Thousands  of  years  hence 
they  may  have  acquired  some  willing- 
ness to  share  things  with  their  friends. 
Or,  rather,  dogs  may;  cats,  I think,  not. 
Meanwhile,  let  us  not  be  censorious. 
Though  certain  monkeys  assuredly  were 
of  finer  and  more  malleable  stuff  than 
any  wolves  or  tigers,  it  was  a very  long 
time  indeed  before  even  we  began  to 
be  hospitable.  Tbe  cavemen  did  not 
entertain.  It  may  be  that  now  and 
again — say,  toward  the  end  of  the  Stone 
Age — one  or  another  among  the  more 
enlightened  of  them  said  to  his  wife, 
while  she  plucked  an  eagle  that  he  had 
snared  the  day  before,  “That  red-haired 
man  who  lives  in  the  next  valley  seems 
to  be  a decent,  harmless  sort  of  man. 
And  sometimes  I fancy  he  is  rather 
lonely.  I think  I will  ask  him  to  dine 
with  us  to-night,”  and  presently,  going 
out,  met  the  red-haired  man  and  said  to 
him:  “Are  you  doing  anything  to- 
night? If  not,  won’t  you  dine  with  us? 
It  would  be  a great  pleasure  to  my  wife. 
Only  ourselves.  Come  just  as  you  are.” 
“That  is  most  good  of  you,  but,”  stam- 
mered the  red-haired  man,  “as  ill-luck 
will  have  it,  I am  engaged  to-night.  A 
long-standing,  formal  invitation.  I 
wish  I could  get  out  of  it,  but  1 simply 
can’t.  I have  a morbid  conscientious- 
ness about  such  things.”  Thus  we  see 
that  the  will  to  offer  hospitality  was  an 
earlier  growth  than  the  will  to  accept  it. 
But  we  must  beware  of  thinking  these 
two  things  identical  with  the  mere  will 
to  give  and  the  mere  will  to  receive.  It 
is  unlikely  that  the  red-haired  man 
would  have  refused  a slice  of  eagle  if  it 
had  been  offered  to  him  where  he  stood. 


And  it  is  still  more  unlikely  that  his 
friend  would  have  handed  it  to  him. 
Such  is  not  the  way  of  hosts.  The  hos- 
pitable instinct  is  not  wholly  altruistic. 
There  is  pride  and  egoism  mixed  up  with 
it,  as  I shall  show. 

Meanwhile,  why  did  the  red-haired 
man  babble  those  excuses?  It  was  be- 
cause he  scented  danger.  He  was  not 
by  nature  suspicious,  but — what  possi- 
ble motive,  except  murder,  could  this 
man  have  for  enticing  him  to  that  cave? 
Acquaintance  in  the  open  valley  was  all 
very  well  and  pleasant,  but  a strange  den 
after  dark — no,  no!  You  despise  him 
for  his  fears.  Yet  these  were  not  really 
so  absurd  as  they  may  seem.  As  man 
progressed  in  civilization,  and  grew  to 
be  definitely  gregarious,  hospitality  be- 
came more  a matter  of  course.  But  even 
then  it  was  not  above  suspicion.  It  was 
not  hedged  around  with  those  unwritten 
laws  which  make  it  the  safe  and  eligible 
thing  we  know  to-day.  In  the  annals 
of  hospitality  there  are  many  pages  that 
make  painful  reading;  many  a great 
dark  blot  is  there  which  the  Recording 
Angel  may  wish,  but  will  not  be  able,  to 
wipe  out  with  a tear. 

If  I were  a host,  I should  ignore  those 
tomes.  Being  a guest,  1 sometimes 
glance  into  them,  but  with  more  of  hor- 
ror, 1 assure  you,  than  of  malicious 
amusement,  I carefully  avoid  those 
which  treat  of  hospitality  among  bar- 
barous races.  Things  done  in  the  best 
periods  of  the  most  enlightened  peoples 
are  quite  bad  enough.  The  Israelites 
were  the  salt  of  the  earth.  But  can  you 
imagine  a deed  of  colder-blooded  treach- 
ery than  Jael’s?  You  would  think  it 
must  have  been  held  accursed  by  even 
the  basest  minds.  Yet  thus  sang  Debo- 
rah and  Barak,  “Blessed  above  women 
shall  Jael  the  wife  of  Heber  the  Kenite 
be;  blessed  shall  she  be  among  women  in 
the  tent.”  And  Barak,  remember,  was 
a gallant  soldier,  and  Deborah  was  a 
prophetess  who  “judged  Israel  at  that 
time.”  So  much  for  ideals  of  hospitality 
among  the  children  of  Israel. 

Of  the  Homeric  Greeks  it  may  be  said 
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that  they,  too,  were  the  salt  of  the  earth; 
and  it  may  be  added  that  in  their  pun- 
gent and  antiseptic  quality  there  was 
mingled  a measure  of  sweetness,  not  to 
be  found  in  the  children  of  Israel.  I do 
not  say  outright  that  Odysseus  ought 
not  to  have  slain  the  suitors.  That  is  a 
debatable  point.  It  is  true  that  they 
were  guests  under  his  roof.  But  he  had 
not  invited  them.  Let  us  give  him  the 
benefit  of  the  doubt.  I am  thinking  of 
another  episode  in  his  life.  By  what 
Circe  did,  and  by  his  disregard  of  what 
she  had  done,  a searching  light  is  cast 
on  the  laxity  of  Homeric  Greek  no- 
tions as  to  what  was  due  to  guests. 
Odysseus  was  a clever,  but  not  a bad 
man,  and  his  standard  of  general  con- 
duct was  high  enough.  Yet,  having 
foiled  Circe  in  her  purpose  to  turn  him 
into  a swine,  and  having  forced  her  to 
restore  his  comrades  to  human  shape, 
he  did  not  let  pass  the  barrier  of  his 
teeth  any  such  winged  words  as  “Now 
will  I bide  no  more  under  thy  roof, 
Circe,  but  fare  across  the  sea  with  my 
dear  comrades,  even  unto  mine  own 
home,  for  that  which  'thou  didst  was  an 
evil  thing,  and  one  not  meet  to  be  done 
unto  strangers  by  the  daughter  of  a 
god.”  He  seems  to  have  said  nothing  in 
particular,  to  have  accepted  with  alac- 
rity the  invitation  that  he  and  his  dear 
comrades  should  prolong  their  visit,  and 
to  have  prolonged  it  with  them  for  a 
whole  year,  in  the  course  of  which  Circe 
bore  him  a son,  named  Telegonus.  As 
Matthew  Arnold  would  have  said, 
“What  a set!” 

My  eye  roves,  for  relief,  to  those 
shelves  where  the  later  annals  are.  I 
take  down  a tome  at  random.  Rome  in 
the  fifteenth  century:  civilization  never 
was  more  brilliant  than  there  and  then. 
I imagine;  and  yet — no,  I replace  that 
tome.  I saw  enough  in  it  to  remind  me 
the  Borgias  selected  and  laid  down  rare 
poisons  in  their  cellars  with  as  much 
thought  as  they  gave  to  their  vintage 
wines.  Extraordinary! — but  the  Ro- 
mans do  not  seem  to  have  thought  so. 
An  invitation  to  dine  at  Palazzo  Bor- 


ghese  was  accounted  the  highest  social 
honor.  I am  aware  that  in  recent  books 
of  Italian  history  there  has  been  a ten- 
dency to  whiten  the  Borgias*  charac- 
ters. But  I myself  hold  to  the  old  ro- 
mantic black  way  of  looking  at  the 
Borgias.  1 maintain  that  though  you 
would  often  in  the  fifteenth  century  have 
heard  the  snobbish  Roman  say,  in  a 
would-be  offhand  tone,  “I  am  dining 
with  the  Borgias  to-night,”  no  Roman 
ever  was  able  to  say,  “I  dined  last  night 
with  the  Borgias.” 

To  mankind  in  general  Macbeth  and 
Lady  Macbeth  stand  out  as  the  supreme 
type  of  all  that  a host  and  hostess  should 
not  be.  Hence  the  marked  coolness  of 
Scotsmen  toward  Shakespeare,  hence  the 
untiring  efforts  of  that  proud  and  sensi- 
tive race  to  set  up  Burns  in  his  stead. 
It  is  a risky  thing  to  offer  sympathy  to 
the  proud  and  sensitive,  yet  I must  say 
that  I think  the  Scots  have  a real  griev- 
ance. The  two  actual,  historic  Macbeths 
were  no  worse  than  innumerable  other 
couples  in  other  lands  that  had  not  yet 
fully  struggled  out  of  barbarism.  It  is 
hard  that  Shakespeare  happened  on  the 
story  of  that  particular  pair,  and  so 
made  it  immortal.  But  he  meant  no 
harm,  and,  let  Scotsmen  believe  me,  did 
positive  good.  Scotch  hospitality  is 
proverbial.  As  much  in  Scotland  as  in 
America  does  the  English  visitor  blush 
when  he  thinks  how  perfunctory  and 
niggard,  in  comparison,  English  hospi- 
tality is.  It  was  Scotland  that  first 
formalized  hospitality,  made  of  it  an.ex- 
acting  code  of  honor,  with  the  basic 
principle  that  the  guest  must  in  all  cir- 
cumstances be  respected  and  at  all  costs 
protected.  Jacobite  history  bristles  with 
examples  of  the  heroic  sacrifices  made  by 
hosts  for  their  guests,  sacrifices  of  their 
own  safety,  and  even  of  their  own  polit- 
ical convictions,  for  fear  of  infringing, 
however  slightly,  that  sacred  code  of 
theirs.  And  what  was  the  origin  of  all 
this  noble  pedantry?  Shakespeare’s 
“Macbeth.” 

Perhaps  if  England  were  a bleak  and 
rugged  country,  like  Scotland,  or  a new 
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country,  like  America,  the  foreign  vis- 
itor would  be  more  overwhelmed  with 
kindness  here  than  he  is.  The  landscapes 
of  our  countryside  are  so  charming, 
London  abounds  in  public  monuments  so 
redolent  of  history,  so  romantic  anth  en- 
grossing, that  we  are  perhaps  too  apt  to 
think  the  foreign  visitor  would  have 
neither  time  nor  inclination  to  sit 
dawdling  in  private  dining-rooms.  As- 
suredly there  is  no  lack  of  hospitable 
impulse  among  the  English.  In  what 
may  be  called  mutual  hospitality  they 
touch  a high  level.  The  French  enter- 
tain one  another  far  less  frequently.  So 
do  the  Italians.  In  England  the  native 
guest  has  a very  good  time  indeed — 
though  of  course  he  pays  for  it,  in  some 
measure,  by  acting  as  host,  too,  from 
time  to  time. 

In  practice,  no,  there  cannot  be  any 
absolute  division  of  mankind  into  my 
two  categories,  hosts  and  guests.  But 
psychologically  a guest  does  not  cease  to 
be  a guest  when  he  gives  a dinner,  nor 
is  a host  not  a host  when  he  accepts  one. 
The  amount  of  entertaining  that  a guest 
need  do  is  a matter  wholly  for  his  own 
conscience.  He  will  soon  find  that  he 
does  not  receive  less  hospitality  for  of- 
fering little;  and  he  would  not  receive 
less  if  he  offered  none.  The  amount 
received  by  him  depends  wholly  on  the 
degree  of  his  agreeableness.  Pride  makes 
an  occasional  host  of  him;  but  he  does 
not  shine  in  that  capacity.  Nor  do  hosts 
want  him  to  assay  it.  If  they  accept  an 
invitation  from  him,  they  do  so  only 
because  they  wish  not  to  hurt  his  feel- 
ings. As  guests  they  are  fish  out  of 
water. 

Circumstances  do,  of  course,  react  on 
character.  It  is  conventional  for  the  rich 
to  give,  and  for  the  poor  to  receive. 
Riches  do  tend  to  foster  in  you  the  in- 
stincts of  a host,  and  poverty  does  create 
an  atmosphere  favorable  to  the  growth 
of  guestish  instincts.  But  strong  bents 
make  their  own  way.  Not  all  guests  are 
to  be  found  among  the  needy,  nor  all 
hosts  among  the  affluent.  For  sixteen 
years,  after  my  education  was,  by  cour- 


tesy, finished — from  the  age,  that  is,  of 
twenty-two  to  the  age  of  thirty-eight — 

I lived  in  London,  seeing  all  sorts  of 
people  all  the  while;  and  I came  across 
many  a rich  man  who,  like  the  master 
of  the  shepherd  Corin,  was  “of  churlish 
disposition”  and  little  recked  “to  find 
the  way  to  heaven  by  doing  deeds  of 
hospitality.”  On  the  other  hand,  1 knew 
quite  poor  men  who  were  incorrigibly 
hospitable. 

To  such  men,  all  honor.  The  most  I 
dare  claim  for  myself  is  that  if  I had 
been  rich  I should  have  been  better  than 
Corin’s  master.  Even  as  it  was,  I did 
my  best.  But  I had  no  authentic  joy  in 
doing  it.  Without  the  spur  of  pride  I 
might  conceivably  have  not  done  it  at 
all.  There  recurs  to  me  from  among 
memories  of  my  boyhood  an  episode  that 
is  rather  significant.  In  my  school,  as 
in  most  others,  we  received  now  and 
again  “hampers”  from  home.  At  the 
midday  dinner,  in  every  house,  we  all 
ate  together;  but  at  breakfast  and  sup- 
per we  ate  in  four  or  five  separate 
“messes.”  It  was  customary  for  the  re- 
ceiver of  a hamper  to  share  the  contents 
with  his  messmates.  On  one  occasion 
I received,  instead  of  the  usual  varie- 
gated hamper,  a box  containing  twelve 
sausage-rolls.  It  happened  that  when 
this  box  arrived  and  was  opened  by  me 
there  was  no  one  around.  Of  sausage- 
rolls  I was  particularly  fond.  I am  sorry 
to  say  that  I carried  the  box  up  to  my 
cubicle,  and,  having  eaten  two  of  the 
sausage-rolls,  said  nothing  to  my  friends 
that  day  about  the  other  ten,  nor  any- 
thing about  them  when,  three  days 
later,  I had  eaten  them  all  alone. 

Thirty  years  have  elapsed,  my  school- 
fellows are  scattered  far  and  wide,  the 
chance  that  this  page  may  meet  the  eyes 
of  some  of  them  does  .not  much  dismay 
me;  but  I am  glad  there  was  no  collec- 
tive and  contemporary  judgment  by 
them  on  my  strange  exploit.  What 
defense  could  I have  offered?  Suppose  I 
had  said,  “You  see,  I am  so  essentially 
a guest,”  the  plea  would  have  carried 
little  weight.  And  yet  it  would  not  have 
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been  a worthless  plea.  On  receipt  of  a 
hamper,  a boy  did  rise,  always,  in  the 
esteem  of  his  mess-mates.  His  sardines, 
his  marmalade,  his  potted  meat,  at  any 
rate  while  they  lasted,  did  make  us 
think  that  his  parents  “must  be  awfully 
decent,”  and  that  he  was  a not  un- 
worthy son.  He  had  become  our  central 
figure,  we  expected  him  to  lead  the  con- 
versation, we  liked  listening  to  him,  his 
jokes  were  good.  With  those  twelve 
sausage-rolls  I could  have  dominated 
my  fellows  for  a while.  But  I had  not  a 
dominant  nature.  Leading  abashed  me. 
I was  happiest  in  the  comity  of  the 
crowd.  Having  received  a hamper,  I 
should  have  passed  muster.  I suppose  I 
was  always  glad  when  it  was  finished, 
glad  to  fall  back  into  the  ranks. 

Boys  (as  will  have  been  surmised  from 
my  record  of  the  effect  of  hampers)  are 
all  of  them  potential  guests.  It  is  only 
as  they  grow  up  that  some  of  them 
harden  into  hosts.  It  is  likely  enough 
that  if  I,  when  I grew  up,  had  been  rich, 
my  natural  bent  to  guestship  would 
have  been  diverted,  and  I,  too,  have 
become  a (sort  of)  host.  And  perhaps  I 
should  have  passed  muster.  I suppose  I 
did  pass  muster  whenever,  in  the  course 
of  my  long  residence  in  London,  I did 
entertain  friends.  But  the  memory  of 
those  occasions  is  not  dear  to  me — espe- 
cially not  the  memory  of  those  that  were 
in  the  more  distinguished  restaurants. 
Somewhere  in  the  back  of  my  brain, 
while  I tried  to  lead  the  conversation 
brightly,  was  always  the  haunting  fear 
that  I had  not  brought  enough  money  in 
my  pocket.  I never  let  this  fear  master 
me.  I never  said  to  any  one,  “ Will  you 
have  a liqueur?” — always,  “ What  liqueur 
will  you  have?”  But  I postponed  as  far 
as  possible  the  evil  moment  of  asking 
for  the  bill.  When  I had,  in  the  proper 
casual  tone  (I  hope  and  believe),  at 
length  asked  for  it,  I wished  always  it 
were  not  brought  to  me  folded  on  a 
plate,  as  though  the  amount  were  so 
hideously  high  that  1 alone  must  be 
privy  to  it.  So  soon  as  it  was  laid  beside 
me,  I wanted  to  know  the  worst  at  once. 


But  1 pretended  to  be  so  engrossed  in 
talk  that  I was  unaware  of  the  bill’s 
presence,  and  I was  careful  to  be  always 
in  the  middle  of  a sentence  when  I raised 
the  upper  fold  and  took  my  not  (I  hope) 
frozen  glance.  In  point  of  fact,  the 
amount  was  always  much  less  than  I 
had  feared.  Pessimism  does  win  us  great 
happy  moments. 

Meals  in  the  restaurants  of  Soho 
tested  less  severely  the  pauper  guest 
masquerading  as  host.  But  to  them  one 
could  not  ask  rich  persons — nor  even 
poor  persons  unless  one  knew  them  very 
well.  Soho  is  so  uncertain  that  the  fare 
is  often  not  good  enough  to  be  palmed 
off  on  even  one’s  poorest  and  oldest 
friends.  A very  magnetic  host,  with  a 
great  gift  for  bluffing,  might,  no  doubt, 
even  in  Soho’s  worst  moments,  diffuse 
among  his  guests  a conviction  that  all 
was  of  the  best.  But  I never  was  good 
at  bluffing.  I had  always  to  let  food 
speak  for  itself.  “It’s  cheap”  was  the 
only  paean  that  in  Soho’s  bad  moments 
ever  occurred  to  me,  and  this  of  course 
I did  not  utter.  And  was  it  so  cheap, 
after  all?  Soho  induces  a certain  opti- 
mism. A bill  there  was  always  larger 
than  I had  thought  it  would  be. 

Eveiy  one,  even  the  richest  and  most 
munificent  of  men,  pays  much  by  check 
more  light-heartedly  than  he  pays  little 
in  specie.  In  Restaurants  I should  have 
liked  always  to  give  checks.  But  in  any 
restaurant  I was  so  much  more  often 
seen  as  guest  than  as  host  that  I never 
felt  sure  the  proprietor  would  trust  me. 
Only  in  my  club  did  I know  the  luxury, 
or  rather  the  painlessness,  of  entertain- 
ing by  check.  A check — especially  a club 
check,  supplied  for  the  use  of  members, 
not  a leaf  tom  out  of  his  own  book — 
makes  so  little  mark  on  any  man’s  imagi- 
nation. Offering  hospitality  in  any  club, 

I was  inwardly  calm.  If  my  guest  was  by 
nature  a guest,  I managed  to  forget  some- 
what that  I myself  was  a guest  by  nature. 

But  if  my  guest  was  a true  and  habitual 
host,  I did  feel  that  we  were  in  an  ab- 
surdly false  relation;  and  it  was  not 
without  difficulty  that  I could  restrain 
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myself  from  saying  to  him,  “This  is  all 
very  well,  you  know,  but — frankly : your 
place  is  at  the  head  of  your  own  table.” 

The  host  as  guest  is  far,  far  worse  than 
the  guest  as  host.  He  never  even  passes 
muster.  The  guest,  in  virtue  of  a certain 
hability  that  is  part  of  his  natural  equip- 
ment, can  more  or  less  ape  the  ways 
of  a host.  But  the  host,  with  his  more 
positive  temperament,  does  not  even 
attempt  the  graces  of  a guest.  By 
“graces”  1 do  not  mean  to  imply  any- 
thing artificial.  The  guest’s  manners  are, 
rather,  as  wild  flowers  springing  from 
good  rich  soil — the  soil  of  genuine  mod- 
esty and  gratitude.  He  honorably  wishes 
to  please  in  return  for  the  pleasure  he  is 
receiving.  He  wonders  that  people 
should  be  so  kind  to  him,  and,  without 
knowing  it,  is  very  kind  to  them.  But 
the  host,  as  1 said  earlier  in  this  essay, 
is  a guest  against  his  own  will.  That  is 
the  root  of  the  mischief.  He  feels  that  it 
is  more  blessed,  etc.,  and  that  he  is  con- 
ferring rather  than  accepting  a favor. 
He  does  not  adjust  himself.  He  forgets 
his  place.  He  leads  the  conversation. 
He  tries  genially  to  draw  you  out.  He 
never  comments  on  the  goodness  of  the 
wine.  He  looks  at  his  watch  abruptly 
and  says  he  must  be  off.  He  doesn’t  say 
he  has  had  a delightful  time.  In  fact, 
his  place  is  at  the  head  of  his  own  table. 

His  own  table,  over  hfs  own  cellar, 
under  his  own  roof — it  is  only  there  that 
you  see  him  at  his  best.  To  a club  or 
restaurant  he  may  sometimes  invite  you, 
but  not  there,  not  there,  my  child,  do 
you  get  the  full  savor  of  his  quality.  In 
life  or  literature  there  has  been  no  better 
host  than  Old  Wardle.  Appalling  though 
he  would  have  been  as  a guest  in  club  or 
restaurant,  it  is  hardly  less  painful  to 
think  of  him  as  a host  there.  At  Dingley 
Dell,  with  an  ample  gesture,  he  made 
you  free  of  all  that  was  his.  He  could 
not  have  given  you  a club  or  a restau- 
rant. Nor,  when  you  come  to  think  of 
it,  did  he  give  you  Dingley  Dell.  The 
place  remained  his.  None  knew  better 
than  Old  Wardle  that  this  was  so.  Hos- 
pitality, as  we  have  agreed,  is  not  one 


of  the  most  deep-rooted  instincts  in  man, 
whereas  the  sense  of  possession  certainly 
is.  Not  even  Old  Wardle  was  a com- 
munist. “This,”  you  may  tie  sure  he 
said  to  himself,  “is  my  roof,  these  are 
my  horses,  that’s  a picture  of  my  dear 
old  grandfather.”  And  “This,”  he 
would  say  to  us,  “is  my  roof:  sleep 
soundly  under  it.  These  are  my  horses : 
ride  them.  That’s  a portrait  of  my 
dear  old  grandfather:  have  a good  look 
at  it.”  But  he  did  not  ask  us  to  walk 
off  with  any  of  these  things.  Not  even 
what  he  actually  did  give  us  would  he 
regard  as  having  passed  out  of  his  pos- 
session. “That,”  he  would  muse,  if  we 
were  torpid  after  dinner,  “is  my  roast 
beef,”  and  “That,”  if  we  staggered  on 
the  way  to  bed,  “ is  my  cold  milk  punch.” 
“But  surely,”  you  interrupt  me,  “to 
give  and  then  not  feel  that  one  has  given 
is  the  very  best  of  all  ways  of  giving.” 

I agree.  I hoj>e  you  didn’t  think  I was 
trying  to  disparage  Old  Wardle.  1 was 
merely  keeping  my  promise  to  point  out 
that  from  among  the  motives  of  even 
the  best  hosts  pride  and  egoism  are  not 
absent. 

Every  virtue,  as  we  were  taught  in 
youth,  is  a mean  between  two  extremes; 
and  I think  any  virtue  is  the  better  un- 
derstood by  us  if  we  glance  at  the  vice 
.on  either  side  of  it.  1 take  it  that  the 
virtue  of  hospitality  stands  midway  be- 
tween churlishness  and  mere  ostenta- 
tion. Far  to  the  left  of  the  good  host 
stands  he  who  doesn’t  want  to  see  any- 
thing of  any  one;  far  to  the  right,  he 
who  wants  a horde  of  people  to  be  al- 
ways seeing  something  of  him.  1 con- 
jecture that  the  figure  on  the  left,  just 
discernible  through  my  field-glasses,  is 
that  of  old  Corin’s  master.  His  name  was 
never  revealed  to  us,  but  Corin’s  brief 
account  of  his  character  suffices.  “ Deeds 
of  hospitality”  is  a dismal  phrase  that 
could  have  occurred  only  to  the  servant 
of  a very  dismal  master.  Not  less  tell- 
tale is  Corin’s  idea  that  men  who  do 
these  “deeds”  do  them  only  to  save 
their  souls  in  the  next  world.  It  is  a pity 
Shakespeare  did  not  actually  bring 
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Conn’s  master  on  to  the  stage.  One 
would  have  liked  to  see  the  old  man 
genuinely  touched  by  the  charming  elo- 
quence of  Rosalind’s  appeal  for  a crust 
of  bread,  and  conscious  that  he  would 
probably  go  to  heaven  if  he  granted  it, 
and  yet  not  quite  able  to  grant  it.  Far 
away  though  he  stands  to  the  left  of  the 
good  host,  he  has  yet  something  in  com- 
mon with  that  third  person  discernible 
on  the  right — that  speck  yonder,  which 
1 believe  to  be  Lucullus.  Nothing  that 
we  know  of  Lucullus  suggests  that  he 
was  less  inhuman  than  the  churl  of 
Arden.  It  does  not  appear  that  he  had 
a single  friend,  or  that  he  wished  for 
one.  His  lavishness  was  indiscriminate 
except  in  that  he  entertained  only  the 
rich.  One  would  have  liked  to  dine  with 
him,  but  not  even  in  the  act  of  digestion 
could  one  have  felt  that  he  had  a heart. 
One  would  have  acknowledged  that  in 
all  the  material  resources  of  his  art  he 
was  a master,  and  also  that  he  practised 
his  art  for  sheer  love  of  it,  wishing  to  be 
admired  for  nothing  but  his  mastery, 
and  cocking  no  eye  on  any  of  those 
ulterior  objects  but  for  which  some  of 
the  most  prominent  hosts  would  not 
entertain  at  all.  But  the  very  fact  that 
he  was  an  artist  is  repulsive.  When 
hospitality  becomes  an  art  it  loses  its 
very  soul.  With  this  reflection  1 look 
away  from  Lucullus  and,  fixing  my  gaze 
on  the  middle  ground,  am  the  better 
able  to  appreciate  the  excellence  of  the 
figure  that  stands  before  me — the  figure 
of  Old  Wardle.  Some  pride  and  egoism 
in  that  capacious  breast,  yes,  but  a great 
heart  full  of  kindness,  and  ever  a warm 
spontaneous  welcome  to  the  stranger  in 
need  and  to  all  old  friends  and  young. 
Hark!  he  is  shouting  something.  He  is 
asking  us  both  down  to  Dingley  Dell. 
And  you  have  shouted  back  that  you 
will  be  delighted.  Ah,  did  I not  suspect 
from  the  first  that  you,  too,  were  per- 
haps a guest? 

But— I constrain  you  in  the  act  of 
rushing  off  to  pack  your  things — one 
moment:  this  essay  has  yet  to  be  fin- 


ished. We  have  yet  to  glance  at  those 
two  extremes  between  which  the  mean 
is  good  guestship.  Far  to  the  right  of 
the  good  guest,  we  descry  the  parasite; 
far  to  the  left,  the  churl  again.  Not  the 
same  churl,  perhaps.  We  do  not  know 
that  Corin’s  master  was  ever  sampled  as 
a guest.  I am  inclined  to  call  yonder 
speck  Dante — Dante  Alighieri,  of  whom 
we  do  know  that  he  received  during  his 
exile  much  hospitality  from  many  hosts 
and  repaid  them  by  writing  how  bitter 
was  the  bread  in  their  houses,  and  how 
steep  the  stairs  were.  To  think  of  dour 
Dante  as  a guest  is  less  dispiriting  only 
than  to  think  what  he  would  have  been 
as  a host  had  it  ever  occurred  to  him  to 
entertain  any  one  or  anything  except  a 
deep  regard  for  Beatrice;  and  one  turns 
with  positive  relief  to  have  a glimpse  of 
the  parasite — Mr.  Smurge,  I presume, 
“whose  gratitude  was  as  boundless  as 
his  appetite,  and  his  presence  as  un- 
sought as  it  appeared  to  be  inevitable.” 
But  now,  how  gracious  and  admirable  is 
the  central  figure — radiating  gratitude, 
but  not  too  much  of  it;  never  intrusive, 
ever  within  call;  full  of  dignity,  yet  all 
amenable;  quiet,  yet  lively;  never  echo- 
ing, ever  amplifying;  never  contradict- 
ing, but  often  lighting  the  way  to  truth; 
an  ornament,  an  inspiration,  anywhere. 

Such  is  he.  But  who  is  he?  It  is 
easier  to  confess  a defect  than  to  claim  a 
quality.  1 have  told  you  that  when  I 
lived  in  London  I was  nothing  as  a host; 
but  1 will  not  claim  to  have  been  a per- 
fect guest.  Nor  indeed  was  I.  I was  a 
good  one,  but,  looking  back,  1 see  myself 
not  quite  in  the  center — slightly  to  the 
left,  slightly  to  the  churlish  side.  I was 
rather  too  quiet,  and  I did  sometimes 
contradict.  And,  though  I always  liked 
to  be  invited  anywhere,  1 very  often 
preferred  to  stay  at  home.  If  any  one 
hereafter  shall  form  a collection  of  the 
notes  written  by  me  in  reply  to  invita- 
tions, 1 am  afraid  he  will  gradually  sup- 
pose me  to  have  been  more  in  request 
than  ever  I really  was,  and  to  have  been 
also  a great  invalid,  and  a great  traveler. 
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SKIM  the  pages  of  a diary  more  and 
more  languidly  filled  toward  Oc- 
tober; skim  the  record  of  how  one,  for- 
tified with  a gold-illumined  collegiate 
sheepskin,  assailed  a teacher’s  agency 
and  besought  a school,  very  far  away, 
and  most  scholastically  limited,  in  a 
country  as  wildly  free  as  might  be  com- 
patible with  educational  demands. 
Skim  over  the  days  when  one  left  home 
and  climbed  from  the  sunny  gardens  of 
the  coast,  through  warm  California  val- 
leys, up  into  the  purple  gorges  of  the 
high  Sierras,  through  blinking  miles  of 
snowsheds  and  out  and  far  beyond  where 
the  last  pines  dwindle  into  sage-brush — 
and  dropped  off,  at  last,  into  one  of  those 
railroad  towns  strung  along  double 
wires  across  the  desert,  like  lonely, 
rough-hewn  beads  of  a necklace,  just 
begun. 

But  turn  to  the  morning  when,  at 
sunup,  sandwiched  between  the  Brun- 
dels,  on  a wagon  loaded  with  supplies, 
one  trotted  briskly  out  of  the  back  door 
of  that  town,  by  the  Indian  huts  and 
the  tin-can  dump,  to  face  the  fresh  won- 
der of  vast  gray  spaces  and  far  barren 
horizons  and  a day’s  journey,  winding 
through  the  sage. 

Dusty  and  heat-shriveled  men  crawl- 
ing toward  elusive  water-holes  have 
hitherto  formed  my  vicarious  climatical 
associations  with  the  desert.  I take  off 
my  dust-cloak  and  wind  it  about  my 
throat;  I double  my  veil  over  my  face; 
they  wrap  a piece  of  canvas  about  me — 
and  I grow'  colder.  Five  miles,  and  they 
have  plastered  me,  fore  and  aft,  with  a 
copy  of  The  Elko  Whirl. 

Says  Mrs.  Brundel,  who  is  hospitably 
inclined,  but  a Swede  and  a pessimist, 
“Whv  you  left  God’s  country  and  come 


up  here—”  and  gives  my  idiosyncrasy 
up,  with  a violent  rubbing  of  the  long 
and  pointed  nose  that  juts  out  from 
the  black  shawl  about  her  face.  Mrs. 
Brundel  is  small  and  grim  and  her 
manner  toward  man  is  compounded  of 
admonition  and  reproach;  but  she 
sometimes  permits  her  piercing  eye  to 
convey  a hint  of  indulgent  humor, 
accompanied  vocally  by  a strident, 
“Aw,  get  out!”  Mr.  Brundel  has  ap- 
parently rounded  up  what  rebellions 
may  have  surged  within  him  during 
thirty  years  of  matrimony,  to  a condi- 
tion of  mellowed  resignation  wherein  the 
semblance  of  independence  is  main- 
tained by  an  occasional  nicely  modu- 
lated drooping  of  his  left  upper  eyelid. 

Twenty  miles,  and  we  reach  the  shack 
of  an  uncouth  derelict  wdth  a kindly  skill 
in  administering  hot  coffee;  the  shack, 
like  myself,  is  plastered  with  news- 
papers, and  for  the  same  reason.  It  is 
here  that  Mr.  Brundel  discovers  within 
himself  resources  of  initiative  and  gal- 
lantry. It  is  here  that  he  takes  mas- 
terly charge  of  my  benumbed  feet  and 
for  them  devises  strange  wrappings  of 
gunny  sacks  and  hay-rope.  He  becomes 
naively  proud  of  this  achievement,  and 
at  intervals  through  the  long  winter 
evenings,  when  his  gaze  fixes  on  me  over 
his  pipe  and  then  is  submerged  by  a 
series  of  chuckles  and  winks,  I know 
W'hat  reminiscence  approaches:  “Say, 
well,  they  worked,  them  California  over- 
shoes, didn’t  they?  Poor  little  tender- 
foot! They  kept  you  fine  and  warm, 
didn’t  they,  schoolmarm?” 

School  marm!  I can  still  hear  the 
painfully  subdued  whisper  in  which 
Mrs.  Brundel  endeavors  to  impress  upon 
him  her  decision  as  to  my  name’s  pro- 
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nunciation.  In  mercy,  I abjure  that 
name.  I become  just  “schoolmarm,” 
and  one  more  emphasis  is  laid  upon  my- 
self, at  play,  in  some  strange  rdle,  un- 
folding. 

“That’s  a grand  house,  ain’t  it,  school- 
marm?  I don’t  never  expect  to  have  no 
house  like  that.”  A dreadful  villa-thing 
confronts  me,  thirty  miles  from  any- 
where, stuck  over  with  cupolas  and  sim- 
ulated turrets,  festooned  with  scroll- 
work and  painted  a violent  pink!  I re- 
strain the  equally  violent  denunciation 
with  which  I would  champion  the  soul 
of  harmony  to  heed  Mrs.  Brimdel’s 
remarks  concerning  the  perpetrator  of 
this  outrage.  She  had  come  from  Nor- 
way, at  sixteen,  it  seems,  to  work  on  the 
railroad  with  her  husband,  until  they 
had  saved  enough  to  buy  a few  cattle 
and  to  build  a log  cabin  for  a desert 
station.  But  this  was  a mere  detail  of 
her  early  career.  Why,  Mrs.  Brundel 
herself  had  followed  her  husband,  grub- 
bing up  each  separate  root  of  sage  to 
make  their  meadows,  and  had  fought 
through  fire  and  drought  and  life  and 
death  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  but, 
unlike  this  gallant  Norsewoman,  she 
had  never  achieved  eight  sons.  I gather, 
from  the  gloomy  gusto  of  her  narrative, 
that  it  was  this  woman’s  custom  to  stop 
scrubbing  the  floor  and  produce  a son  as 
early  as  possible  in  the  morning,  relax 
for  a moment,  welcome  the  new-comer, 
finish  the  floor,  take  a little  time  off, 
during  the  day,  for  setting-up  exercises, 
such  as  walking  six  miles  to  drive  the 
cows  home,  and  then  prepare  a good, 
hearty  meal  with  which  to  greet  her 
husband  and  the  evening  stage.  “And 
never  too  tired  to  help  a neighbor,” 
sighed  Mrs.  Brundel.  And  never  so 
hard  pressed,  I infer,  but  that  she  had 
clung  to  vague,  contrastive  hopes  and 
fixed  them,  with  prosperity,  upon  a 
house  as  luridly  roseate,  as  flippant  and 
fluffy,  as  a house  may  be. 

Logs  and  clay,  I am  glad  to  hear,  form 
the  tiny  grouping  of  the  Brundel  ranch 
and  my  three  months’  home,  just  visible 
now  across  the  dusk.  It  lies  far  up  near 
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the  foot  of  the  purple-tawny  mountains 
toward  which,  like  a motionless  sea,  the 
desert  undulates.  Night,  and  the  crash- 
ing and  splashing  through  creek  willows; 
pauses  to  unwire  gates;  a sense  of  black, 
still  masses  looming  upon  us,  but  only 
the  corralled  stacks  of  winter  feed;  of 
dark,  slow-stirring  cattle  shapes;  of  bare 
meadows  and  jolting  ditches;  of  tired 
horses  stumbling  on  the  trail  to  shelter; 
and  then,  my  first  knowledge  of  falling 
snow,  like  the  touch  of  stealthy  fingers. 

Joe  Brundel’s  nose,  unlike  his  moth- 
er’s, has  not  grown  up.  And  I suspect 
it  never  will.  His  eyes  are  very  blue 
and  meet  mine  with  a speculative  diffi- 
dence in  which  I find  no  trace  of  joyous 
anticipation.  I may  be  self-congratu- 
latory at  the  assurance  that  the  winter 
weather  conditions  will  be  too  severe  for 
gathering  in  what  scattered  supply  of 
children  the  district  has  produced,  but 
I sympathize  with  the  man-boy  who 
must,  therefore,  receive  my  concen- 
trated attention.  And  I am  conscious 
of  how  appallingly  my  entrance  must 
emphasize  his  doom,  as  monstrously  pro- 
portioned, because  of  strange  swathings, 

I advance  on  him  with  the  stately  bus- 
kined tread  occasioned  by  muffling  gunny 
sacks.  Poor  Joe ! buffeted  between  stri- 
dent admonitions  to  mind  his  chores  or 
me!  When  I sometimes  shiver  out  of 
the  state  bedroom  and  across  the  bleak 
state  parlor,  to  procure  a pitcher  of  hot 
water  from  the  tank  in  the  kitchen  stove, 

I am  glad  to  see  him,  through  the  door 
of  his  dark  cubby-hole,  wrapped,  like  a 
big  cocoon,  in  coyote  skins  and  peace. 

My  room  looks  out  on  three  stripped 
and  alien  alders  and  a garden  of  yellow 
rye-grass,  bent  double  under  snow  crys- 
tals, toward  which  deluded  cattle  are 
forever  straying  and  then  staring  pessi- 
mistically; and  beyond  it,  on  the  ditch, 
a coyote  comes  at  dawn  and  sits,  with 
ears  pointed  cunningly  forward,  and  an 
almost  kittenish  gracility  of  forepaw, 
ready  to  scoop  up  any  careless  field- 
mouse. 

Mrs.  Brundel’s  apartment  is  a dim, 
mysterious  place  where  precious  eggs 
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are  kept,  from  freezing,  under  the  bed. 
But  lest  I have  led  you  to  infer  that  she 
scorns  all  concession  to  feminine  charm, 
let  me  state  that,  though  her  forehead 
may  wander  far  back  into  her  hair,  there 
is  permitted  a tight  curl  on  either  tem- 
ple, and  the  tongs  whereby  those  curls 
exist  are  clamped  into  the  steer’s  tail 
that  holds  the  family  comb  over  the 
wash-basin  in  the  kitchen. 

On  the  walls  of  that  kitchen  hang 
heavy  coats  and  shaggy  chaparejos,  and 
overshoes  send  little  streams  along  the 
well-scrubbed  floor  to  the  accompani- 
ment of  womanly  sbrieks  and  allusions 
to  the  handy  broom.  Particularly  if  it 
has  been  wash-day,  when  woolens  hang, 
stiff  and  frozen,  between  the  alders,  until 
one  could  break  off  an  arm  or  a leg  as 
one  breaks  a cracker.  There’s  the 
coffee-mill  that  heralds  the  icy  dawn, 
and  in  tin  cans  along  the  window  are 
half-frozen  stalks  of  treasured  geranium 
whose  least  dry  abortive  bud  sends  Mrs. 
Brundel  into  shrills  of  anticipation. 

I shake  out  the  pellets  of  dry  clay 
which  the  woodrats  scatter  down  on  my 
coiffure  (which  means  one  braid  wound 
dose  in  defiance  of  jolting  broncos). 
The  roof  of  the  log  school-house  is  braced 
across  with  tree-trunks,  on  which  are 
laid  rows  of  willow  saplings,  packed  with 
straw,  and  all  through  the  straw  are  their 
nests. 

“I  never  went  to  no  school  but  one 
day  in  my  life — and  then  the  teacher 
wasn’t  there,”  so  says  my  hostess.  For 
this  reason,  if  for  no  other,  the  teacher 
must  always  be  there  for  her  son.  So 
every  morning  at  five  that  son  rides  out 
and  drives  twenty  horses  into  the  corral 
and  cuts  out  two  therefrom  for  educa- 
tional purposes.  Every  morning  at 
eight,  cheered  on  by  my  host  and  trus- 
tee, amid  Mrs.  Bnmdel’s  last  exhorta- 
tions for  Joe  to  guard  me,  firmly  grasp- 
ing the  reins,  the  mane,  the  saddle-horn, 
and  a tin  lard-bucket  full  of  steak  sand- 
wiches, I mount. 

Tlie  fascinations,  albeit  sometimes 
painful,  of  that  rakish  Baldo!  It  is  a 
horse  I sing,  a lustrous-eyed  Indian  cow- 


pony.  Pouting  and  shrugging,  chubby 
in  his  new  winter  coat,  he  starts  out  for 
school,  repeating  all  the  tricks  that  he 
has  discovered  most  annoy  me : he  heads 
for  large  bushes  that  catch  and  drag  off 
my  stirrups;  he  implies  piteous  thirst 
at  every  ditch  and  plunges  at  the  water 
with  noisy  gasps;  he  exhibits  intentions 
of  hysterical  collapse  when  a twig  crac- 
kles or  a sage-hen  whirs  out  of  the  brush; 
dawdling,  twitching,  dragging,  he  is 
tethered,  eventually,  in  the  willows  be- 
hind the  school-house,  stamping  with 
disgust  and  impervious  to  blandishment. 
But  coming  home ! Who  so  gay,  so  des- 
perately gay,  as  Baldo  ? Paws  the  air 
in  his  impatience  to  be  through  gates; 
loathes  water,  loathes,  alas!  even  wet- 
ting his  little  hoofs,  and  takes  every 
ditch  at  a jump;  develops  a spasmodic 
streak  of  duty  at  the  sight  of  a stray 
steer  on  the  homeward  line  and  heads 
briskly  for  it,  nipping  at  its  flanks  and 
sending  it  gallumping;  and  then,  with 
a snort,  grips  the  bit  and  is  off  straight 
and  true  for  his  stable  door.  His  feet 
come  together  with  unyielding  deter- 
mination before  it  and  his  eye  fixes 
thereon,  glassy  and  unbudging.  But 
when  the  good  little  thing  has  plunged 
his  head  into  his  feed  he  rolls  his  great, 
innocent,  brown  eyes  about  at  me  for 
one  brief  moment.  I wish  he  could 
sleep  at  the  foot  of  my  bed. 

Six  miles  from  the  Brundel  ranch  our 
temple  lies,  in  the  midst  of  kine  and 
calves,  of  stately  bulls  and  frisky  year- 
lings, that  preserve  a pleasing  aloofness, 
except  when  a curious  and  excitable  cow 
strolls  up  and  punches  in  a pane  of  the 
window.  It  did,  indeed! 

Men  ride  down  upon  our  herd  some- 
times to  separate  them  for  the  long  drive 
to  the  railroad.  But  I note  that  Joe 
keeps  out  of  sight  during  the  proceed- 
ings, all  his  seventeen  years  protestant 
and  humiliated,  I surmise,  at  being  shut 
up  with  a teacher  and  at  a desk  far  too 
small  for  him. 

I infer,  furthermore,  that  high-school 
in  town,  which  is  our  presumable  edu- 
cational objective,  holds  for  him  but  one 
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possibility  of  solace,  in  that,  its  doom 
fulfilled,  he  shall  have  acquired  the 
promised  trophy  of  a gold  watch! 

“Well,  but,  Joey,  if  you’ll  try  and 
not  say  ‘’ain’t  got  no,’  and  ‘favorite,* 
and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  you  know — 
I’ll  trade  you  this  minute,  and  for  while 
I’m  here,  my  gold  ancestral  timepiece.” 
Oh,  brave  attempts  at  nonchalantly 
subduing  joy,  and,  oh,  when  we  pass  a 
stray  rider,  what  meticulous  inquiries  as 
to  the  time  and  what  proud  flashing  of 
gold!  Joe  has  taken,  of  late,  to  wearing 
a highly  distinctive  silk  handkerchief 
knotted,  buckayro-like,  under  one  ear. 
But  he  seems  to  like  mine  better,  so  we 
also  effect  another  trade,  uncursed  by 
the  necessity  for  grammatical  vigilance. 

There  are  legitimate  ways  of  escaping 
school.  There  is  Election  Day,  when 
the  halls  of  learning  are  resigned  to  vast- 
er purposes.  But  it  is  upon  the  morn- 
ing after  I would  dwell. 

There  are  perhaps  thirty  voters. 
Thirty  bottles,  diffused  over  large  areas, 
do  not  seem  to  call  for  comment.  But, 
concentrated,  they  may  impress.  Of 
course,  some  do  maintain  that  even  in 
the  bitterest  season  ever  known  (it  al- 
ways is)  a sip  of  cold  water,  accompanied 
by  deep-breathing  exercises,  keeps  one 
warm  and  fit  for  duty;  but  I know  it  to 
be  a fact  that  the  water  in  ^he  school- 
house  freezes  overnight,  and  that  to 
procure  fresh  you  must  go  through  the 
drifts  at  least  three  blocks  to  the  hole 
in  the  river,  and  then  you  are  liable  to 
find  that  hole  covered. 

Bottles,  unbelievable  bottles,  unbe- 
lievable sizes,  shapes,  and  remnant 
odors;  bottles,  cigar  butts,  sample  bal- 
lots; bottles,  half  concealing  themselves, 
a few,  under  the  school-house,  but 
mostly  a shameless  lot,  prostrate  upon 
the  snow  or  clinging  rakishly  to  the  in- 
terstices of  the  logs  and  empty — exceed- 
ingly empty. 

We  collect  them,  Joe  and  I,  %nd  ar- 
range them  upon  the  river-bank  in  a 
long  and  single  file.  The  next  day  we 
bring  the  twenty-two  rifle  and  plenty  of 
ammunition.  Carrie  Nation  of  the 


Sage-brush — just  a bit  late!  And  every 
spring,  when  the  snow  melts  under 
the  sun,  a peculiar  radiance  scintillates 
from  that  spot,  a powdered  and  silvery 
glory. 

But  we  really  do  work  with  a conscien- 
tious, if  slightly  ironic,  eye  upon  the 
official  schedule.  After  the  horses  are 
tethered  in  the  willows  and  the  fire- 
wood is  chopped,  and  the  stove  begins 
its  feeble  pretense  of  contending  with 
the  cold,  I put  a cross  after  a name  in 
the  register,  to  solemnize  prompt  at- 
tendance, and  we  draw  two  of  the  little 
desks  close  to  the  stove  and,  huddled  in 
our  overcoats,  hold  a percentage  session, 
and  I recall  from  my  own  school-days 
many  strange  arithmetical  things  and, 
for  the  first  time,  come  near  to  under- 
standing them.  The  masculine  half  of 
us  is  inclined  to  sharpen  pencils  and 
sigh  gustily,  and  has  to  be  sternly  re- 
garded. But  on  the  whole  he  is  touch- 
ingly patient  with  his  jailer. 

We  register  attendance,  these  bitter 
mornings,  by  knocking  a mold  of  ice 
from  the  water-bucket  and  adding  it, 
with  a nice  eye  for  symmetry,  to  the 
unmelting  crop  about  the  school-house 
door.  The  river  we  must  cross  has 
sheeted  hard  and  glassy,  and  the 
meadow  marshes  freeze  broader  and 
deeper,  until  one’s  craven  mind  recalls 
them  as  the  first  thought  of  each  frigid 
awakening.  Spirit  of  the  lusty  matron 
of  the  pink  house,  sustain  me;  spirit  of 
the  widow  who  broke  her  own  broncos 
until  one  of  them  broke  her,  uphold  me, 
and  also  uphold  Baldo,  when  his  feet 
slide  and  his  legs  cross  like  sawbucks 
with  the  rickets! 

Perils  survived,  the  blessed  relief  of 
that  last  spurt  across  the  softer  snow 
into  the  fiery  heart  of  the  four-o’clock 
sunset  and  home!  Huddled  under  the 
open  sheds,  a strange  bread-line  awaits 
me;  four  dozen  chickens,  two  great  hogs, 
three  joyful  dogs,  a cat  shaking  velvet 
paws;  they  advance,  one  hundred  and 
eight  bright  eyes  fixed  upon  my  tin 
lunch-bucket  where  the  crusts  rattle  so 
enticingly — all  but  the  one-legged  pul- 
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let,  who  stands,  proud  and  aloof,  under 
the  shed,  for  she  knows  I always  save 
the  choicest  morsel  for  her. 

If,  on  our  way  home,  we  see  hungry 
cattle  pushing  between  weakened  wires, 
regardless  of  the  barbs,  and  tearing  and 
trampling  upon  the  hoarded  feed,  must 
we  not  take  a day  off  and  mend  hay- 
corrals,  Joe  and  I — since  father  is  riding 
fence  for  horses?  In  three  months  there 
are  Saturdays  in  which  mere  lessons  can 
be  made  up  before  the  kitchen  stove. 
Are  not  the  calves  to  be  weaned  and 
fires  kept  lit  in  the  cellar  on  the  oppo- 
site hill,  that  the  potatoes  may  not 
freeze  in  their  winter  quarters?  Have 
we  not  trained  the  little  flock  of  sheep 
to  eat  dried  beef  from  our  hands? 

To-day  the  idea  occurred  to  me  that, 
after  three  months  of  allegiance  to  Bal- 
do’s  convexities,  I might  be  fated  to 
bear  for  evermore  the  anatomical  in- 
signia of  a cavalryman.  With  some 
notion  of  energetic  counteraction,  and 
in  spite  of  the  dazed  protests  of  the 
Brundels,  I decided  to  walk  the  four 
miles  to  the  river  station  for  my  mail. 

“ Couldn’t  she  even  lend  you  a horse?” 
inquires,  with  dark  significance,  the  lady 
who  keeps  that  station.  I may  mention 
that  there  is  a feud  on  between  herself 
and  Mrs.  Brundel,  instigated  by  a dif- 
ference of  opinion  as  to  the  logical  place 
for  a schoolmarm  to  board.  I,  however, 
am  accepted  as  one  more  to  be  pitied 
than  blamed.  I am  regaled  with  a com- 
petitive meal  and  offered  a mount  for 
my  return.  I was  tired  I wanted  it, 
but  loyalty  forbade  my  so  affronting  the 
Brundels  or  Baldo.  So  back  I trudge, 
intent  upon  my  letters. 

It  is  interesting  to  note  how  small  one 
can  feel,  on  foot,  in  the  cattle  desert; 
it  is  exceedingly  interesting  to  study,  on 
the  level,  and  from  a distance  of  not 
more  than  ten  paces,  the  action  of  a 
particularly  large  bull.  With  what  a 
virile  heave  of  mighty  shoulder  he  rises, 
how  efficiently  he  concentrates  his 
gaze. 

Now  I will  not  be  bullied;  no  low- 
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swinging  head,  no  mean,  red-glinting 
eye  shall  make  me  swerve  from  my 
ideals  of  womanly  dignity.  I shall  not 
even  stop  the  obvious  perusal  of  my 
mail.  I may,  it  is  true,  calculate  with 
the  tail  of  my  eye  my  distance  from  the 
barbed-wire  fence;  I may,  in  fact,  subtly 
accelerate  my  pace  toward  it — 

I do  not  expect  to  be  believed,  but 
there,  on  the  other  side  of  that  fence, 
was  another  bull,  a big,  dirty-white  one, 
going  through  exactly  the  same  maneu- 
vers as  bis  compatriot. 

When  confronted  by  a bull,  I may 
authoritatively  state  that  the  best  course 
of  action  is  neither  to  stand  pat  and, 
when  that  awful  head  charges,  leap  and 
hang  onto  it  like  a burr,  nor  yet,  in  case 
of  a co-operative  attack  like  this,  to 
cling  under  the  lowest  strand  of  fence 
and  let  them  use  you  temporarily  as  a 
punching-bag,  in  the  hope  that  they 
may  eventually  gore  each  other,  but 
simply  to  raise  your  head  and  hear, 
simultaneously  with  the  first  prelimin- 
ary bullish  groan,  a beautiful  shout, 
simply  to  turn  your  eyes  and  see,  dash- 
ing down,  his  arms  outspread  like  the 
wings  of  an  angel,  Joey  on  Baldo. 

Oh,  Joey,  caballero,  vaquero,  buck- 
ayro,  and  buckaroo!  Oh,  Joey!  it  is  I 
who  now  stare,  and  at  you,  with  diffi- 
dence and  awe!  And,  oh,  Baldo!  who 
grinds  his  teeth  and  gnashes  at  gallump- 
ing  bull  flanks! 

Joey  shall  keep  the  gold  watch,  yea, 
though  it  happens  to  belong  to  my 
mother!  And  for  Baldo — get  out  the 
catalogues — Baldo  shall  have  buttons 
for  his  bridle  straps,  practical  leather 
for  school-days,  shiny  silver  for  Sundays, 
and,  for  bull-baiting  times,  lovely  crys- 
tal things  as  big  as  butter-plates,  with 
the  picture  of  a noble  horse  inclosed. 

A last  drive  at  dawn  to  meet  the  stage, 
a last  clinging  to  friends  found  and  lost, 
and  again — oh,  Joe!  now  grown  to  a 
man — fate  under  alien  skies — a glimpse 
of  a boy  waiting  still  and  dark  against 
the  winter  sun,  until  one  has  dipped 
below  the  sage-brush  waves  toward 
home. 
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JTO  ALMOST  ANY  EMPLOYER 

BY  JOHN  PALMER  GAVIT 

WITH  the  keenest  interest  I heard 
last  night  at  the  Chamber  of 
Commerce  dinner  your  remarks  about 
the  relations  between  employer  and  em- 
ployee; especially  what  you  said  about 
“ close  bargaining  ” in  what  you  described 
as  “the  purchase  of  that  commodity 
known  as  ‘labor.’”  No  doubt  you  re- 
member your  saying  that  you  were  just 
as  keenly  economical  in  the  purchase  of 
that  “ commodity  ” as  in  the  purchase  of 
coal,  machine-oil,  tool-steel,  or  any  other 
equipment  or  supplies  for  your  business. 
You  said,  too,  in  another  connection, 
that  you  expected  to  get  a good  return 
for  your  money;  that  you  insisted  upon 
“delivery  of  the  goods”  in  respect  of 
labor,  as  much  as  in  respect  of  “any 
other  raw  material.” 

Well,  I have  been  thinking  about  what 
you  said,  and  some  things  that  I find  in 
my  mind  it  seems  worth  while  to  say  to 
you,  in  hope  that  you  will  think  them 
over,  and  over,  and  over.  Shifting  one’s 
point  of  view  sometimes  helps  to  clarify 
one’s  sight,  and  I am  asking  you  to  look 
at  this  business  for  a moment  from  where 
I sit. 

I could  see  that  you  set  great  store  by 
your  capacity  for  “bargaining,”  and 
for  “ salesmanship.”  I have  great  admi- 
ration for  your  amazing  ability  in  certain 
aspects  of  business.  Y ou  have  the  finan- 
cial attestation  of  that  ability  in  your 
bank-account  and  in  the  increasing  cap- 
ital behind  your  enterprise.  I shall  try 
to  talk  in  terms  of  business — “bargain- 
ing” and  “salesmanship.” 

I dare  say  that  in  the  purchase  of 
things — machinery  and  supplies,  fuel  and 
raw  material — for  as  much  less  than 


their  worth  as  possible,  “ bargaining  ” is 
a virtue;  though  there  may  be  something 
to  be  said  on  the  other  side  of  that  ques- 
tion. From  my  point  of  view  it  is  impos- 
sible to  separate  coal,  for  instance,  at  the 
point  of  ultimate  delivery  and  consump- 
tion, from  the  question  of  the  lives  of 
the  men  who  dig  it  out  of  the  farthest 
corner  of  the  mine.  A human  being  has 
no  business  making  himself  comfortable 
with  coal  at  such  a price  as  to  deny  de- 
cent life — to  say  nothing  of  comfort — to 
those  who  produce  the  coal  and  get  it  to 
his  fireside. 

However  that  be,  in  the  direct  pur- 
chase of  flesh-and-blood,  and  with  it  (if 
you  want  them,  as  I suppose  you  do) 
those  imponderable,  spiritual  qualities 
that  are  more  essential  parts  of  people 
than  are  their  bones  and  organs — loy- 
alty, devotion,  enthusiasm,  ambition, 
and  esprit  de  corps — I think  that  “bar- 
gaining,” in  the  ordinary  sense,  in  the 
sense  in  which  you  so  particularly 
stressed  the  word,  is  not  a virtue,  but  a 
vice.  Indeed,  in  the  way  in  which  it  is 
generally  practised  by  employers,  and 
much  more  by  those  who  represent  them 
in  contact  with  the  human  beings  known 
as  “labor,”  it  simply  isn't  bargaining. 

You  would  be  the  first  to  say  that  it 
was  no  bargain  at  all  unless  the  pur- 
chaser got  what  he  paid  for.  Poor  stuff  is 
not  cheap,  no  matter  how  low  the  price 
at  which  you  get  it.  This  is  particularly 
true  of  persons  whom  one  employs.  If  all 
you  get  is  the  physical  presence  of  the 
employee  during  certain  fixed  hours 
measured  by  a time-clock;  if  you  don’t 
acquire  also  the  service  of  his  mind  and 
heart,  you  are  wasting  your  money. 
Your  economy,  so  far  as  he  is  concerned, 
is  not  economy  at  all,  but  the  worst  kind 
of  extravagance.  You  have  bought,  as 
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it  were,  an  inferior  machine,  which  occu- 
pies the  space  and  goes  through  the 
motions  of  a good  one,  and  which  no 
amount  of  repairs  or  shifting  about  will 
make  efficient.  It  is  worse  than  that, 
usually,  because  if,  as  he  goes  about  his 
job,  he  has  in  his  heart  a continuing 
discontent,  a feeling  that  he  has  got 
the  worst  of  the  initial  “bargain,”  he 
is  an  active  center  of  infection,  so  to 
speak,  operating  to  undermine  the 
morale  of  the  whole  place. 

A bargain  is,  after  all,  a two-handled 
thing.  It’s  as  broad  as  it  is  long.  It  is 
just  as  legitimate  for  one  party  to  “jew 
down”  as  the  other.  If  it  is  legitimate 
for  the  employer  to  “buy”  labor  for  as 
little  as  possible  of  wages  and  the  things 
that  go  with  and  are  even  more  impor- 
tant than  wages,  why  isn’t  it  equally 
legitimate  for  the  employee  to  buy  his 
wages,  his  job,  for  as  little  as  possible  of 
labor  and  the  spirit  that  makes  labor 
worth  getting?  Where,  in  such  a trans- 
action, is  there  any  place  for  loyalty  and 
enthusiasm? 

Consider  it  from  the  point  of  view  of 
“ salesmanship.”  The  basic  secret  of  real 
salesmanship  is  to  make  the  other  fellow 
feel  that  the  ideas  you  have  given  him 
are  his  own;  that  he  not  only  needs  what 
you  have  sold  to  him,  but  that  it  per- 
fectly fills  his  need  from  every  reason- 
able standpoint.  If  you  don’t  leave  him 
with  that  feeling,  you  haven’t  “sold” 
him.  You  may  have  his  money,  but  it 
has  cost  you  more  than  it  is  worth.  “A 
satisfied  customer  is  the  best  advertise- 
ment.” You  said  that  yourself. 

Never  forget  that  the  man  or  woman 
who  has  bought  your  money  with  his 
labor  in  an  employment  transaction  is 
just  as  much  and  as  truly  your  customer 
as  the  one  who  comes  in  to  buy  a piece  of 
furniture  or  a quantity  of  cloth  for  so 
much  cash.  The  big  difference  is  that  in 
the  purchase  of  employment  a human 
being  is  selling  to  you  something  infi- 
nitely more  important  and  more  precious 
to  him  than  the  money  you  pay  him  is  to 
you.  He  is  selling  you  his  life,  his  best 
years,  the  hours  and  enthusiasm  he 


would  much  prefer  to  devote  to  some 
purpose  of  his  own.  Especially  if  he  be 
young  and  ambitious,  he  comes  to  invest 
his  whole  being  in  your  enterprise;  it  is 
an  event  of  great  moment  to  him,  even 
though  it  be  less  than  an  incident  to  you. 

More  than  that — in  the  case  of  a sale 
of  goods,  the  customer  goes  away,  satis- 
fied or  dissatisfied,  as  the  case  may  be; 
very  likely  you  never  will  hear  from  him 
again;  but  the  fellow  who  has  “bought  a 
job  ” has  become  a member  of  the  fam- 
ily; he  is  going  to  live  right  in  the  house 
with  you,  and  his  satisfaction  or  dissatis- 
faction is  made  up  not  only  of  the  cash 
in  his  pay-envelope,  but  of  what  hap- 
pens to  him  and  his  associates,  and  in 
their  presence  or  within  their  knowledge, 
from  day  to  day.  If  the  transaction  is 
satisfactory,  if  the  relation  begins  and 
continues  to  be  a happy  one,  you  have 
gained  for  the  House  not  only  a devoted 
friend  and  admirer,  but  an  advertising- 
force  which,  within  and  without,  will 
have  a more  potent  influence  than  any 
chance  customer  mildly  satisfied  with  a 
mere  purchase  of  material  product. 

The  folly  of  most,  or  at  least  of  very 
many  employers,  who  regard  labor  as  a 
“commodity,”  is  that  they  get  a dis- 
satisfied employee  right  at  the  start. 
The  employee  feels  at  the  outset  that  he 
has  been  trapped,  “bought,”  in  a shrewd 
and  ruthless  bit  of  “bargaining”  in 
which  his  necessity  has  put  him  at  a 
disadvantage.  He  never  even  begins  to 
be  loyal;  the  human  relation  has  been 
destroyed  before  ever  it  had  a chance  to 
bud.  He  does  not  get  the  feeling  of 
having  been  initiated  into  a fellowship  of 
which  he  is  to  be  an  enthusiastic  mem- 
ber, with  a stake  in  the  common  effort, 
an  interest  in  its  success  and  prestige. 
He  comes  to  you  for  just  so  much  money 
— all  he  can  pry  out  of  you — because  he 
has  to;  he  will  work  in  the  same  indif- 
ferent or  grudging  spirit  by  the  tick  of 
the  time-clock,  and  leave  your  employ 
the  very  minute  he  can  see  a chance  to 
get  a little  more.  He  will  leave  you  on 
the  run  to  get  into  a place  where  he  can 
get  something  more  than  money. 
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The  employer  who  sees  in  “labor” 
nothing  but  a “commodity,”  and  in  the 
employment  transaction  nothing  but  a 
purchase  and  sale,  like  the  purchase  and 
sale  of  coal  or  steel,  is  justifying  this 
sort  of  spirit.  He  is  more  than  justifying 
it — he  is  exemplifying  it,  for  the  spirit  is 
his  own.  And  that  spirit  on  the  part  of 
employers,  and  of  their  representatives 
who  deal  directly  with  the  human  factor 
in  industry,  has  done  and  is  doing  more 
to  create  and  aggravate  class  hostility 
than  all^the  preaching  of  all  the  agi- 
tators. 

The  only  honest  function  of  a “bar- 
gain” is  to  simmer  down  to  the  real 
values.  It  isn’t  an  honest  bargain  unless 
both  parties  are  reasonably  satisfied. 
The  man  on  either  side  who  wants  to  get 
either  goods  or  labor  for  less  than  they 
are  really  worth  is  a thief  in  his  heart, 
for  stealing  is  the  desire  to  get  something 
for  nothing.  In  the  relation  between 
employer  and  employee,  the  wages  are 
only  a part  of  it.  Satisfaction  with  that 
kind  of  a transaction  is  a thing  that  must 
be  taken  care  of  from  day  to  day.  The 
spirit  of  the  individual  employee  and  the 
groups  of  employees  toward  the  em- 
ployer and  his  establishment  is  a subtle 
thing,  made  up  of  very  small  matters. 
It  is  terribly  true  that  it  is  “little  drops 
of  water,  little  grains  of  sand,”  that 
“make  the  mighty  ocean  and  the  pleas- 
ant land.”  And  an  impression  once 
fixed  is  very  difficult  to  change;  a bad 
impression  is  far  more  durable  than  a 
good  one.  A reputation  for  good  treat- 
ment or  bad  treatment,  for  good  condi- 
tions or  bad  in  an  establishment,  lives 
long  after  the  facts  change. 

High  wages  and  comfortable  condi- 
tions may  keep  a man  or  woman  working 
for  an  employer  for  whom  he  has  no 
respect;  but  there  are  some  things  that 
no  money  or  material  benefits  or  sur- 
roundings will  pay  for,  just  as  there  are 
spiritual  conditions  that  keep  people 
happy  and  loyal  even  when  the  pay, 
considered  by  itself,  is  insufficient.  The 
man  who  knows  how  to  win  and  keep 
the  respect  and  affection  of  those  under 


him;  who  insists  upon  the  same  spirit 
in  his  subordinates  who  have  the  power 
to  “hire  and  fire”;  who  gets  and  holds, 
directly  and  indirectly,  throughout  his 
establishment  the  reputation  for  con- 
science, honesty,  just  and  considerate 
treatment  of  his  fellow-workers — some- 
thing more  and  finer  than  mere  “fair 
play” — does  not  need  to  worry  about 
their  loyalty.  Generally  speaking,  he 
could  not  chase  them  away  with  a 
gun. 

Very  likely  you  will  regard  all  this  as 
the  theories  of  an  amiable  but  imprac- 
tical idealist — applicable  only  in  some 
remote  millennium.  Maybe  so;  but  I 
have  the  conviction  that  they  are  so  very 
practical  and  timely  that  without  the 
big  truth  that  underlies  what  I have  said, 
“business  ability”  is  one-legged,  falls 
short,  and  in  the  long  run  will  fail,  espe- 
cially in  the  coming  days  when  more  and 
more  the  old  ways  of  handling  men  and 
women  in  industry  will  become  as  ex- 
tinct as  the  dodo. 

MOTHER  GOOSE,  PROPAGANDIST 

BY  DON  MARQUIS 

MOTHER  GOOSE  has  never  had 
the  recognition  which  she  deserves 
for  the  part  she  has  played  in  making  the 
world  unsafe  for  anti-democracy. 

A young  fellow  who  will  be  four  years 
old  by  the  time  he  is  half  a year  older, 
asked  me  the  other  day  just  what  a 
crown  is.  I explained  that  it  is  a style  of 
head-dress  affected  by  kings,  in  their 
more  formal  and  regal  moods  and  tenses. 

He  accepted  the  explanation  so  readily 
that  I wondered  what  he  knew  about 
kings,  and  asked  him. 

Kings,  he  told  me,  were  persons  who 
stole  things.  They  stole  meal  and  made 
puddings  out  of  it.  Queens  were  the 
same  as  cooks. 

Queens  fry  things  for  breakfast.  He 
had  known  about  kings  and  their  thiev- 
ing propensities  for  a long  time.  Kings 
were  the  same  as  Arfurs.  There  was  a 
picture  of  a king  who  was  an  Arfur  in  his 
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Mother  Goose  Book  stealing  a bag  of 
meal. 

My  own  introduction  to  kings  was  the 
same  as  this  young  person’s.  . . . The 
King  Arthur  in  my  Mother  Goose  Book 
who  stole  three  pecks  of  barley  meal  to 
make  a bag  pudding  was  the  first  king  I 
ever  knew.  I am  no  Bolshevist  by  tem- 
perament or  trade,  but  to  this  day  I can- 
not think  of  kings  as  quite  honest  per- 
sons. Even  the  jovial  King  Cole  did  not 
quite  reassure  me  with  regard  to  kings; 
I seemed  to  see  a something  cunning  in 
his  eye.  While  ostensibly  occupied  with 
his  pipe,  his  bowl,  and  his  fiddlers  three, 
he  was  likely  thinking  up  some  scheme 
to  purloin  edibles.  The  king  who  sat  in 
his  counting-house,  counting  out  his 
money,  after  having  had  the  four-and- 
twenty  blackbirds  baked  within  a pie, 
all  but  confirmed  my  youthful  suspicion 
of  kings  as  a class.  ...  I was  sure  that 
the  money  really  belonged  to  some  one 
else;  he  counted  it,  in  the  picture,  with  a 
guilty  air.  Possibly  he  had  stolen  the 
blackbirds,  to  begin  with. 

Later,  when  I read  Lanier’s  version  of 
the  Arthurian  legend,  1 was  still  unable 
to  banish  the  thought  of  King  Arthur  as 
a fat  rogue  with  a sack  of  meal  slung  over 
his  shoulder  and  a hang-dog  eye  beneath 
his  crown. 

Still  later,  Tennyson  could  do  nothing 
for  me.  The  Tennysonian  Arthur  was 
very  pure  and  noble  and  brave,  to  the 
eye,  but  beneath  the  royal  mail  there 
was  a horrid  secret;  disguise  himself  as 
he  would,  I knew  that  he  had  once  been 
a meal-stealer;  for  me,  he  could  never 
live  it  down.  It  influenced  me  in  my 
judgment  of  him  and  Guinevere.  I felt 
that  Guinevere  was  unable  to  forget  it, 
too,  and  that  she  justified,  in  some 
measure,  her  relations  with  Lancelot, 
with  the  reflection  that  the  Arthur  whom 
she  deceived  had,  after  all,  the  soul  of  a 
pudding-thief  under  his  splendid  exterior. 

As  for  Guinevere  herself,  I could  never 
feel  so  very  sorry  for  her  when  she  was 
flung  from  her  place  beside  the  king  and 


compelled  to  enter  a convent  and  scar 
her  dainty  fingers  embroidering  heavy 
tapestries  for  the  Camelot  t jade ; she 
had  done  rough  work  before,  and  she 
could  do  rough  work  again,  and  get  no 
pity  of  mine.  I remembered  her  from  the 
old  kitchen  days;  at  one  time  in  her 
career  she  had  fried  mush  for  breakfast 
— stolen  mush — with  her  hair  straggling 
unqueenly  down  from  her  coronet,  and 
with  a look  upon  her  face  that  showed 
her  glad  enough  to  get  that  mush  to  fry. 

A friend  and  I once  paid  a visit 
to  the  Eden  Musee,  and  in  the  Cham- 
ber of  Horrors  we  saw  two  females 
showing  the  great  gouts  of  blood  and 
severed  heads  to  their  offspring,  nine  or 
ten  in  number,  and  all  between  the  ages 
of  three  and  eight.  The  little  boys  and 
girls  were  in  a state  of  agreeable  hysteria, 
evidently  supposing  all  this  blood  to  be 
real;  nothing  in  after-life  would  make 
the  impression  upon  them  that  this 
shambles  was  making.  “The  mind  of 
youth,”  quoted  my  friend,  eying  the 
group  reflectively,  “is  wax  to  receive  and 
marble  to  retain.”  It  is  possible  that 
young  Hohenzollerns  were  trained  in  a 
similar  manner. 

It  took  me  a long  time  to  live  down  an 
impression  of  Welshmen,  gained  from 
the  same  source  as  the  notion  about 
kings  . . . and  even  now,  when  I con- 
template Mr.  Lloyd  George  and  the  list 
of  things  that  he  is  taking  home  from 
Paris,  I murmur  that  the  hand  is  quicker 
than  the  eye.  But  what  I started  out  to 
say  was  that  the  world  of  to-morrow  is 
not  being  made  in  the  school-rooms  of 
to-day;  it  is  being  made  before  the  chil- 
dren get  as  far  as  the  school-rooms.  I 
warn  all  kings  that  Mother  Goose  will 
bear  watching. 

ANONYMOUS  BENEFACTIONS 

BY  ALICE  BROWN 

THERE  are  seldom  two  sides  to 
questions  of  high  decorum,  and 
yet,  in  the  case  of  anonymous  let- 
ters, I am  persuaded  they  may  be 
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judged,  and  not  alone  in  Looking-glass 
Land,  by  the  law  of  “Contrariwise.” 
For  it  is  indubitable  that  he  is  either  a 
sneak  or  a coward  who  will  write  what 
he  is  ashamed  or  afraid  to  set  his  name 
to.  But,  contrariwise — and  actually 
there  is  a contrariwise  involved — think 
of  the  gay  acceleration  in  place  of  moral 
and  esthetic  betterment  if  we  might  jog 
our  neighbor’s  conscience  or  his  decorum 
and  he  jog  ours,  under  the  shelter  of 
anonymity  and  with  no  resultant  bad 
blood.  For  example,  we’d  like  to  know 
exactly  how  old  we  do  look  outside  our 
glass.  Is  not  the  too  rigorous  deference 
of  the  young  a tribute  to  our  charms, 
defying  the  tooth  of  time,  or  are  the 
imps  playing  their  thistledown  game 
with  us?  Does  their  favor  light  upon  us 
only  because  we  happen  to  be  in  the 
way  of  their  fortunate  wind?  How  can 
we  know?  But  if  anonymous  communi- 
cations were  among  the  decencies,  we 
should  know  speedily,  for  our  third 
cousin,  Belinda,  would  lose  no  time  in 
writing  us: 

I see  you  are  quite  off  your  head  over  those 
young  things  that  tag  you  for  all  the  world 
as  if  you  were  in  the  game.  You  have  simply 
lost,  among  other  things  not  to  be  supple- 
mented by  the  toilet,  your  perspective.  Actu- 
ally,  you  are  doing  the  kittenish  to  a deplor- 
able extent.  Cease  chasing  your  tail  and 
take  to  sitting  in  a square  of  sunlight  on  the 
floor,  blinking  back  at  old  Egypt  like  a self- 
respecting  Tab.  The  mad  race  and  scamper 
may  then  pass  you  by;  but  console  yourself 
by  thinking  how  decorous  and  imposing  is 
the  spectacle  of  a quiescent  cat  worshiping, 
in  appropriate  calm,  not  Momus,  but  the  god 
of  bounds. 


Now  if  Belinda  offered  that  by  word 
of  mouth,  you  would  never  speak  to  her 
again,  or,  if  you  did,  it  would  be  to 
remind  her  that  you  were  ten  months 
younger  than  she  and  a hundred  per 
cent,  handsomer,  and  that  her  side  of 
the  family  was  ever  cursed  with  a crim- 
son tip  to  its  nose.  You  would  have 
lost  Belinda,  and  simply  through  her 
too  technical  sense  of  honor,  and  she — 
poor  Belinda! — would  have  lost  you. 
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Whereas  if  she  had  sent  you  a fair  copy 
of  the  exceptions  taken  above,  unsigned, 
in  non-committal  type,  you  would  sim- 
ply have  pondered  briefly,  “Could  it 
have  been  Belinda?”  only  to  dismiss  the 
suspicion,  because  just  now  she  com- 
mended your  youthful  hat  and  your 
“yellow  stockings  and  wished  to  see  thee 
cross-gartered.”  How  much  wiser  for 
Belinda  to  sacrifice  the  integrity  of  her 
decorum  and  keep  her  friend!  How 
much  better  also  for  you! 

One  of  your  oldest  intimates  has  fallen 
into  a rut  of  stock  phrases  and  catch- 
words. Years  ago,  when  his  mind  was  so 
fertile  that  all  he  had  to  do  was  to  snatch 
at  a posy  and  “toss,”  for  you  to  find  it 
worth  the  catching,  he  did  rain  down 
some  nosegays  so  bright  of  hue,  of  such 
pungent  smell,  that  his  friends  cherished 
them  for  the  hortus  siccus  of  memory. 

He  saw  them  there.  Alas  that  he  did! 
for  the  incident  was  pleasing,  and  he, 
too,  remembered;  and  now  when  the 
fields  of  fancy  are  infertile  and  forlorn 
he  proffers  you  a replica  of  the  old  posy, 
and  you  do  indeed  catch,  but  with  a 
forced  and  patient  smile.  Once,  too, 
he  went  fluting  through  the  dawn,  but 
there's  no  doubt  his  pipe  has  now  a 
somewhat  rusty  scrape  and  he  doesn’t 
improvise  as  he  did  that  too-well-remem- 
bered May.  Why  shouldn’t  you  with 
profit,  not  only  to  your  patience,  but  his 
thinning  reputation,  write  him  anony- 
mously, like  a leaf  drifting  from  the 
multitudinous  eyries  of  the  woods: 

Dear  Old  Boy, — Springtime’s  over. 
Actually  it  isn’t,  you  know,  until  the  vernal 
hues  begin  to  sear  and  the  birds  forget  to 
sing.  It’s  all  in  the  way  you’re  made. 

But  you,  dear  boy,  dried  up  quite  young. 

Why  not  recognize  it?  You  won’t  like  it  a 
bit  at  first;  but  even  now,  if  you  lie  fallow 
for  a while,  maybe  the  old  notes  would  come 
briefly  back.  They  do  with  the  birds,  you 
know.  After  that  mid-summer  silence  there’s 
nothing  so  poignantly  sweet  as  the  conversa- 
tion on  farm-house  roofs  some  cold  day 
when,  over  the  woodbine  berries  and  the 
bittersweet,  bird  voyagers  are  marking  out 
their  itineraries.  Only — don’t  buy  a force- 
pump  for  what  was  once  a bubbling  spring. 
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Don’t  offer  a wax  flower  under  the  glass 
of  other  times  and  manners.  Be  patient 
in  this  present  flat  level  of  the  middle  years, 
and  who  knows  what  seeds  will  sprout,  what 
fountains  gush,  what  birds  will  sing? 

I am  persuaded  that  many  failings 
could  be  rectified  through  the  sweet  uses 
of  anonymity.  Abuses  in  hair-dressing, 
also  the  “trot-trot”  of  ladies  immured 
in  constricted  skirts — these  are  crying 
aloud  for  the  admonitory  offices  of  the 
unknown  well-wisher.  When  we  see 
pollen-pink,  fresh  maidenhood  defacing 
itself  by  hirsute  knobs,  malevolently 
concealing  that  most  delicate  shell  in 
the  world,  the  perfect  car,  shall  we 
remonstrate  openly  and  be  not  only 
despisingly  flouted,  but  incur  the  odium 
of  frumpishness  in  ourselves,  thereby 
suffering  unjustly  for  what  in  us  was 
pure  benevolence?  By  no  means.  Let 
us  write  in  a dissembling  hand  and  style, 
all  manly  dash  and  braggadocio,  an  im- 
precation on  the  wrong  done  by  fashion 
to  “beauty  such  as  yours,”  consigning 
all  knobs,  except  of  a mechanical  nature, 
to  everlasting  bonfire.  If  we  see  beauty 
tottering  forth  in  the  confining  circum- 
ference of  a skirt  equivalent  to  one 
manly  trousers-leg,  shall  we  bark  out 
our  scorn  or  trumpet  forth  the  laughter 
whereto  our  soul  is  stirred?  A thousand 
times.no!  Rather  let  us  draw  a touch- 
ing picture  of  returned  heroes  accommo- 
dating their  stride  to  rocking-horse  girls 
in  the  durance  of  skimpy  skirts,  and  in- 
sinuate it  under  the  eye  of  the  poor  fet- 
tered tailor-made,  laying  adequate  stress 
upon  the  resultant  weariness  of  the 
heroic  mind. 

For  there  are  things  that  can’t  be  said 
by  mortal  lips  without  the  aftermath  of 
deep  offense;  and  yet,  how  simplifying 
to  the  economy  of  social  life  if  they 
could  be.  In  what  small  perplexities  are 
we  tangled ! and  yet,  if  we  ask  our  most 
trusted  and  our  dearest  to  set  us  free, 
even  they,  out  of  their  sweet-hearted- 
ness,  will  temporize  and  even  lie,  to 
leave  us  our  poor  self-respect.  What  is 
my  horridest  habit?  When  1 think 
myself  just,  am  I only  pharisaical? 


When  I keep  from  my  right  hand  the 
number  of  times  my  left  hand  dives  into 
its  pocket,  am  I therefore  considered  a 
tight-wad,  and  thus  an  ill  example? 

Can  we  ever  snatch  at  that  strong 
tonic  of  seeing  “oursel’s  as  ithers  see 
us  ” unless  somebody  loves  us  well 
enough  to  sacrifice  his  private  honor  and 
snipe  us  from  behind  a hedge?  And  the 
day-book  of  preventable  gaucheries  and 
frailties,  how  often  it  could  be  balanced 
by  the  column  of  anonymous  admoni- 
tion! There  might  even  be  “Complete 
Letter- Writers”  for  the  anonymous  cor- 
respondent, forms  full  of  circumspection 
and  void  of  offense.  As  the  deleterious 
quality  is  said  to  be  eliminated  from 
coffee  by  certain  processes,  with  only  the 
resultant  disadvantage  of  a slightly  in- 
creased bitterness,  why  should  there  not 
prove  to  be  palatable  anonymous  ad- 
monition or  reproof?  There  is  painless 
dentistry;  why  not  painless  censure? 

Ah!  but — again  contrariwise — let  us 
not  forget  that  there  are  anonymous 
tributes  of  commendation,  love,  and 
gratitude.  Not  all  anonymity  need  be 
“herb-o’-grace.”  There  are  the  rose, 
the  laurel,  and  balmy  slopes  of  fragrant 
herbs.  You  have  a love-letter  of  some 
degree  from  the  unknown.  He  has 
nothing  to  gain,  in  the  writing.  He 
merely  wants  to  tell  you,  out  of  his 
warm-heartedness,  that  the  world  is  the 
merrier — and  therefore  the  better — for 
your  presence,  and  because  he  is  so  gen- 
erous and  so  modest  you  believe  him 
whole-heartedly,  where  the  flatterer  over 
the  teacups  is  as  naught.  His  posy  is 
like  the  incense  from  hidden  altars,  the 
fragrance  from  the  twilight  dusk  of 
secret  gardens.  If  friendship  is  bene- 
faction, then  is  he  thrice  your  friend. 

THE  CHOICE  OF  A MATE 

BY  MAYONE  LEWIS 

IF  it  is  true  in  the  affairs  of  nations 
that  an  outsider  is  the  fairest  judge; 
if  a Lord  Bryce  can  teach  us  much  about 
the  American  Commonwealth  and  a 
Taine  much  about  English  literature. 
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why  should  it  not  be  true  in  the  intimate 
relations  of  life,  where  prejudice  is  more 
warping?  To  be  direct,  why  should  the 
advice  of  old  maids  on  the  rearing  of  chil- 
dren be  a theme  for  derision?  Is  it  not 
conceivable  that  they  are  the  best  judges 
of  results,  if,  perhaps,  a trifle  academic 
as  to  methods?  And  on  the  choice  of  a 
life  partner  I dare  say  they  are  most 
fitted  to  speak  who  have  never  chosen 
one.  . 

Here  I see  the  married  woman  smile 
her  familiar  mockery.  “What  can  an 
old  maid  know  about  such  things?”  Ah, 
my  sister,  you  forget  that  up  to  the  fatal 
march  to  the  altar  she  has  probably 
known  the  same  complex  of  emotions 
that  stirred  your  own  heart.  The  dark 
flower  blooms  easily  and  everywhere; 
only  the  puerile  or  the  shallow  can  think 
its  perfume  is  the  singular  experience  of 
the  married.  Look  upon  the  active  spin- 
ster, that  woman  of  affairs.  She  is  forty, 
perhaps,  but  is  as  slim  and  as  vigorous 
as  at  twenty.  There  are  some  crow’s- 
feet  around  her  clear  eyes  and  many  lines 
of  decision  and  experience  in  her  alert 
face.  When  you  meet  her  she  talks  about 
politics  or  business  or  art.  Sentiment  in 
her?  Knowledge  of  the  affairs  of  the 
heart?  Understanding  of  such  a woman, 
for  example,  as  Anne  Gilchrist?  You 
smile  at  the  suggestion.  But  wait;  the 
sprite,  Imagination,  comes  at  call  to  lead 
you  back  along  the  paths  of  her  experi- 
ence. A little  girl  of  six  years  walks 
shyly,  hand  in  hand,  with  a boy  sweet- 
heart as  infantile  as  she.  At  eleven  she 
looks  up  with  secret  adoration  to  the 
indifferent  tall  lad  of  sixteen.  At  four- 
teen she  holds  in  her  arms  a baby  niece 
or  nephew,  and,  as  the  little,  downy  head 
nods  sleepily  on  her  young  breast,  she 
feels  something  deep  and  sweet  throb 
within  her.  Sixteen  herself,  she  reads 
poetry  to  a pair  of  blue  eyes  for  a 
month  and  coquettes  with  impish  brown 
eyes  for  the  next.  At  seventeen  she 
has  the  thrill  of  her  first  proposal,  and 
during  one  wavering  minute  of  mas- 
tery she  hears  the  unforgettable  male 
cry  of  exultation.  Now  for  a season  she 


beholds  in  her  mirror  at  evening  the 
blazing  cheeks  and  starry  eyes  of  young 
love  that  lives  in  a kiss  and  takes  no 
thought  of  the  future.  At  twenty  she  has 
many  men  friends  and  no  lovers,  and  her 
life  begins  already  to  assume  the  char- 
acter of  maturity,  a life  filled  with  work 
of  many  sorts  and  sweetened  by  a few 
close  friendships.  The  busy,  happy  years 
go  by  and  she  follows  the  fortunes  of  her 
friends  as  they  find  their  mates,  easily 
and  instinctively  in  youth,  or  tardily 
after  many  restless  years.  And  now  she 
is  forty,  and  can  look  with  a humorous 
and  sympathetic  eye  on  life’s  incon- 
sistencies. 

Can  this  old  maid,  this  typical  old 
maid,  have  nothing  of  interest  to  say  on 
the  choice  of  a mate?  On  the  contrary, 
I venture  to  say  that  her  views  would 
have  value  t'irginibus  jmeriaque.  But, 
alas!  I forget  that  youths  and  maidens 
learn,  as  we  learned,  not  by  precept,  but 
by  experience,  and  they  will  pass  her  re- 
flections by.  No;  they  are  of  interest 
less  “ in  the  hour  of  thoughtless  youth  ” 
than  to  “ the  eyes  that  have  kept  watch 
o’er  man’s  mortality,”  to  those  pensive 
souls  that  like  to  muse  over  the  mistakes 
their  friends — never  they  themselves! — 
have  made. 

“Where  can  be  found  a well-mated 
pair?”  I put  the  question  to  my  typical 
old  maid. 

“Not  among  my  human  acquaint- 
ances,” was  the  prompt  retort.  “But 
look  for  a moment  at  these  wrens  beside 
my  window.  Wrens,  I am  convinced, 
never  even  saw  the  dark  flower  bloom. 
Passion  is  alien  to  their  nature,  yet  hap- 
piness is  their  daily  emanation.  I fancy 
they  choose  their  mates  for  their  con- 
geniality of  tastes.  A cheerful,  whole- 
some, busy  life  is  that  of  Jenny  Wren 
and  her  agreeable  mate.  They  never 
sound  the  liquid  note  of  passion;  they 
do  not  thrill  the  heart  as  do  the  thrushes, 
but  neither  do  they  have  silent  and 
gloomy  or  shrill  and  querulous  hours.  At 
noon  they  are  as  blithe  as  at  dawn  or 
evening;  all  day  long  they  work  and 
sing  together;  their  notes,  like  those  of 
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Wordsworth’s  stockdove,  are  a hymn  of 
sweet  reasonableness,  a beautiful  asser- 
tion of  the  joy  of  homely  things  and 
noontide  hours.” 

Herein  my  old  maid  proceeded  to  find 
a lesson  for  all  married  folk. 

“Taste  the  sweetness  of  passion  if  you 
must,”  she  continued;  “life  is  incom- 
plete without  it;  but  do  not  drink  too 
deep  or  too  often.  Marriage  is  an  every- 
day relation,  and  love  lives  too  close  to 
the  seat  of  hatred  to  be  a safe  companion 
for  every  day,  unless  it  is  tempered  and 
strengthened  by  congeniality.  A natu- 
ral, unforced  similarity  of  tastes,  com- 
mon interests  both  in  work  and  in  play, 
tempers  that  are  not  mutually  irritating, 
manners,  voices,  personal  habits  that 
are  mutually  pleasing — these  are  the 
rocks  on  which  to  build  a happy,  united 
life.” 

“Look  around  at  our  friends,  Mary 
Ann,”  said  the  typical  old  maid  to  me 
on  another  occasion.  “They  have  been 
married  ten  to  fifteen  years  now  and  re- 
sults begin  to  show.  There  is  Maria,  the 
kind  of  woman  who  always  wears  a rain- 
coat when  it  is  wet  and  her  second-best 
suit  when  it  is  cloudy.  Maria  always 
buys  the  first  hat  that  is  shown  to  her, 
if  it  is  not  too  expensive  or  too  giddy. 
She  married  Alfred  DeWitt  who  admires 
nothing  so  much  as  a smartly  dressed 
woman.  And  William,  who  would  sit  up 
all  night  discussing  abstractions,  and 
who  revels  in  vers  libre — William  married 
Annette,  a wonder,  as  you  know,  in 
practical  affairs,  but  Ann  is  bored  in  half 
an  hour  by  ‘high-brow  stuff.’” 

She  mused  for  a time  while  I poked 
the  fire  and  silently  reviewed  the  lives 
and  characters  of  four  excellent  people 
who  were  enjoying  little  pure  satisfac- 
tion. 

“Do  you  remember  Betty’s  room  in 
college?”  she  resumed.  “ It  was  a marvel 
of  interior  decorating — a little  too  much 
so.  She  married  a man  who  wouldn’t 
have  a curtain  in  the  house  for  years,  and 
who  looks  black  at  the  suggestion  of 


heavy  hangings.  . . . But  Marjorie 
fared  worse.  You  didn’t  know  her.  Gay, 
pretty  Marjorie!  She  would  still  rather 
dance  than  keep  house,  in  spite  of  her 
five  children  and  her  one  hundred  and 
eighty  pounds.  Marj  loves  a crowd  and 
is  always  the  merriest  person  in  it.  She 
enjoys  even  the  discomforts  of  travel,' 
and,  with  her  sturdy  constitution,  no 
life  could  be  too  crowded  or  too  strenu- 
ous for  her.  Did  she  marry  a man  who 
liked  movement  and  variety?  No.  Tom 
Dickson  hasn’t  left  his  native  New 
England  village  for  five  days  in  as  many 
years,  and  he  hasn’t  ambition  enough 
to  take  active  part  even  in  the  life  of  the 
village.  Marj  and  Tom  always  remind 
me  of  the  girl  in  ‘La  Parure,’  and  her 
stupid,  honest  clerk  of  a husband. 

“ Sometimes,  when  I think  over  these 
.and  other  yoke-mates,  it  occurs  to  me 
that  young  people  are  led  into  marriage 
by  some  external  Deity,  some  Eros, 
Hymen,  or  Lucina,  whose  concern  is  not 
with  the  happiness  of  adults,  but  with 
preserving  the  balance,  the  norm,  in  the 
children  who  are  to  be.  So  he  unites  the 
practical  woman  to  the  idealistic  man, 
the  lively  to  the  staid,  the  economical  to 
the  extravagant,  the  artistic  to  the  dull. 
Possibly  the  system  keeps  down  the  per- 
centage of  insanity  in  the  offspring,  but 
it  has  obvious  disadvantages  to  the 
parents.” 

“But,  my  dear  O.  M.,”  said  I,  “you 
speak  as  if  these  good  friends  of  ours 
were  unhappily  married,  whereas,  in 
point  of  fact,  they  stand  before  the 
world  as  model  housewives,  husbands, 
and  parents.” 

“Mary  Ann,  you  are  dense  to-day,” 
the  O.  M.  replied.  “Don’t  you  gather 
yet  that  I am  speaking,  not  of  good 
housewives  and  good  parents,  but  of  con- 
genial comrades,  of  mated  adults  who 
continue  to  enjoy  daily  living  and  work- 
ing and  playing  together?  As  such  I still 
affirm  that  our  married  friends  are  a 
failure,  and  I recommend  them  and  their 
successors  to  a study  of  the  wrens.” 
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“'\7'OU  remember,”  we  said  to  our 
JL  friend,  about  the  middle  of  May 
last,  when  the  collective  airmen’s  at- 
tempt to  fly  across  the  Atlantic  hesitated 
failure — “you  remember  how  we  phi- 
losophized the  great  general  success  of 
aviation  as  the  result  of  a universal  reso- 
lution to  fly?  Man,  we  said,  had  always 
wished  to  fly  and  dreamed  of  flying,  and 
all  at  once,  after  Langley  had  evolved 
the  principle  and  the  Wright  brothers 
had  invented  the  practice,  men  came  to- 
gether as  by  a racial  impulse  and  flew. 
You  recall  the  idea,  if  not  the  words.” 

“Oh  yes,”  our  friend  responded. 
“And  you  were  quite  right.  Men  always 
get  what  they  want.” 

“Then,  if  they  want  to  fly  across  the 
Atlantic  now,  why  don’t  they,  or  why 
don’t  they  at  once?” 

“Perhaps  they  don’t  want  to  badly 
enough.  Probably,  long  before  our  words 
will  reach  your  readers  people  will  be 
making  regular  air-trips  to  Europe,  and 
the  wonder  will  be  gone  out  of  the  simple 
detail  as  it  now  is  out  of  the  application 
of  the  principle  of  aviation.  You  must 
remember  that  there  is  no  such  pressure 
of  necessity  in  the  present  case  as  there 
was  in  that.  We  talk  across  the  ocean  as 
simply  and  easily  as  we  talk  across  this 
room.  So,  why  hurry,  why  fuss?  Of 
course  we  shall  feiry  the  Atlantic 
through  the  air  in  regular  trips  when 
there  is  any  need  of  it,  or  so  much  need 
that  we  really  want  to  do  it.  There  is  no 
doubt  about  it.” 

We  were  both  silent,  as  people  are  in 
novels  when  the  author  cannot  think  of 
something  for  them  to  say.  Then  our 
own  active  mind  turned  to  a question 
which  had  been  occupying  it  rather  con- 
stantly before  the  notion  of  an  aerial 


ferry  to  Europe  possessed  it;  and  we 
said,  “So  you  think  that  when  people 
really  want  to  know  whether  ‘if  a man 
die  shall  he  live  again?’  they  really  wiU 
know?” 

“People  always  get  what  they  want,” 
our  friend  placidly  repeated. 

“Ah,  but  they’ve  always  wanted  to 
know  that,  and  they  don’t  know  it  yet,” 
we  insisted. 

“Perhaps,”  our  friend  returned,  “not 
enough  people  have  wanted  to  know  it. 
Plato’s  answer  sufficed  for  his  followers, 
and  Jesus  taught  a good  life  here  so 
wholly  that  the  first  Christians  took  the 
life  hereafter  for  granted.  The  belief 
in  a future  life  was  coextensive  with 
Christianity.  In  fact,  there  was  no  re- 
ligion in  the  world  which  denied  it;  all 
religions  were  founded  on  it.” 

“And  what  largely  blotted  that  belief 
out  of  the  Christian  world?” 

“Well,  you  know.  People  say  Dar- 
winism, Evolution,  or  whatever.  But  the 
Evolutionists  were  not  all  agnostics. 
Wallace  was  as  good  an  Evolutionist  as 
Huxley,  though  he  was  as  confirmed  a 
spiritualist  as  Sir  Oliver  Lodge.  Our  own 
John  Fiske  could  not  go  to  the  end  with- 
out evolving  the  idea  of  God.” 

“And  now  that  agnosticism  is  as  dead 
as  the  faith  it  seemed  to  slay,  you  think 
that  we  may  be  on  the  verge  of  a revival 
of  belief  in  a life  hereafter?” 

“Oh,  I don’t  say  that!” 

“Then  what  is  it  you  do  say?” 

“That  when  we  universally  want  to 
know  whether  we  shall  live  again,  we 
shall  know,  on  the  simple  principle  that 
people  always  get  what  they  want.” 

“Oh!  You  said  that  before.  Prove  it!” 

“Prove  that  people  really  want  to 
know  it.” 
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We  were  perhaps  not  so  shocked  as 
we  pretended  to  be,  but  we  put  on  the 
air.  “Have  you  ever  known  of  a time 
when  people  were  so  universally  inter- 
ested in  the  question?  All  sorts  and  con- 
ditions of  men  have  taken  it  up.  Spir- 
itualism has  become  respectable  through 
the  quality  of  its  followers.  People  of  the 
first  rank  now  consult  mediums  and  ac- 
cept their  drivel  as  gospel.” 

“Not  so  bad  as  that — ” 

“Well,  men  of  the  first  repute  as 
scientists  respect  it.” 

“That’s  nothing  new.  Before  Sir 
Oliver  Lodge  was,  Sir  William  Crookes 
was.  Lord  Lytton  was  as  firm  a believer 
in  mediumism  as  Sir  Arthur  Conan 
Doyle  is.  You  must  remember  that  in 
England  spiritualism  has  always  been 
better  society  than  here — perhaps  be- 
cause we  invented  it,  and  knew  what  the 
mediums  were  from  the  beginning.  The 
worst  and  the  best  of  them  have  been 
Americans;  occasionally  a Russian  or 
Italian  has  arisen,  but  they  haven’t 
lasted  like  our  psychics,”  our  friend  said. 

“Yes,  that’s  very  true,  but  all  you  say 
doesn’t  dispose  of  the  impressive  fact 
that  there  is  a larger  and  wider  interest 
in  the  life  hereafter,  as  a question,  than 
ever  before,”  we  maintained. 

“I’m  not  sure  that  is  the  fact.  My 
memory  doesn’t  go  back  to  the  first  no- 
toriety of  the  Rochester  Rappings,  as  we 
called  them,  but  I remember  that  during 
the  eighteen-sixties  and  well  into  the 
’seventies  there  was  a crepitation  and 
agitation  of  the  tables  far  beyond  any- 
thing we  have  now;  the  walls  of  the 
average  house,  if  they  had  no  ears,  had 
tongues,  and  few  families  were  without 
their  mediums,  who  were  in  constant 
communication  with  the  sages  of  an- 
tiquity, and  all  the  great  poets  of  the 
past,  as  well  as  the  spirits  of  the  dead 
whom  the  bereaved  neighbors  came  to 
consult  them  about.  The  thing  became 
a joke  before  it  became  a religion.  The 
mediums  were  girls  of  all  ages,  and  the 
younger  the  girls  the  more  fun  they  got 
out  of  it.  But  it  did  become  a religion. 
There  used  to  be  spiritualistic  newspa- 


pers and  I don’t  know  but  reviews  and 
magazines.” 

“Yes,  we  remember  that,  too,”  we 
said.  “Then  what’s  the  reason  that  the 
other  world  was  not,  so  to  speak,  dis- 
covered at  that  time?  Why  wasn’t  the 
question  of  a future  life  then  settled 
once  for  all?  Didn’t  people  want  to  know 
about  it,  or  enough  of  them?” 

“Not  hard  enough,  so  to  speak.  Be- 
sides, they  were  hearing  from  the  other 
world  as  fast  as  the  facts  could  be  rapped 
out  and  tilted  out  or  written  out  by 
hands  under  spirit  control.” 

We  held  our  breath,  bridling  our  im- 
pulse to  say:  “Oh,  come!  That  won’t 
do!  They  wanted  as  hard  as  they  do 
now.”  But  we  suggested  more  respect- 
fully, “Perhaps  the  passing  of  souls 
by  millions  from  the  battle-fields  of  the 
recent  war  has  carried  our  thoughts 
over  the  border  of  the  other  world  with 
an  intensity  of  longing  not  felt  before, 
and  the  revelation  will  be  proportion- 
ate.” 

“Perhaps,  our  friend  admitted;  but 
we  felt  his  reserves. 

“Isn’t  it  imaginable  that  there  is  a 
pressure  of  interest  from  the  multitude 
of  the  bereaved  more  intelligent  than 
ever  before  at  any  one  time,  which  will 
be  of  the  effect  of  a longing  to  know  from 
an  overwhelming  majority?” 

“Why,”  our  friend  said,  “that  is  an 
interesting  question.  One  must  consider 
it  with  a tenderness,  a reverence  which 
no  demand  of  bereavement  has  hereto- 
fore made  for  a world  beyond  this.  There 
is  no  denying  a claim  in  the  universal 
sorrow  which  has  been  wanting  in  the 
curiosity  of  earlier  spiritualistic  move- 
ments as  we  may  call  them.  To  deny 
verity  to  all  the  revelations  of  the  me- 
diums now,  or  to  regard  the  mediums  as 
charlatans,  is  in  some  sort  to  insult  the 
sorrow  which  has  found  consolation  in 
them — a sorrow  so  general  as  to  be  al- 
most universal.” 

“Well,  then?”  we  pursued. 

“Do  you  say,”  our  friend  evaded  us, 
“that  the  claim  of  this  sorrow,  this 
faith,  ought  to  be  sufficient  to  establish 
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the  fact  that  there  is  a life  after  this  be- 
yond a doubt?  Why  should  the  absolute 
conviction  of  the  fact  have  been  denied 
to  the  myriad  martyrdoms  of  the  past 
from  the  very  beginning  of  Christian- 
ity?” 

“Yes!”  we  exclaimed.  “Weren’t 
those  martyrdoms  sufficient  to  convince 
the  other  world  that  this  world  desired 
strongly  enough  to  realize  its  existence? 
There  were  those  who  entreated  the 
Saviour  to  assure  them  of  it.” 

“And  how  did  he  answer  them?’ 

“Why,  negatively,  almost  disappoint- 
ingly. ‘If  it  were  not  so,  I would  have 
told  you,’  he  said.” 

“Disappointingly,  yes,  but  not  nega- 
tively. I should  say  he  divined  that 
their  desire  was  not  strong  enough  to 
justify  the  other  world’s  affirmation  of 
its  own  existence.  Do  you  really  think 
that  there  has  ever  yet  been  a strenuous 
universal  demand  for  that  affirmation?” 

Again  we  were  silent.  Then  we  said, 
“It  seems  to  us  that  you  are  rather  beat- 
ing about  the  bush.” 

Our  friend  laughed.  “How  strenuous, 
how  universal,  do  you  feel  about  it  your- 
self? Are  you  sure  that  you  would  ex- 
change ‘ this  pleasing,  anxious  being  ’ for 
the  assurance  of  another  life  elsewhere, 
which  should  be  more  pleasing  and  less 
anxious — ” 

“You  are  toying  with  the  question, 
begging  it.” 

“Yes.  I’m  not  playing  fair,  I own.  I 
am  so  absolutely  certain  of  that  other 
life  myself  that  1 can’t  take  your  doubt 
seriously.  But  there  is  a charm,  which 
I’m  sure  you  must  feel  in  your  own  ques- 
tioning state  of  mind  and  wouldn’t  will- 
ingly part  with.  I have  been  there  my- 
self, and  I miss  that  charm  in  my  actual 
certainty.  Sorrow  itself,  the  blackest 
hour  of  loss,  isn’t  as  hopeless  as  we  say. 
What  we  feel  in  that  hour  is  the  loss,  but 
the  loss  is  not  despair,  and  as  time  goes 
on  we  become  reconciled  to  the  loss. 
This  experience  is  as  universal  as  the 
loss.  The  burden  is  not  more  than  we 
can  bear,  even  when  it  is  first  laid  upon 
us,  and  every  hour,  day,  year,  lightens 


it.  Who  is  it  that  seek  comfort,  convic- 
tion, from  the  mediums?” 

“Why,  the  newly  bereaved,  of  course. 
Mostly,  now,  those  who  have  lost  friends 
in  the  war.” 

“Of  course.  It  is  the  newly  bereaved 
who  feel  that  they  must  make  sure  of 
that  other  world,  of  that  exile  which 
their  beloved  have  been  hurried  into.  It 
is  they  who  feel  the  anguish  of  the  long- 
ing for  reunion.  Those  whose  grief  is 
older  rather  dread  it.” 

“What!”  we  exclaimed. 

“Yes,  they  dread  it.  Don’t  you  know 
that  beautiful,  wonderful,  sorrowful 
poem  of  Holmes’s,  ‘Homesick  in 
Heaven’?  You  can’t,  you  mustn’t  have, 
forgotten  how  one  whose  bereavement 
had  grown  an  experience  of  many  years 
questions  in  what  form  he  shall  meet  the 
child,  the  wife,  the  father  and  mother 
whom  he  has  lost  in  that  long  succession 
of  years.  Those  years  have  changed  him 
here;  they  must  have  so  changed  them 
there  that  he  will  not  meet  them  as  he 
remembers  them.” 

“Yes.  Terrible!  Terrible,  unless  we 
believe  in  a power  that  shall  work  the 
miracle  we  instinctively  expect.” 

“Instinctively,  yes.  But  can  we  rea- 
sonably expect  it?” 

“And  you  believe  that  this  dread,  this 
misgiving,  is  so  common,  that  it  will  for- 
ever withhold  us  from  the  universal  de- 
mand of  realizing  the  other  world  which 
is  the  condition  of  realizing  it?” 

Our  friend  smiled  sadly.  “ I don’t  say 
that  it  is  this  misgiving  which  withholds 
us.  I only  say  that  there  has  never  yet 
been  the  universal  desire  of  realizing  the 
other  world  as  we  realize  this.” 

“And  without  this  unanimous  de- 
sire?” 

“Ask  yourself.  We  believe  the  other 
world  is  peopled  from  this  world,  that 
its  life  is  from  death  in  this,  and  that  it 
began  almost  coevally  with  our  own  life. 
It  is  the  newer  world  by  only  so  little 
time,  that  its  life  flows  beside  our  life, 
as  one  river  flows  side  by  side  with  an- 
other in  the  same  channel.  You  have 
seen  two  such  streams,  and  how  they 
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seem  never  to  mix.  But  they  do  mix  at 
last  in  the  ocean,  and  in  eternity  the 
parallel  life  of  the  spiritual  world  shall 
mix  with  our  own.  We  think  that  when 
we  die  we  shall  pass  into  that  parallel 
life  and  dwell  in  it  forever.  But  do 
we?  Isn’t  there  something  beyond  both 
lives,  both  worlds,  where  we  shall  dwell 
forever?  What  if  there  were  a world  of 
good  and  evil  beings  such  as  Milton 
imagines  and  such  as  have  haunted 
human  belief  ever  since  humanity  ex- 
isted; and  what  if  that  world  antedated 
the  ‘other  world,’  as  we  call  it,  as  well 
as  ‘this  world’?  What  if  there  were 
good  and  evil  angels  dwelling  from  ever- 
lasting to  everlasting,  forever  different 
from  the  spirits  of  good  and  evil  men? 
People  once  thought  so,  and  perhaps 
people  think  so  still,  and  possibly  give 
them  the  same  names  as  those  that  the 
poets  and  prophets  knew  them  by.  I do 
not  think  so,  myself,  but  such  seraphic 
and  infernal  beings  are  not  outside  the 
faith  of  the  vast  majority  of  Chris- 
tians.” 

“ But,”  we  observed,  “ the  faith  of  the 
vast  majority  of  Christians  embraces 
many  things  which  the  vast  minority 
does  not  believe.  Ghosts  are  not  alto- 
gether outcast,  and  wise  women  and 
otherwise  are  invited  to  commune  with 
the  dead  and 

“Tell  us  what  and  where  they  be. 

But  somehow  the  seraphim  are  no  longer 
considered  in  our  explorations  of  the 
other  life.  The  Psychical  Research  did 
not  include  them.  It  is  curious  how 
they  have  altogether  dropped  out  of  the 
minds  of  the  inquirers  into  the  other  life. 
Yet  I remember  once  asking  a clergyman 
of  the  English  Church — to  be  sure  in 
Wales,  the  land  of  faery — to  give  me  an 
idea  of  that  life,  and  he  by  no  means 
ignored  the  celestial  hirerachy.  It  rather 
surprises  me  to  realize  this  now,  but  at 
the  time  I merely  found  it  rather  odd — 
I had  been  so  entirely  used  to  ignoring 
the  seraphim.  The  other  world  was  to 


me  solely  the  world  of  the  spirits  of  our 
dead.  In  your  own  notion  of  men’s  get- 
ting what  they  want  by  universally  will- 
ing it,  and  surprising  the  fact  of  another 
life  by  that  means,  were  you  at  all  con- 
scious of  including  those  celestial  beings 
in  your  idea  of  the  other  world?” 

“No.  I should  say  not.  Perhaps  I 
ought  to  be  ashamed  of  ignoring  them; 
but  I must  confess  that  I thought  only 
of  human  spirits  who  had  passed  into 
their  life  through  our  death.” 

“Then  perhaps,”  we  suggested,  “we 
must  make  a further  demand  on  our 
volition.  We  must  unanimously  imagine 
an  eternity  where  there  is  an  order  of 
celestial  beings  coeval  with  divinity 
itself.” 

“That  will  be  difficult,”  our  friend 
confessed.  “ I don’t  say  impossible,  but 
certainly  difficult.  We  must  almost  re- 
constitute ourselves  in  the  effort.  We 
must  unite  ourselves  with  that  immense 
majority  of  Christians  who  accept  the 
primitive  idea  of  the  universe — the  idea 
of  the  Old  Testament  after  we  have 
been  used  to  dwelling  in  the  idea  of  the 
New.  We  have  been  used  to  thinking  of 
the  angels  as  the  spirits  of  good  men,  and 
now  wre  must  think  of  an  order  of  celes- 
tial beings  never  akin  to  ourselves.  Can 
we  pay  the  price?  Can  we  consent  to  an 
effort  so  far  beyond  the  experience  of 
our  imagination?  Is  there  a world  where 
our  dead  have  gone  and  where  they 
dwell  in  remembrance  of  their  earthly 
life  but  do  not  desire  reunion  with  us  as 
utterly  as  we  desire  reunion  with  them, 
where  they  may  have  grown  apart  from 
us  in  association  with  beings  who  were 
never  born,  and  have  never  died?” 

“It  is  asking  a good  deal  of  on^’s 
self,”  we  assented.  “We  thought  that 
universally  desiring  knowledge  of  the 
other  world  was  a condition  beyond 
human  power,  but  if  we  must  accept 
knowledge  beyond  even  that  desire — 
You  see?” 

“Yes,”  our  friend  owned,  “I  see.” 
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price.  Then  he  called  attention  to  the  fact 
that  the  three  large  front  windows  com- 
manded a fine  view  of  the  street,  and  that 
on  Fifth  Avenue  one  got  everything  that  was 
going.  He  said  it  was  a wonderful  place  to 
see  the  parades.  If  there  was  anything  to 
give  one  pause  in  the  tempo  of  that  obser- 
vation, I did  not  notice  it.  I remembered  it 
afterward  merely  as  a pleasant  remark,  and 
so  did  Elizabeth.  It  was  Elizabeth,  in  fact, 
who  added  that  it  would  be  nice  to  invite  in 
friends  for  such  occasions,  to  which  he  made 
no  response — very  likely  a rather  selfish  per- 
son, as  we  thought,  who  had  not  cared  to 
share  his  windows.  It  was  generous  in  him 
to  be  willing  to  let  the  place  go  at  the  price, 
though.  Elizabeth  admitted  that  it  was  a 
find,  and  that  I had  been  wonderfully  smart 
to  locate  it.  Then  we  moved  in. 

I have  never  known  anything  more  satis- 
factory than  it  all  was  when  we  were  really 
settled.  The  open  fire  in  the  big  front  room, 
the  solid  and  comfortable  old  furnishings, 
with  our  own  personal  belongings,  the  quiet 
rumble  of  the  passing  show  that  wras  always 
so  interesting  day  or  night,  to  look  out  upon. 

That  was  just  wrlien  our  victorious  armies 
were  coming  back  from  France,  to  pass 
before  the  throng  in  bannered  review.  When 
we  read  that  the  gallant  Steenty-eighth  had 
landed  and  w ere  going  to  parade  from  Wash- 
ington Square  to  the  frontiers  of  Harlem, 
with  martial  bands  and  all  the  trappings  of 
war,  we  were  deeply  stirred  by  the  prospect. 
No  more  standing  on  a cold  curb  for  hours, 
mashed  and  trodden  by  the  medleyed  throng; 
no  more  ruinous  prices  for  windy  seats  in 
some  rickety  grand  stand.  We  would  merely 
draw  up  nice,  comfortable  chairs  to  our  spa- 
cious windows,  and  from  the  comfort  of  their 
deep  luxury  see  everything,  as  it  were,  from 
our  own  fireside.  We  would  invite  in  a few 
less  privileged  friends  to  share  our  monopoly. 
We  wanted  to  be  generous.  Also,  we  wanted 
them  to  see  how  fortunate  we  were.  We 
knew  some  fellows  in  that  regiment — we 
would  ask  their  relatives.  Elizabeth  said  ic 
would  be  nice  to  serve  a few  refreshments. 
It  was  all  going  to  be  lovely,  she  said. 

It  was;  there  wasn’t  a single  hitch  in  the 
program.  Our  maid  wished  the  day  off,  so 
we  got  up  fairly  early  and  made  the  sand- 
wiches and  things  ourselves,  and  I went  down 
to  a near-by  hostlery  and  acquired  a bottle 
or  twfo  of  certain  liquids  that  have  become 
noticeably  more  expensive  since  the  “July 
1st”  order  appeared  on  the  horizon.  Then 


we  carried  in  the  dining-room  table  and 
arranged  everything  on  it,  where  it  would  be 
handy  for  our  guests  to  help  themselves  at 
will.  There  was  a free-and-easy  atmosphere 
about  the  arrangement  tliat  we  thought 
went  well  with  patriotic  spirit. 

If  ever  a party  was  a success  ours  was. 
Not  one  of  our  guests  failed  us.  Indeed,  they 
multiplied  somewhat,  for  most  of  them  had 
friends  with  boys  in  the  parade,  and  some 
of  our  invites  telephoned  for  permission  to 
bring  the  said  friends  along.  Others  brought 
them  without  taking  time  to  telephone,  know- 
ing it  would  be  all  right,  as  they  explained, 
and  of  course  it  w as,  everything  being  free  and 
easy  and  patriotic  on  such  a day.  Also, 
there  were  quite  a number  who  did  not  seem 
to  have  been  invited  by  any  of  those  present 
and  who  appeared  surprised  to  find  us  there. 
These,  as  we  gathered,  had  been  friends  of 
our  predecessor,  and  we  revised  our  opinions 
of  his  generosity,  while  we  made  his  former 
guests  welcome. 

So  you  see  we  had  really  quite  an  imposing 
assemblage  by  parade-time.  Elizabeth  went 
out  hastily  and  carved  a good  many  more 
sandwiches,  while  I slipped  down  for  a re- 
serve supply  of  those  enhanced  bottles,  and 
we  both  felt  quite  elated  in  the  thought  that 
we  were  doing  something  fine  and  substantial 
in  the  grand  cause  of  “Welcome  Home,” 
which  was  the  legend  on  the  banner  sus- 
pended from  our  window. 

As  I say,  there  wasn’t  a halt  or  a hitch 
anywhere.  It  was  a bright,  brisk  morning. 
The  parade  started  with  military  prompt- 
ness. There  burst  forth  a splendid  blast  of 
music  from  down  the  Avenue  and  then 
presently  the  mounted  police  came  riding 
ahead,  the  serried  ranks  of  our  brave  de- 
fenders behind  them,  their  steel  helmets 
glancing  in  the  sun. 

We  threw  up  the  windows  and  leaned  out 
to  cheer — that  is,  our  guests  did.  Elizabeth 
and  I were  not  near  enough  for  that,  though 
w'e  managed  to  get  a glimpse,  now'  and  then, 
over  the  shoulders  of  those  who  had  relatives 
in  tlie  parade  and  were  of  course  entitled  to 
the  choicest  positions.  It  was  all  very  stir- 
ring and  splendid,  and  with  every  detachment 
that  passed  our  cheers  and  tears  and  patriot- 
ism welled  up,  and  from  time  to  time  had 
to  be  washed  down,  and  nourished  with  re- 
lays of  sandw  iches,  as  the  hours  sped  and  the 
ranks  w'ent  marching  by.  Elizabeth  and  I 
really  got  a pretty  fair  view  at  these  inter- 
vals, though  I do  not  remember  that  we  ever 
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large  pertseutage  a?  it  to 

supply.  Rain  or  shine, 
our  natuma^^  did  not  faifx 

WE  CLIMPEI7  *****  Qqr  friend  * , tod  our 

friends’  friend*,.  and 

departed,  heaping  Messing  upon  us.  The  friends  of  our  friends*  friends  carrie  in  force,'' 

third  time  we  elongate!  our  table  tp  5^  and  they  'fimiv:  ehrly..  I am  not  ,*u re  that 

fullest  extent,  piled  H high  and  heaped  up  s&hte  of  them  did  not  come  for  Vire&kfast, 

great  uitfce  kit  thee.  Our  pride  , for  they  asked  if  we  had  eotfee.  Long  More 

at  stake  now;  we cmtld ; weaken;  the  tCr$i  fihtrc  the  trumpets  fomi  Wash- 

Once  more  the  hearty  gr&sp  of  grafting— tW  tirtgfpp  i&fiarc  there  was  s^nding-ropta  only,, 

backwash  of  gratitude  at  the  erul  Ottf  regu-  and  a*>  thy  shbi i fs  of  the  multitudes  floated 

Ur  attendance  xotKsd;  us/puMk*.  benefactur^-  So,  and  tWwiu&ttt  of  the  Kxmrreot  b&ud^vcur 

and  we  began  tti  frvl  like  it.  When  the  windows  bravely  showed  (heir  ruse*  tea.  ..of 

fourth;  and  fifth  - pp*u^bite  • fa&d.  .and. ;,  teaming  feed*  and  waving  hhiKikefeldm 

passed,  and  the  siVih  wa*.  w the  near  inimt-  while  the  home^ufume!  veterans  swut^  paste 

nva<*;  1 l:;n*!‘Sf:,i  U*  i<0B  u.s<,  ktf*  W,v  !••  Ti.>).' j’lrv  ••• 

our  Literiv  lU.uds  d t\i%>  lhm%  wenl  \m. 

Elizabeth  asked,  r<Hhet  it  t stilt  ratue thnilddifij;  iih  unfit  I Rvitferiines  won- 

considered  the  apartment  chided,  and  a d*  r*  d »*ha\  the  udleiige  really  w.^  to  Tip- 

terrain  as  to  price,  InAsime  h ,ts  ft  inis  penjry,  and if  we  were  over  going  to  get  there. 

EhisabotfiJicr^f  whn .tt^isit^ii!^  - Stilts  it  mu?  alt  stirring  and  rcjotcrful,  and 

of  guests  and  rt^rv-sl  ci.  ?tU.  u 5i^  ?ee/i  to  m**  i recall  those  wet'k*  now  with  pride.  I said 

this  r< mark  dal  not  j^Udie  *>f  her  r.y.u;d  \f  vv»-  £«.*  through  ic  ftl.ov,  .and  advent,  it 

good  taste.  v‘.<  uM  be  .something  to  .TvUK-fH.tef,  and  it  is. 

Of  etiphse  we  iKp  lfingeri  Vllhot  of-  us,  saw  1 JtxAk  htwk  on  fhat  time  turn  it  seems 

any  tiling  of  thepamde*.  1 1 av*l*  onlyl  excuse  ULltephe  vast  tuteof  tfiiautt — of  brass  bands 
of  the  cottfUn?  *bu  of  foWity  and  ham  saud- 

refrv.slimcnt -table and  \ iov yrbwta'e**:  ikul  everi  wi.de/;>  Such-  an  experience  cannot  happen 
our  frieijti<A.*orihl  be  fairly  sircv*>s<a1  in  that  tw ifi-  —not  to  (is;.  - . . 

line.  ' The  attendance -wa**  bx>  jgreal  .for  any  • • It . wks  the  ‘ Big  Parade^  at  tiie  end  of 
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March  that  closed  our  engagement  as  Relief 
Committee  to  an  Observation  Post.  Nothing 
like  that  parade  was  ever  seen  before,  either 
in  or  out  of  our  quiet  apartment.  We  knew 
what  was  coming.  Elizabeth  and  our  as- 
sistant worked  for  two  days  getting  ready 
for  the  drive,  and  on  the  great  morning  when 
I went  down-stairs  on  an  early  errand  our 
outside  steps  were  already  filled  with  our 
patrons,  waiting  for  u*  to  open.  They  were 
certainly  faithful. 

An  hour  later,  when  our  rooms  were  pretty 
solidly  packed,  and  the  parade  was  about  to 
begin,  Elizabeth  and  I slipped  quietly  down 
the  back  stairs  and  worked  our  way  around 
to  the  front  and  climbed  into  two  grand- 
stand seats,  previously  reserved  at  consid- 
erable expense.  There  on  that  glorious  day 
we  sat  undisturbed  for  three  mortal  hours — 
no,  immortal,  I mean,  for  the  memory  of 
them  will  not  pass — and  watched  the  boys 
march  by.  And  when  the  last  rank  of  shin- 
ing helmets,  and  the  wreaths  for  the  sacred 
dead,  and  the  last  automobile  of  the  honored 
wounded  had  been  welcomed  with  cheers  and 
tears  and  weaving,  we  slipped  back  to  find, 
as  I expected,  that  we  had  not  been  missed 
by  our  company. 

And  when  the  final  grateful  guest  had 
eaten  the  remainder  of  a damaged  sand- 
wich and  rinsed  out  a trickling  drainage  of 
VOP  and  gone  happily  his  way,  I said  to 
Elizabeth,  without  emotion: 

“How  would  it  be  to  put  a line  in  the 
Sunday  Times ?” 

She  did  not  ask  me  what  for,  but  in  her 
casual  way  observed: 

“ It  might  be  a good  idea.  It  worked  before 
— on  us.” 

“If  it  brings  results  we  could  go  away  for 

Making  It  Easy  for  Himself 
V/f  RS.  KILLIFER  desired  that  the  picture 
* * be  hung  to  the  right  of  the  door;  Mr. 
Killifer  wanted  it  hung  to  the  left.  For  once 
the  husband  proved  to  be  the  more  insistent 
of  the  two,  and  Henry,  the  colored  man,  was 
summoned  to  hang  the  picture  according  to 
Mr.  Killifer’s  order. 

Henry  drove  in  a nail  on  the  left.  This 
done,  he  also  drove  one  in  the  wall  on  the  right. 

“Why  are  you  driving  that  second  nail?” 
asked  Mr.  Killifer. 

“Why,  boss,  dat’s  to  save  me  de  trouble 
of  bringin’  de  ladder  to-morrow  when  you 
come  round  to  de  missus’s  way  of  thinkin’,” 
said  Henry. 


a while — I have  just  about  enough  left  for 
that — to  some  place  where  it  is  quiet — where 
we  could  rest,  I mean,  and  decide  what  we 
want  to  do  next.” 

We  then  set  to  work  straightening  up  our 
apartment,  which  looked  as  if  it  had  been 
sublet  for  a county  fair. 

On  Monday  morning  a pleasant  old  gen- 
tleman appeared  with  a copy  of  the  Times 
advertising  section. 

“Is  this  your  offer:  ‘An  attractive  fur- 
nished apartment,  cheap?’”  he  asked. 

I said  it  was. 

“And  is  this  the  apartment?” 

“It  is,”  I said,  and  led  him  to  the  windows 
that  looked  down  on  the  passing  show. 
“You  notice,”  I went  on,  “it  commands  a 
fine  view  of  the  street,  and  on  Fifth  Avenue 
one  gets  everything  that  is  going.  It  is 
really  a wonderful  place  to  see  the  parades.” 

His  face  brightened.  If  there  was  any- 
thing in  my  observation  to  give  him  pause, 
he  apparently  hadn’t  noticed  it. 

“Why,  yes,”  he  said,  “and  one  could  in- 
vite in  a few  friends.” 

I made  no  response  to  this  remark,  and  he 
probably  thought  us  rather  selfish  people 
who  had  not  cared  to  share  their  windows. 

That  was  barely  two  months  ago.  There 
have  been  only  eight  parades  since  then,  but 
this  morning  when  I opened  the  Sunday 
Times  I read  under  the  proper  heading: 

“An  attractive  furnished  apartment,  on 
lower  Fifth  Avenue,  to  sublet,  cheap.” 

It  is  really  a delightful  old  place,  and  it  is 
cheap.  I hope  he  will  find  a tenant — some 
one  who  will  take  up  the  good  work  that  we, 
or  our  predecessor,  began,  and  carry  it  on 
worthily,  as  long  as — well,  as  long  as  he  is 
able. 


A Careful  Shipment 

I T was  in  a small  town  in  New  England.  In 
* their  morning  walk  little  Isabel  and  her 
mother  passed  the  home  of  a woman  who  was 
so  ill  that  a quantity  of  straw  liad  beea 
strewn  over  the  street  that  the  noise  of 
the  highway  might  be  deadened.  This  straw 
excited  the  curiosity  of  the  child,  and  she 
asked  many  questions  concerning  it. 

“Why,  dearie,”  said  the  mother,  “it  has 
been  put  there  because  last  week  they  brought 
a little  boy  baby  to  the  lady  who  lives  there.” 

At  this  Isabel  looked  at  the  straw  with 
renewed  interest. 

“Well,  mother,”  she  concluded,  “I  must 
say  that  they  brought  him  well  packed.” 
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It  Helped 

Vt  CERTAIN*  hbh’ap 
bafriiaJ  wh*?. 
Melodist  preo  vI  ctt 
.were;  n'hat’  To  v4F 
good  pivatfutig  ifi 

&*i*i&li  town*  and 
ft?  the  service  was  o ver  s 
clumber  of  pet^ons  Went 
to  fiiut  te  tiuw 

appn^i^tioa  of  his  ser- 
iaoiu  One  w vi  mat)  in 
p&fi&ijJar  yvw  nUtet  ou  t- 
spofcen  ip  praise  of  his 
eloqrtmrxv 

“Why,  WiPpr  she 
said,  4kyou  nip  never 
kruw  iv  hat  your  sermon 
meiuaf  l<*  me-  It  was 
/usl  like  water  tu  a 
drowtiii^  itiuii/1 


■■  '■ 

His  VVlFJfe:  *k  Thai  remind#  me,  Fttflr^Hd  0U  otjjf? 
thow  curtain -poles  t told 


Spoke  From  Experience 

A VISITING  trust tinting  the  e«i*ir^*d 
an  a*Wfj e«$  made  to  thepiipU# of  a public 
school,  said:  ■'  • • • ■ 

.^'M y dear  ehifdmu  I want  ip  talk  to .yoii 
% fen  piimittsv  eonctTinug  one  of  tin  most, 
wonderful,  oue  of  the  mo&t  important  or  gaits 
in  the  ivbcie  world.  Wh&i  fe  il>  ibai  titfote 
awayr  '^0$  a’w&jt..  neve*  sf pppiipb  never 
ceasing,  wheilier’ym  wake  dC&Ieep:,  flight  or 
day.  week  in  and  miK  month  jo  and 

month  ouh  year  & aod'.yw.  owfcv  without  any 
volhion  on  y^Hir  jiart;  ;]ii^  ift  *;  the1 

depths?  -vs  it  were*  uiisfeti:  hy.'  ;^.u,  thi»bHing 
throbbing,  th/ohhiug,  rfcyiimdeaiiy  a1!  v<qu t 
■life  lou^r.  iiy  •;:  - ;> ;; v.f. 

During  ih«?  imancnlary  pause 


FVeventkm 
Ij  Thu?  lor  Slnrgis 
was  a phlegmatic 
man  wlu>  gene  r a t I y 
h>4ik.  hi*  mvir  lime  to 
ftiLnWer  even  urgent  mils, 
. ^ ‘ • ‘ , ' i • //  ' one  da^  he  hustled 
around  in  *v  hurry* 

; ' ^T>f^W«^'v  he  explained  to  his  wife, 

‘ has  sent  for  me  i*  voau  ami  lier  girl, 
and  I must  go  at  mire/'  4 

What  is  the  mat hrr  *&  i th  l^r t. f a&ked  (hi* 
dptdo/s  •. 

dq/i  t kihw/’  safe!’  tfie.  • jJov.Uu:^  ‘ **  but  I 
do  kianv  ttiat  .'Diowncy-  lias  a book  on 
IVhid  (o  Du  ittym  <*#i  tltc  poeior,  and 
1 mud  liurr>  th\t  fxiore ..she  dw£  it// 


Required  Some  Data 
IfERv man, 
^ovlgfit  aw  Meure  -of  the  fulifiT  of  the 
girl  he  luid  vIiomhi,  hip;!  made  kuc^wn  bis 
luipe he  would  iuterj^e , Itjr 


Ai)eakcf  fcU  ordUufecd  ^rflf<d  a <*ufcait  df  llitijr  marriagty 

. ■ . *>  . ‘v - - I-  - 1 'L  - 


lienr/f  to  sr^*; 

. ■ ’/t  knd v^.'^fe.v  -the ;- 


\Wiafc  Class  totd  Me  TtzilVel 
tpARM FJ1  IJarris  who  bad  l>Her>  Imying 

1 .m  ^ a. wu v . 

1 of  graphed.  f«>  bia  v/ite;  r ' 

w Ulp MihHdk Inr ahipikHl  (1  f-day  from 
here.  I hhall  3>*ri  for  ht>pie  lo-momyw/' 


For  a.  moment  die  old  genlfhmimi 

aru!  fie  sy-owloii  sit  the  'yfamg'wto-' 
vritli  grteat  sternne^,  Wini&'ly  he  grrwtei'; 
*f8*i.  youwaTit  ta/iuaripy^ 

‘fc  VViy  nttidi  mdfcfcdp^'  amiW^wl/iCibike^ 
u Can  you  support  a fiumiy/’'  x^rHinuel 
the  Father , uarn/wly  ^oarehlitg  the  yuuiiig 
mar/s  vorndeuanu  v 

Klinker  refleot^l  & j?WMUei/t  ^nd  then 
asked,  ‘Tiov  ouiuy  are  there;  of  .you  ‘ sir}" 


EDlTQfiS  DRAWER 


.....  His  Turn  Why  She  Changed  Her  Name 

HTWO  dty  -men,  motoring  in  ihe  •southern  T TITLE  Elbabetb  Tiltoci  had  been  «.*: 

**  moiifitaiasv  vainly  tried’’  to  find  hotel  ae-  srJ*ck>Vbul  a few  d&i>  wfci&fi  hr^&?ae: 

commodatious,  and  IhuUly  W^rr  f4»ligod  to  (IL  her  returd.  some 

make  the  best  bf  a sro&H  dm*  E ven  theft  lfet$f  twre  & note  of  frudx  htfr 

had  to  share  a bis  I that  was — •and  *m  this  Sirs.  Banes.  Thinking  l hat  perhaps  she  had 
point  the  landlord  laid  great  stress  --a  rnisundersUMxl  the  v4uhr$  name,  the  teacher 
feather-beiL  asktsd  for  an' explatiaikm. 

The  M*  innied  in  and  one  was  soon  fast  4*Ifs  this.  way,"  &&d  Elizabeth/  with  quite 
asleep*  bufclktf.-;**-  the  .otber;  Ht  vimtrfywfc  a /x>iifidential  air.  4,My  toother  got  tt&meti 
manage  to  dt*M  the  lump*,  and  listened  again,  hut  I dklnl  A 


EUiqueuee  Rather  Than  Bile  avarice 
A B(tt  of  eight  was dkiing  with  his  father 
at  a hotel  where  tfe  .manner*  of  the 
guests  were  not  remarkable  for  their  elegance. 

Soon  after  they  jigd  seated  themselves  at 
the  table*  the  ymmgxfer  paired  up  with, 
^)>ad(tv%  why  do  all  the  men  say  ‘whoop* 

to  tJietir  soup?" 


First  Lesson,  In.  Art  Riatpry  ,’•'</>: , ,.v 

A TEACHER  in  lute  of  The  Bosk.ti.  schools 
had  shown  the  Imvyr-grade  pupils  in  her 
ropm’'  n beaut ind  picture  of  the  ‘ ' 'Madonna 
and  Clutd."  arid  h&dasked  them  to  write 
souiethiog  about  it.  Oat*  boy  of  a dozen 
years  handed  the  teacher  (he  following  brief 
and  terse  account  of  the  pirlure; 

*T  think  Mr*,  ■'MdDouimgh’*  baby  is  just 


A toson  for  Rebate  ' 
C-EVEllrU-i  elderly  Mies  who  were  giving 
■ a dam**  for  a eer tarn  charity  fell  that 
'ftiuki-  be.  mp’  aa 

pof^Wkc  Oiie  Hpprbaehwf  ,tl;ie.lS^M‘ier  of  the 
orchestra  with  liuS/p^jposi'ttvii^ 

‘‘Couklrvl  you  piissildy  supply  its.  kith 
inu4^  cln-uper?  Agood  many  of  ii&  do  not 
donee,  you  know/' 


[•M 


' Horse 

If  the  Kheektf  had  mdy  ipvnm  what  m bnrw  fu-do# 


Looking  'Forward  [[}4  '•.•■ ;■ . ’;  v, 

LITTLE  Jiiltoi  has  airily  dee*defl  that 
l\Y*  -Xi  j iV  f t A i t I vife 


A Ballade  Against  Critics 

\r,rOTj  mm  ryx  im  decay  ? 

* A in)  Aiion  and  ftrg  y heats'?— r- 

Some  Critic  has  rfeighM  & flay 
Yttoir  wort  in  Use  public  sheets. 
"Coro'e,  don't  1>e  a lamb  that  bleats! 
Tho  bill  (It*  is  .gay  and  ton". 

Runemix-r  (dll.  sve^t  of  sweets!)  ;;  ^ 

The  Critic*  nfe  mostly  wrong.  • • ’/ 


'hcVill  be  ^ do*;ti>T.  In  oyer  the 

matter  oue  day  ins  ia>bcr  r.,iihor  i^ebou>sty 
asked  whether  .juliaH'  yajh?^  a 

specialty,  inasmuch  as  that  Was  the  av«y  t» 
make  a lot  «>f  money  in  -.nicdo 

MI  think  I shall/"  replied  ifulh/Ji,  quite 
‘ ^ AVh^;t/< ci| : 

in  airplane  'accidents,  dad?  There  ought  to 
■ be  a grefel  bjture  in  timt  liae///  / ' y - 


The  CrUir.sv-  and  who  are  they? 

Cnn-pers  that  .hold.  their  scats 
An  hour  Pf  a passing  day/-  ? V 
Apd  what  are  Mien  nook.-  feats? 
Why,  s»*c  e.liat  they  did  to  Keats*— 
And  liyrpti*..  (fiat  J/6rd  »>f  S>kngf 
Apnfjo  himself  repCuU. 

‘"The  Critics  arc  mostly  wrong!" 


; • . y . QuifceSk • . ' v:/y  " : _ \ ;*  ,t 

T^RE  Wlihjr  f ife  primary  had  been 

* gte^u  a bdk  oh  ar<duterAu^»  Olid  when 

lltaet  (atelier  had  ftmftitfd  she-aikech 

ittc  in  the  class  who  can  ttyll 


*'  L*  there  'dsiy 
me  ^ Abu  fires**  is?"  t , 

Wltcrcupou  otn  ftul  arose  and  answered 
eagyrty;  ma^nt  l can.  A buttress 

i*  i nainiv-guat  ” 


Avvart:  of  tlicir  feet  u(  cla>  ; 

Whim  Ctf  &v  i liV-  /C/.Ti t-iii  **  ^ tpeyts' 

They  wink  as  they  gn  iboir way 
To  pie, i.  in  their  foul  retreat*. 

Then  dnrut -'m  The  tjf>en  directs, 

O ardent  but  inky  thrPug. 

Tjty  truth  that  itmh  heart  Secretes 
f*  The  A/tilfes  ate  rnosilv 


Nerllse  tor  e ^uar*jptitre  Sign 
pCJffcG  m ^pnihern 

LoHyn  every  infect ed  wtts  put  udder 

After  the  dtHi^e  had  been 


checked /&p  old  negrc;5s  protested  vijgoroudy 
when  the  iie;i!th  officers  .started  to  take  dovtp 
the  sifgu  t*R:‘ifer  h^us^  ’/ 

' Why;  Auntie/  ‘ exclaimed  ific  e? ; 
Wwhy  don't  you  >canL  me  to  take  .it  dowfe//;"  : 
5V»Vi),  •uh/’  she  answered,  ‘*dcy  u m 

l^hw^liietdah  licWti  di«  In  vife^  sepi>  d#ir;sigh 
went  up  Von-ali  lot  it  alone!" 


wrong 


Though  ski  (fed  with  the  )asl»  t fra!  Ireat: 

A^ni  d# with  Che  jmvddiug  prong. 
As  Mu&  a?s  t iuAi  momcD f fleets; 

TtiV  fcritick  ar?  nuxstly  WTong.f 

A>iTin:<H  GtnTfi^tAN. 
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THEY  SET  ME  LP  I.IKK  A LAY-FIGURE  AND  SNAP-SHOTTED  ME  FROM  VARIOUS  ANGLES 


SOME  PEOPLE  I MET  IN  AMERICA 


BY  PHILIP  GIBBS 


AS  a professional  onlooker  of  life  (and 
it  is  a poor  profession,  us  I must 
admit)  it  has  always  been  my  habit  to 
study  national,  and  social,  types  in  any 
country  where  I happen  to  l>e.  I find 
an  untiring  interest  in  this,  and  prefer 
to  sit  in  a French  cafe,  for  example, 
watching  the  people  who  come  in  and  go 
out,  and  hearing  scraps  of  conversation 


that  pass  across  the  table,  to  the  most 
thrilling  theatrical  entertainment.  And 
I find  more  interest  in  “common”  people 
than  in  the  uncommonly  distinguished, 
by  fame  and  power.  To  me  the  types 
in  a London  omnibus  or  a suburban  train 
are  more  absorbing  us  a study  than  a 
group  of  generals  or  a party  of  states- 
men, and  I like  to  discover  the  lives  of 
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the  world's  embodies,.  their  way  of 
thought  mid  their  wtftlook  or*  the  world, 
Ly  the  character  in  their  faces  and  their 
little  social  habits.  Jo  that  way  ozie 
gets  a .sense  of  the  social  drums,  of  a 
country  and  of  tine  national  ideals’  and 
purpose.  So  when  I went  to  the  Hnttod 
States  after  four  and  a half  years  in  the 
war  rone,  where  I had  teeu  watching 
another  kind  of  drama,  hideous  and  hor- 
rible in  spite  of  all  its  heroism,  I fell  into 
my  old  habit  of  searching  for  types  and 
studying  characters.  I had  unusual. op- 
portunity. New  York  and  many  other 
cities  opened.  their  hearts  and  their 
houses  to  mh  in  a most  generous  way, 
and  I met  great  mnnters  of  people  of 
every  class  and  kind. 

The  first  people  1 met.,  Wore  1 had 
stepped  off  my  ship  of  adventure,  were 
young  pew  spa  f*er  men  who  searcher!  tlie 
ship  like  a sieve  for  any  peASdugcr  who 
bad  sometJiing  in  his  life  or  twain  worth 
telling  to  the  world.  I was  scared  of 
them,  having  heard  that  they  emild  ex- 
tract tlie  very  secrets  of  one's  soul  by 


EYES  A3SD  FESGEUS  ACIlF.n  WITH  Ml'CM 
ftTiTrin.vn; 


examination  of  the  thitd 
degree;  but  1 found  then} 
human  and  friendly  fellows 
who  greeted  me  charily  and 
did  not  lake  up  much  \mv: 
when  they  set  ine  up  like  a 
lav-figure  on  the  boat  deck, 
turned  ou  the  “ movie 
machine,  xuap-. shotted  me 
from  various  angles,  and 
offered  me  American  ciga- 
rettes as  a sign  of  eptnmde- 
ship.  1 niel  nuvuy  otter 
newspaper  men  And  women 
in  the  jteUrd  h-totes:  those 
wbo  control  ffe  fnHver  of  the 
press  the  nia*ter<i  the 
machine  which  shapes  tile 
trund  of  and  those 

wlio  teed  its  wheels  with 
words,  Because  I bad  some 
history  to  toll  the  word- 
writers  lily  in  wait  For  me, 
fountl  my  telephone  number 


SHE  HAS  niJIt  COPWT&H.CA.VE  8VRE.SO 
WITH  THE  AIOBNUSUV  NEVVSCAPERS 


in  any  hotel  of  any  town  before  1 knew  as  a good  journalist — and  wrote  two 
it  myself,  tapped  at  my  bedroom  door  columns  of  revelation  with  most  deadly 
when  I was  in  the  transition  stage  be-  accuracy  and  a beautiful  style.  Another 
tween  day  and  evening  clothes,  and  girl  followed  me  round  a picture-gallery, 
asked  questions  about  many  things  of  listening  to  casual  remarks  among  a 
which  I knew  nothing  at  all,  so  that  I group  of  friends,  and  wrote  an  article  on 
had  to  camouflage  my  abysmal  depths  art-criticism  which  left  me  breathless 
of  ignorance.  with  admiration  at  her  wit  and  knowl- 

They  know  their  job,  those  American  edge,  of  which  I took  the  credit.  One 
reporters,  and  I was  impressed  especially  young  man,  once  a Rhodes  scholar  at 
by  the  young  women.  There  was  one  Oxford,  boarded  the  train  at  New  York, 
girl  who  sat  squarely  in  front  of  me,  bought  me  a drawing-room  for  private 
fixed  me  with  candid  gray  eyes,  and  for  conversation,  and  by  the  time  we 
an  hour  put  me  through  an  examination  reached  Philadelphia  made  it  entirely 
about  my  sad  past  until  I had  revealed  futile  for  me  to  give  a lecture,  because  he 
everything.  There  is  nothing  that  girl  had  it  all  in  his  memory,  and  wrote  the 
doesn't  know  about  me,  and  I should  entire  history  of  everything  I had  seen 
blush  to  meet  her  again.  She  did  not  and  thought  through  years  of  war,  in 
take  a single  note — by  that  I knew  her  next  day’s  paper.  I liked  a young  Har- 

Google  liNivERsn^br 


ASTTBODT  voomm  AT  UEU  WOULD  HAVE  PFT  HER  DOWN  AS  A UAIlAjUSSS  LITTLE  LADY 


yard  man  who  came,  to  see  me  in  .Boston.-  affairs,  of  which  the  first  item  on  his 
He  had  a modesty  and  a winning  man-  program  was  friendship  with  England, 
ner  which  made  me  rack  my  brains  io  , . , I found  among  newspaper  men  a 
tell  him  something  good,  and  J admired  sense  of  responsibility  with  which  they 
his  type,  so  dean  and  boyish  and  quick  are  not  generally  credited,  and  wonder- 
in  intelligence.  He  belonged  to  the  stuff  folly  alert  and  open  minds;  also,  apart 
of  young  America  as  1 saw  it  in  the  fronithcir  owuparty  polilicsand]>re|u- 
fields  of  France,  eager  for  service,  whut-  dices,  a desire  for  fair  play  and  truth, 
ever  the  risk.  I met  the  editorial  staffs  : 'The  Yelkrw  Press  still  has  its  power,  and 
pit  many  newspapers  and  was  given  a it  is  a malign  influence  in  the  ijnifed 
tuuehepn  by  the  proprietor  and  editor.  States,  but  the  newspapers  of  good  re- 
of  one  great  newspaper  in  New  York  pule  are  conducted  by  men  of  .principle 
which  is  f>erhiips  the  biggest  jHVwcriri  the  and  conviction,  and  their  editorial  and 
i’ oiled  States  ho-dny.  All  the  men  literary  staffs  have  a high  level  of  taleet, 
round  me  were  literarj-  tyjHss,  and  fsaw  representing  much,  I think,  of  the  best 
in  their  Ikes  the  imprint  of  hard  intelligence  of  America, 
thought,  and  of  .hard  work  more  st  mm-  The  women  of  America  iseeni  to  me  td 

fits,  I imagine,  than  in  the  newspaper  have  a fair  slmre  nf  that  intelligence,  and 
life  of  any  other  tsmutty  of  the  worfd.  I met  many  types  of  them  who  were 
They  all  hint  an  ulisorbing  Interest  pf  the  .y interesting  as  social  studies.  Several 
sftjidtibn  afige  the  ureas-  states-  are  Mill  resisting  woman  suffrage, 
tide,  .and  knew  « good  deal  about  the  hot  as  far  ns  equality  goes  in  all  affairs  of 
secret  workings  .of.  Korepcan policy.  A daily  life  outside  political  power  the 
young  correspondent  just  back  front  women  of .America  have  Jong  claimed 
Russia  made  a speech, sutuniiug  up  his  and  gajwtl  ?t.  During  the  war  they 
experieui'es  and  wnclmshms,  which  were  stuttvpii  iift'cAlsry  class,  like  the  women  of 
of  a .Startling  ktpdV  tdkl  wit h the  ut  most  Epghdtd,  that  1 li£y  could  take  on  men's 
simplicity1  and.  binatoosk  The  proprj-  job*  .and  :4o.:::  t&mi  as  well  tvs  men  in 
etor  took  me  mto  his  private  room  and  most  easHs,  and  better  than  men  in  some 
outlined  his  general  policy  on  world  cases.  They  drove  motor-lorries  and 
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machines;  they  were  dairy  formers' aud  what  most  American  husbands  have  to 
agriculturists;  they  became  munition-  do  in  a struggle,  for  existence  which 
workers,  carpenters,  clerks,  .-and.  dev&-  strives  up  to  the  possession  of  a Ford  car, 
tor-girls*  and  the  womanhood  of  A trier-  generally  known  as  a “Tin  Lizzie.”  or  a 
ica  rallied  up  with  a wonderful  and  do-  “Flivver,’*  on  the  way  to  a Cadillac  or 
voted  spirit  in  a great  campaign  of  work  a Packard,  a country  cottage  op  Long 
for  the  Red  Cross  and  all  manner  of  Island  or  the.  Connecticut  shore,  an  oce»r- 
oomforts  for  the  troops,  who,  l»y  a sional  visit  to  Tiffany's  in  Fifth  Avenue 
lamentable  breakdown  in  transport  or-  for  a diamond  brooch,  or  some  other 
g&mzation,  never  remved.  many  of  the  trinket  symbolizing  .success,  a holiday  at 
gifts  sent  to  them  by  women  old  and  Palm  Beach,  week-ends  at  Atlantic 
young  whose  eyes  and  fingers  ached  with  City,  and  a relief  from  boredom  after 
so  much  stitclung  during  the  long  eve-  office  hours  at  the  Forty-fourth  Street 
nings  of  war.  Apart  altogether  from  Theater  or  the  Winter  Garden.  That 
war-work,  American  women  have  made  represents  the  social  ambition  of  the 
themselves  the  better  halves  of  men,  and  average  business  man  bn  the  road  to 
the  men  know  it  and  are  .deferential  to  fortune,  and  it  costs  a goodly  pile  of  dol- 
Ihe  opinions  and  desires  of  their  women  lars  to  be  heaped  up  by  hard  work,  at  a 
folk.  high  strain  of  nervous  tension,  Mean- 

It  is  natural  that  women  should  have  a bile  the  women  are  keeping  themselves 
a wider  knowledge  of  iiteraturp  and  as  beaut ifu  1 as  God  made  them,  with 
ideas  in  a scheme  of  life  where  men  have  .slight  improvements  according  to  their 
.Miejr  noses  down  to  the  grindstone  of  own  ideas,  which  /are  generally  wrong; 
work  for  long  hours  every  day.  That  is  decorating  their  homes;  increasing  their 
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housekeeping expenses,  and  reading  pro-  sations  (skipping,  .aw  a.  Mile,  the  ends-  of 
drgipijsdy,  a vast  number  of  columns  ■‘’continued 

books  and ; rrsappstS r si so  making  it  pos-  it  is  time  to  intcmew  the  cook,  who 
sible  for  rjemi  like  myself — sla  ves  of  {he  again  gives  notice  lo  leave  because  of  the 
pen— -to  csist  in  an  otiiervris*  crnel  conduct  of.  the  chauffeur  of  the  catlike 
worfd.  qualities  of  the parlor -maid,  and  handles 

Before  the  leisure  :'-.'’'tfee-;'t»!epfKjfle  to  give  her  Orders  of  the 

gets  up  to  breakfast  ; generally  she  Day.  For  some  tit  fie  time  after  that  the 
doesn’t)  and  uses  her  Hp-salve  and  now-  telephone  is  kept  busy  at  boih  ends,  awl, 
der-{Hsff  fer  tfic  first  time  uj  the  day.  she  with  a cigarette  threatening  to  bum  a 
baa-  her  counterpane  Spread  with  ll\e  Buhl  cabinet,  the  lady  of  leisure  talks  to 
inorning's  nrivspapenK.  which  arc  folded  several  friends  in  New  York.  answers  a 
into  the  sis*  of  small  blankets.  There vail  from  the  Western  Union,  and  To- 
ps The  New  York  Times,  for  respectabil  • reives  a night-letter  sent  over  the  wire, 
ity.  The  Tr&um  for  political  '’pep,”  mid  '‘No,  I nm  absolutely  engaged  on  Mon- 
The  World  for  social  rvforn*.  The  little  day,  dear,  Tuesday?  So  sorry  l am 
lady  glances  first  of  git  at  the  picture  fixed  up  that  day.  too.  Yes,  and  Thurs- 
' supplements  while- $.he  sips  her  omtige-  day  is  quite  out  of  Bie  question-  Friday? 
juict*,  reads  the  head-lines  while  she  gets  Oh.  well,  make  it  Mondays  then]”  That 
on  with  the  rolled  oats,  and  with  the.  Is  a well-worn  New  York  joke,  and  I 
second  cup  of  coffee  settles  down  to  the  found  it  funny  and  true  to  life,  because 
solid  reading-maUer  of  iidernatioual  sen-  it  is  its  difficult  to  avoid  invitation*  in 

'New  York  ivs  coiHaioos  in 
Fifth  Avenue,  There1  is  a 
fittfe  red  book  on  the  Buhl 
: ' rabfoe  t in  wlugMbe  Ameri- 
eao  lady  puts  down  her 
engagemeiits  mstl  the  ex~ 
custwi  she  giive  for  breaking 
others  (it  is  useful  to  re- 
member those),  And  she 

'^£39fi!^IBE3ir  • bv  finish  the.  new  novel,  by 

,)o!m  'Galsworthy,  to'  get 
. through  it  pamphlet  on 

Bolsheyisiu  which  ^was^n««m* 

young  nuoi  just,  back  from 
-^^gsKjeP^'  Rie-siu,  i"  buy  a set  of  su/.n- 

. . ' : Sa^d  n^  Ft>r^^ 

friends,  including  the  man 
''$£?  '■■■  ' • who  ni»de  such  a scrLsatiaa 

■ with  his  lecture  on  Frani'cat 

she  PBonccgo  a conn  ciovrette-case  and  began  T06M0XE  the  Carnegie  Hall  (she  will. 


Go  gle 


tliJE  CROWDED  dr  1‘ALftr  UBACn 
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CQNGWESftMfcJf,  LEA  DEWS  OE  \VOt\U.X%  8l1ITJ'«AOk  SOCIETIES.  flliStN  ®B$  MAGNATES. 

AND  Oi  'VjWX  f.U'Iv  MtOM  Tf»B  *';vovr 

a game  out  of  which  they  are  trying  to  Generally  some  .man  who  enters  tier  tar- 
get the  most  fun,  Imt  with  more  serious  i-Je  seems  to  offer  I he  chum  e of  this.  lie 

views;  and  I think  etoineof  these  ftadife  has  high  ithraht,  \yr  the  jwse  of  them. 

h«rd  to  satisfy  their  .aspirations,  and  go  His  silences  seem  suggestive  of  deep, 
about  with  a touch,  or  unite,  ujutheralife  thoughts  -though  he.  may 

ache  beneath  their  furs.  ) met  &m<:  thihkittg  Pi. nothing  more  important 

women  who  spoke  with  a certain  ■ tiwfy'  j.  tJbntf  ti  Nhiy«fge  on  his  ,w'bitir  Waistcoat — 
which  reflwUal  the  spent  light  of  old  lie  has  a.  teodeiiieiss  in  bis  gray  (dr  black 
illnsiofis,  and  others  whin  had  a kind  <jf  .mg'  tfeJrJlliiig' 

wistftlhvess  it.  their  eves,  though  t<>  woman  chill--]  by  the  bek-Iusier 

searijiiiag  for  Ifie  b^ipiness.  who  i*  ijsPtf  iU  her  pres- 

Thts  Tired  Business  'Mint  its  a husband"  •cnee  w.4.  lake?;  h<r  for  granted.  . . . 
hns  hits  {unitMioiwj,  like;  most  mg»x,  Tth? I'Tib#  hwght.-  to  be 

Often  his  long  hours  of  absence  «t  t?»e  ireful  lest  he  should  fjewune  top  tired 
office  and  his  dullness  at  home  nwike  his  to  enter  into  theintw*ktts  «»f  hts  wife  arid 
wife  rather  bompanioitly:^  and  Her  to  give  her  the  miniumm  of  ivanradesUrp 
novel-rfcgdiug  habits  teiifi  to  igljiqh all  Women  dtbWnd,  The  Aanei-' 

the  lews,  and  ftiree  upon  ;h«fr  mind  the  iean  AVoman  ofi  i mitsidp  the 

desire  for  Inore  >oti  -fyuig  i »,iur;ide>hip.  t.  .ttholic  C hureli,  a hich  still  insists  upon 
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the  old  law,  seems  to  me  quicker  than 
most  others  to  cut  her  losses  in  the  mar- 
riage gamble,  if  she  finds,  or  thinks  she 
finds,  that  she  is  losing  too  heavily  for 
her  peace  of  heart.  Less  than  women  in 
European  countries  will  she  tolerate  de- 
ceit or  spiritual  cruelty,  and  the  law 
offers  her  a way  of  escape,  expensive  but 
certain,  from  a partnership  which  has 
been  broken.  Society — in  New  York,  at 
least — is  tolerant  to  women  who  have 
dissolved  their  married  partnership,  and 
there  is  no  stoning  sisterhood  to  fling 
mud  and  missiles  at  those  who  have  al- 
ready paid  for  error  by  many  tears.  Yet 
I doubt  whether,  in  many  cases,  the 
liberty  they  find  makes  for  happiness. 
There  is  always  the  fear  of  a second  mis- 
take worse  than  the  first,  and,  anyhow, 
some  unattached  women  I met,  women 
who  could  afford  to  live  alone,  not  with- 
out a certain  luxury  of  independence, 
seemed  disillusioned  as  to  the  romance 
of  life,  and  the  honesty  of  men,  and  their 
own  chance  of  happiness.  Their  furs  and 
their  diamonds  were  no  medicine  for  the 
bitterness  of  their  souls,  nor  for  the  hun- 
ger in  their  hearts. 

But  I found  a great  class  of  women  in 
America  too  busy,  too  interested,  and 
too  inspired  by  common  sense  to  be 
worried  by  that  kind  of  emotional  dis- 
tress— the  middle-class  women  who  flung 
themselves  into  war-work,  as  before,  and 
now,  in  time  of  peace,  the  activities  of 
charity  and  education  and  domestic  life 
have  called  to  them  for  service.  There 
was  a woman  doctor  I met  who  seemed 
to  me  as  fine  a type  of  American  woman- 
hood as  one  could  have  the  luck  to  meet, 
and  yet,  in  spite  of  uncommon  ability,  a 
common  type  in  her  cheery  and  practical 
character.  When  the  war  broke  out  her 
husband,  who  was  a doctor  also,  was 
called  to  serve  in  the  American  army, 
and  his  wife,  who  had  passed  her  medical 
examinations  in  the  same  college  with 
him,  but  had  never  practised,  carried  on 
his  work,  in  spite  of  four  children.  They 
came  first  and  her  devotion  to  them  was 
not  altered,  but  that  did  not  prevent  her 
from  attending  to  a growing  list  of  pa- 
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tients  at  a time  when  influenza  was  rag- 
ing in  her  district.  She  went  about  in  a 
car  which  she  drove  herself,  with  the 
courage  and  cheerfulness  of  a gallant 
soldier.  In  her  little  battle-field  there 
were  many  tragedies,  because  death  took 
away  the  youngest-born  or  the  eldest- 
born  from  many  American  homes,  and 
her  heart  was  often  heavy;  but  she  re- 
sisted all  gloomy  meditations  and  kept 
her  nerve  and  her  spirit  by — singing.  As 
she  drove  her  car  from  the  house  of  one 
patient  to  another  she  sang  loudly  to 
herself  over  the  wheel,  any  little  old  song 
that  came  into  her  head — “Hey-diddle- 
diddle,  the'cat  and  the  fiddle,”  or  “Old 
King  Cole  was  a merry  old  soul,  and  a 
merry  old  soul  was  he,” — to  the  pro- 
found astonishment  of  passers-by,  who 
shook  their  heads  and  said,  “It’s  a good 
thing  there’s  going  to  be  prohibition.” 
But  she  saved  the  lives  of  many  women 
and  children  in  time  of  plague — for  the 
influenza  reached  the  height  of  plague — 
and  did  not  lose  her  sense  of  humor  or 
her  fine,  hearty  laugh,  or  her  gracious- 
ness of  womanhood.  When  “the  army,” 
as  she  called  her  husband,  came  back, 
she  could  say,  “I  kept  your  flag  flying, 
old  man,  and  you’ll  not  find  any  differ- 
ence at  home.”  1 saw  the  husband  and 
wife  in  their  home  together.  While 
friends  were  singing  round  the  piano, 
these  two  held  hands  like  young  lovers, 
away  back  in  a shady  comer  of  the 
room. 

I met  another  husband  and  wife  who 
interested  me  as  types  of  American  life, 
though  not  in  their  home.  It  was  at  a 
banquet  attended  by  about  two  hundred 
people.  The  husband  was  the  chairman 
of  the  party,  and  he  had  a wonderful 
way  of  making  little  speeches  in  which 
he  called  upon  distinguished  people  to 
talk  to  the  company,  revealing  in  each 
case  the  special  reason  why  that  man  or 
woman  should  have  a hearing.  He  did 
this  with  wit  and  knowledge,  and  in  each 
case,  indeed,  it  was  a privilege  to  hear 
the  speaker  who  followed,  because  all  the 
men  and  women  here  were  engaged  in 
some  social  work  of  importance  in  the 
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life  of  great  American  cities,  and  were 
idealists  who  had  put  their  theories  into 
practice  by  personal  service  and  self- 
sacrifice.  The  little  man  who  was  the 
chairman  paid  a compliment  to  his  own 
wife,  and  I found  she  was  sitting  by  my 
side.  She  had  gray  hair,  but  very  young, 
bright,  humorous  eyes,  and  an  almost 
terrible  truthfulness  of  speech.  I was 
startled  by  some  things  she  said  about 
the  war,  and  the  psychology  of  men  and 
women  under  the  spell  of  war.  They 
were  true,  but  dangerous  to  speak  aloud 
as  this  woman  spoke  them.  Later,  she 
talked  of  the  heritage  of  hatred  that  had 
been  bequeathed  by  war  to-  the  people 
of  the  world.  “Let  us  kill  hatred,”  she 
said.  “It  is  the  survival  of  the  cave 
instinct  in  man  which  comes  out  of  its 
hiding-places  under  the  name  of  patriot- 
ism and  justice.”  I do  not  know  what 
link  there  was  between  this  and  some 
other  thought  which  prompted  her  to 
show  me  photographs  of  two  big,  sturdy 
boys  who,  she  told  me,  were  her  adopted 
children.  It  was  a queer,  touching 
story,  about  these  children.  “I  adopted 
them  not  .for  their  sake,  but  for  mine,” 
she  said.  She  was  a lonely  woman,  well 
married,  with  leisure  and  money  and 
the  temptation  of  selfishness.  It  was  to 
prevent  selfishness  creeping  into  her 
heart  that  she  sent  round  to  an  orphan- 
age for  two  boy-babies.  .They  were  pro- 
vided, and  she  brought  them  up  as  her 
own,  and  found — so  she  assured  me — 
that  they  grew  up  with  a marked  like- 
ness in  feature  to  herself  and  her  sisters. 
She  had  a theory  about  that — the  idea 
that  by  some  kind  of  predestination  souls 
reach  through  space  to  one  another,  and 
find  the  home  where  love  is  waiting  for 
them.  I was  skeptical  of  that,  having 
known  the  London  slums,  but  1 was 
interested  in  the  practical  experience  of 
the  bright  little  American  woman,  who 
“selfishly,”  as  she  said,  to  cure  selfish- 
ness, had  given  two  abandoned  babies  of 
the  world  the  gift  of  love,  and  a great 
chance  in  the  adventure  of  life.  She  was 
a tremendous  protagonist  of  environ- 
ment against  the  influence  of  heredity. 


“Environment  puts  it  over  heredity  aD 
the  time,”  she  said. 

This  special  charity  on  her  part  is  not 
typical  of  American  women,  who  do  not, 
any  more  than  women  of  other  coun- 
tries, go  about  adopting  other  people’s 
babies,  but  1 think  that  her  frankness  of 
speech  to  a stranger  like  myself,  and  her 
curious  mixture  of  idealism  and  practi- 
cality, combined  with  a certain  shrewd- 
ness of  humor,  are  qualities  that  come  to 
people  in  America.  She  herself,  indeed, 
is  a case  of  “environment,”  because  she 
is  foreign  in  blood,  and  American  only  by 
marriage. 

In  New  York  I had  the  advantage  of 
meeting  one  lady  who  seemed  to  me  typ- 
ical of  the  old-fashioned  “leaders”  of 
American  society  such  as  Henry  James 
described  in  his  novels.  She  lives  in  one 
of  the  great  mansions  along  Fifth  Ave- 
nue, and  the  very  appearance  of  her 
butler  is  a guarantee  of  riches  and  re- 
spectability. She  made  no  disguise  of 
her  wealth,  and  was  proud  of  it  in  a 
simple  way,  as  an  English  aristocrat  is 
proud  of  his  ancestry  and  family  treas- 
ures. But  she  acknowledges  its  responsi- 
bilities and  takes  them  seriously  with  a 
sense  of  duty.  She  had  received  lessons 
in  public  speaking,  in  order  to  hold  her 
own  at  committee  meetings,  and  she 
doles  out  large  sums  in  charity  to  public 
institutions  and  deserving  cases,  with  a 
grim  determination  to  unmask  the  pro- 
fessional beggar  and  the  fraudulent  so- 
ciety. She  seemed  to  have  a broad- 
hearted  tolerance  for  the  younger  gen- 
eration and  a special  affection  for  boys 
of  all  ages,  whom  she  likes  to  feed  up, 
and  to  keep  amused  by  treating  them  to 
the  circus  or  the  “movies”;  but  I fancy 
that  she  is  a stern  disciplinarian  with  her 
family  as  well  as  her  servants,  and  that 
her  own  relatives  stand  in  awe  of  this 
masterful  old  lady  who  has  a high  sense 
of  honor  and  demands  obedience,  hon- 
esty, and  service  from  those  who  look 
for  her  favors  and  her  money.  I de- 
tected a shrewd  humor  in  her  and  an 
abiding  common  sense,  and  at  her  own 
dinner-table  she  had  a way  of  cross-. 
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examining  her  guests,  who  were  men  of 
political  importance  and  women  of  so- 
cial influence,  like  a judge  who  desires  to 
get  at  the  evidence  without  listening  to 
unnecessary  verbiage.  She  is  the  widow 
of  a successful  business  man,  but  I per- 
ceived in  her  the  sense  of  personal  power 
and  family  traditions  which  belonged  to 
the  old  type  of  dowager-duchess  in  Eng- 
land. Among  butterfly  women  of  Euro- 
pean cities  she  would  appear  an  austere 
and  terrible  figure  in  her  virtue  and  her 
diamonds,  but  to  small  American  boys, 
eating  candies  at  her  side  in  the  circus, 
she  is  the  kind  and  thoughtful  aunt. 

It  was  in  Boston  that  I met  some 
other  types  of  American  women,  not 
long  enough  to  know  them  well,  but 
enough  to  see  superficial  differences  of 
character  between  them  and  their  friends 
of  New  York.  Needless  to  say,  I had 
read  a good  deal  about  Boston  before 
going  there.  In  England  the  Bostonian 
tradition  is  familiar  to  us  by  the  glory  of 
such  masters  as  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes, 
Emerson,  Thoreau,  and  Nathaniel  Haw- 
thorne, so  that  I had  a friendly  feeling 
when  I went  about  the  city  and  saw  its 
streets  and  prim  houses,  reminiscent  of 
Cheltenham  and  other  English  towns  of 
ancient  respectability  and  modem  cult- 
ure. After  a lecture  there  many  Bosto- 
nians came  onto  the  platform,  and  I 
heard  at  once  a difference'  in  accent  from 
the  intonation  of  New  York.  It  was  a 
little  more  precise,  with  a careful  avoid- 
ance of  slang  phrases.  The  people  who 
spoke  to  me  were  earnest  souls,  with  an 
idealism  which  seemed  to  lift  them 
above  the  personal  prejudices  of  party 
politics.  I should  imagine  that  some  of 
them  are  Republican  rather  than  Demo- 
cratic in  instinct,  but  those  at  least  who 
were  in  my  audience  supported  the  idea 
of  the  League  of  Nations,  and  for  that 
reason  did  not  wish  to  see  President 
Wilson  boiled  in  oil  or  roasted  at  a slow 
fire.  From  my  brief  glimpses  of  Boston 
society  I should  imagine  that  the  Puritan 
spirit  still  lingers  there  among  the  “best 
families”  and  that  in  little  matters  of 
etiquette  and  social  custom  they  adhere 


to  the  rules  of  the  Early  Victorian  era 
of  English  life. 

I was  convinced  of  this  by  one  trivial 
incident  I observed  in  a hotel  at  Boston. 

A lady,  obviously  in  transit  from  New 
York,  by  the  public  way  in  which  she 
used  her  powder-puff,  and  by  a certain 
cosmopolitan  easiness  of  manner,  pro- 
duced a gold  cigarette-case  from  her 
muff  and  began  to  smoke  without  think- 
ing twice  about  it.  She  had  taken  just 
three  whiffs  when  a colored  waiter  ap- 
proached in  the  most  deferential  manner 
and  begged  her  to  put  out  her  ciga- 
rette, because  smoking  was  not  allowed 
in  the  public  rooms.  The  lady  from  New 
York  looked  amazed  for  a moment. 
Then  she  laughed,  dropped  her  cigarette 
into  her  coffee-cup,  and  said:  “Oh  yes — 

1 guess  I forgot  I was  in  Boston!”  In 
that  word  Boston  she  expressed  a world 
of  propriety,  conventional  morality,  and 
social  austerity,  a long,  long  way  from 
the  liberty  of  New  York.  I had  been  told 
that  a Boston  audience  would  be  veiy 
cold  and  unenthusiastic,  not  because 
they  would  be  out  of  sympathy  with  the 
lecturer,  but  because  they  were  “very 
English”  in  their  dislike  of  emotional 
expression.  My  experience  was  not  like 
that,  as  I was  relieved  to  find,  and,  on 
the  contrary,  those  Bostonians  at  the 
Symphony  Hall  applauded  with  most 
generous  warmth  and  even  rose  and 
cheered  when  I had  finished  my  story  of 
the  heroic  deeds  of  English  soldiers.  It 
was  a Boston  girl  who  made  the  apologia 
of  her  people.  “I  am  sure,”  she  said, 
“that  all  those  men  and  women  who 
rose  to  applaud  went  down  on  their 
knees  that  night  and  asked  God  to  for- 
give them  for  having  broken  their  rule 
of  life.” 

No  doubt  Boston  society,  as  far  as  it 
includes  the  old  families  rooted  in  it  for 
generations,  is  conservative  in  its  point 
of  view,  and  looks  askance  at  noisy  in- 
novations like  modern  American  dances, 
jazz  bands,  and  the  jolly  vulgarities  of 
youth.  But,  judging  from  my  passing 
glimpse  of  college  girls  in  the  town,  I 
should  say  that  youth  puts  up  a healthy 
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opposition  to  the  “old  fogy”  philosophy, 
and  breaks  the  conventions  now  and 
then  with  a crash.  One  girl  I met  sug- 
gested to  me  that  Boston  produces  char- 
acter by  intensive  culture,  and  is  apt  to 
be  startled  by  the  result.  Her  father  was 
a well-known  lawyer,  and  she  inherited 
Jus  gift  of  learning  and  logic,  so  that 
when  he  died  she  had  the  idea  of  carrying 
on  his  work.  The  war  was  on,  and  some- 
where over  on  the  western  front  was  a 
young  English  soldier  whom  she  had  met 
on  board  ship  and  might,  according  to 
the  chances  of  war,  never  meet  again. 
Anyhow,  she  was  restless  and  desired 
work.  She  decided  to  study  for  the  law 
examinations  and  to  be  called  to  the  bar; 
and  to  keep  her  company,  her  mother, 
who  was  her  best  comrade,  went  into 
college  with  her  and  shared  her  rooms. 
1 like  that  idea  of  the  mother  and  daugh- 
ter reading  and  working  together.  It 
seems  to  me  a good  picture.  In  due  time 
she  was  called  to  the  bar,  and  entered 
the  chambers  where  her  father  had 
worked,  and  did  so  well  that  a great 
lawyer  who  gave  her  his  cases  to  prepare 
spoke  rare  words  of  praise  about  her. 
Then  the  war  ended,  and  one  day,  quite 
suddenly,  the  young  English  soldier  ar- 
rived in  Boston,  and,  after  a few  pre- 
liminary inquiries  as  to  his  chance  of 
luck,  said,  “When  shall  we  get  married?” 
He  was  in  a hurry  to  settle  down,  and 
the  mother  of  the  girl  was  scared  by  his 
grim  determination  to  carry  her  comrade 
away.  Yet  he  was  considerate.  “I 
should  hate  to  cause  your  mother  any 
worry  by  hurrying  things  on  so  fast  as 
Monday,”  he  said.  “Let  us  make  it 
Tuesday.”  But  the  wedding  took  place 
on  the  Saturday  before  the  Tuesday, 
. and  the  young  lady  barrister  of  Boston 
was  whisked  away  four  days  after  the 
English  officer  came  to  America  with  a 
dream  in  his  heart  of  which  he  desired 
the  fulfilment.  Boston  was  startled. 
This  romance  was  altogether  too  rapid 
for  its  peace  of  mind.  Why,  there  was  no 
time  to  buy  the  girl  a wedding-present! 
. . . The  street  boys  of  Boston  were 
most  startled  by  the  English  officer’s 


best  man — his  brother — whose  tall  hat, 
tail-coat,  and  white  spats  were  more 
wonderful  than  anything  they  had  seen 
before. 

I was  not  long  enough  in  many  towns 
of  America  to  detect  their  various  char- 
acteristics. Philadelphia,  I was  told  in 
New  York,  was  so  slow  that  it  was  safe 
for  people  to  fall  out  of  windows — they 
just  wafted  down  like  gossamer — but  I 
found  it  a pleasant,  bustling  place, with  a 
delightful  Old  World  atmosphere,  like  a 
bit  of  Queen  Anne  England,  ’round  Inde- 
pendence Hall.  ...  Pittsburg  by  night, 
looking  down  on  its  blast-furnaces  from 
a hill  outside,  appeared  to  me  like  a 
town  behind  the  battle  - lines  under 
heavy  gun-fire,  and  I am  convinced  that 
the  workers  in  those  factories  are  in  the 
front-line  trenches  of  life  and  deserve 
gold  medals  for  their  heroism.  I had  not 
been  in  the  town  ten  minutes  before  a 
young  lady  with  the  poetical  name  of 
Penelope  rang  me  up  on  the  telephone 
and  implored  me  to  take  a walk  out  by 
night  to  see  this  strange  and  wonderful 
picture,  and  I was  glad  of  her  advice, 
though  she  did  not  offer  to  go  as  my 
guide.  Another  girl  made  herself  ac- 
quainted, and  I found  she  has  a hero- 
worship  for  a fellow  war  correspondent, 
once  of  Pittsburg,  whose  career  she  had 
followed  through  many  battle-fields. 

I saw  Washington  in  glamourous  sun- 
light under  a blue  sky,  and  found  my 
spirit  lifted  up  by  the  white  beauty  of 
its  buildings  and  the  spaciousness  of  its 
public  gardens.  I had  luncheon  with  the 
British  ambassador,  curious  to  find  my- 
self in  an  English  household,  with  people 
discussing  America  from  the  English 
point  of  view  in  the  political  heart  of  the 
United  States;  and  1 visited  the  War 
College  and  met  American  generals  and 
officers  in  the  very  brain-center  of  that 
great  army  which  I had  seen  on  the 
roads  of  France  and  on  the  battle-fields. 
This  was  the  University  of  War  as  far  as 
the  American  people  are  concerned,  and 
there  were  diagrams  on  the  blackboards 
in  the  lecture-hall  describing  the  strategy 
of  the  western  front,  while  in  the  library 
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officers  and  clerks  were  tabulating  the 
history  of  the  great  massacre  in  Europe 
for  future  guidance,  which  by  the  grace 
of  God  and  the  League  of  Nations  will 
be  unnecessary  for  generations  to  come. 
I talked  with  these  officers  and  found 
them  just  such  earnest,  serious  scien- 
tific men  as  I had  met  in  American 
headquarters  in  France,  where  they 
were  conducting  war,  not  in  our  casual, 
breezy  way,  but  as  schoolmasters  ar- 
ranging a college  demonstration,  and 
overweighted  by  responsibility. 

It  was  in  a room  in  the  Capitol  that  I 
met  one  little  lady  with  a complete  geo- 
graphical knowledge  of  the  great  halls 
and  corridors  of  that  splendid  building, 
and  an  Irish  way  with  her  in  her  dealings 
with  American  Congressmen  and  Sena- 
tors. Before  the  war  I used  to  meet  her 
in  a little  drawing-room  not  far  away 
from  Kensington  Palace,  London,  and  I 
imagined  in  my  innocence  that  she  was 
exclusively  interested  in  literature  and 
drama.  But  in  one  of  the  luncheon- 
rooms  of  the  Capitol — where  I lined  up 
at  the  counter  for  a deep-dish  pie  from 
a colored  waitress — I found  that  she  was 
dealing  with  more  inflammable  articles 
than  those  appearing  in  newspaper  col- 
umns, being  an  organizing  secretary  of 
the  Sinn  Fein  movement  in  the  United 
States.  She  was  happy  in  her  work,  and 
spoke  of  Irish  rebellion  in  that  bright 
and  placid  way  which  belongs,  as  I have 
often  noticed,  to  revolutionary  spirits 
who  help  to  set  nations  on  fire  and 
drench  the  world  in  blood.  Anybody 
looking  at  her  eating  that  deep-dish  pie 
in  the  luncheon-room  of  the  American 
Houses  of  Parliament  would  have  put 
her  down  as  a harmless  little  lady,  en- 
gaged, perhaps,  in  statistical  work  on 
behalf  of  prohibition.  But  I knew  the 
flame  in  her  soul,  kindled  by  Irish  his- 
tory, was  of  the  same  fire  which  1 saw 
burning  in  the  eyes  of  great  mobs  whom 
I saw  passing  one  day  in  procession 
up  Fifth  Avenue,  with  anti-English 
banners  above  their  heads.  . . . 

I should  have  liked  to  see  more  of 
Chicago.  There  seemed  to  me  in  that 


great  city  an  intense  intellectual  activ- 
ity, of  conscious  and  deliberate  energy. 
Removed  by  a thousand  miles  from 
New  York  with  its  more  cosmopolitan 
crowds  and  constant  influx  of  European 
visitors,  it  is  self-centered  and  inde- 
pendent, and  out  of  its  immense  popu- 
lation there  are  many  minds  emerging  to 
make  it  a center  of  musical,  artistic,  and 
educational  life,  apart  altogether  from 
its  business  dynamics.  I became  swal- 
lowed up  in  the  crowds  along  Michigan 
Avenue,  and  was  caught  in  the  breeze 
that  blew  stiffly  down  the  highway  of 
this  “windy  city,”  and  studied  the 
shops  and  theaters  and  picture-palaces 
with  a growing  consciousness  that  here 
was  a world  almost  as  great  as  New 
York  and,  I imagine,  more  essentially 
American  in  character  and  views.  That 
first  morning  of  my  visit  I was  the  guest 
of  a club  called  the  Cliff-dwellers,  where 
the  chairman  rapped  for  order  on  the 
table  with  a club  that  might  have  pro- 
tected the  home  of  prehistoric  man,  and 
'addressed  a gathering  of  good  fellows 
who,  as  journalists,  authors,  painters, 
and  musicians,  are  farthest  removed 
from  that  simple  child  of  nature  who 
went  out  hunting  for  his  dinner,  and 
bashed  his  wife  when  she  gnawed  the 
meatiest  bone.  It  was  in  the  time  of 
armistice,  and  these  men  were  deeply 
anxious  about  the  new  problems  which 
faced  America  and  about  the  reshaping 
of  the  world’s  philosophy.  They  were 
generous  and  honest  in  their  praise  of 
England’s  mighty  effort  in  the  war,  and 
they  were  enthusiastic  to  a man  in  the 
belief  that  an  Anglo-American  alliance 
was  the  best  guarantee  of  the  League  of 
Nations,  and  the  best  hope  for  the  safety 
of  civilization.  I came  away  with  the 
belief  that  out  of  Chicago  would  come 
help  for  the  idealists  of  our  future  civili- 
zation, out  of  Chicago,  whatever  men 
may  say  of  its  Pit,  and  its  slaughter- 
yards,  and  its  jungle  of  industry  and  life. 
For  on  the  walls  of  the  Cliff-dwellers 
were  paintings  of  men  who  have  beauty 
in  their  hearts,  and  in  the  eyes  of  the 
men  I met  was  a look  of  gravity  and 
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thoughtfulness  in  face  of  the  world’s 
agonies  and  conflict.  But  I was  aware, 
also,  that  among  the  seething  crowds  of 
that  city  were  mobs  of  foreign-born  peo- 
ple who  have  the  spirit  of  revolution  in 
their  hearts,  and  others  who  demand 
more  of  the  joy  of  life  and  less  of  its 
struggle,  and  men  of  baseness  and 
brutality,  coarsened  by  the  struggle 
through  which  they  have  to  push  and 
thrust  in  order  to  get  a living.  I listened 
to  Germans  and  foreign  Jews  in  some  of 
the  streets  of  Chicago,  and  saw  in  imag- 
ination the  flames  and  smoke  of  passion 
that  stir  above  the  Melting-pot.  . . . 

I have  memories  in  Chicago  of  a little 
theatrical  manager  who  took  my  arm 
and  pressed  it  tight  with  new-born 
affection,  and  said:  “My  dearie,  I’m 
doing  colossal  business — over  two  thou- 
sand dollars  a night!  It’s  broken  all  the 
records.  I go  about  singing  with  happi- 
ness.” Success  had  made  a poet  of  him. 
In  a private  suite  of  rooms  in  the  most 
luxurious  hotel  of  Chicago  I met  one  of 
the  theatrical  stars  of  America,  and 
studied  her  type  as  one  might  gaze  at  a 
rare  bird.  She  was  a queer  little  bird,  I 
found,  with  a childish  and  simple  way 
of  speech  which  disguised  a little  her 
immense  and  penetrating  knowledge  of 
human  nature  as  it  is  found  in  “one- 
night  stands,”  in  the  jungle  of  life  behind 
the  scenes,  and  in  her  own  grim  and 
gallant  fight  for  fame.  Fame  had  come 
to  her  suddenly  and  overwhelmingly,  in 
Chicago,  and  New  York  was  waiting  for 
her.  The  pride  of  her  achievement 
thrilled  her  to  the  finger-tips,  and  she 
was  as  happy  as  a little  girl  who  has  re- 
ceived her  first  doll  as  a birthday-pres- 
ent. She  talked  to  me  about  her  tech- 
nic, about  the  way  in  which  she  had 
lived  in  her  part  before  acting  it,  so  that 
she  felt  herself  to  be  the  heroine  in  body 
and  soul.  But  what  I liked  best — and 
tried  to  believe — was  her  whispered 
revelation  of  her  ultimate  ambition 
and  that  was  a quiet  marriage  with  a boy 
who  was  “over  there,”  if  he  did  not  keep 
her  waiting  too  long.  Marriage,  and  not 
fame,  was  what  she  wanted  most  (so  she 


said),  but  she  was  going  to  be  very,  very 
careful  to  make  the  right  one.  She  had 
none  of  the  luxurious  splendor  of  those 
American  stars  who  appear  in  fiction  and 
photographs.  She  was  a bright  little 
canary,  with  pluck,  and  a touch  of 
genius,  and  a shrewd  common  sense. 

From  her  type  I passed  to  others,  a 
world  away  in  mode  of  life — Congress- 
men, leaders  of  the  women’s  suffrage 
societies,  ex-governors,  business  mag- 
nates, American  officers  back  from  the 
front,  foreign  officers  begging  for  Amer- 
ican money,  British  propagandists — a 
most  unlikely  crowd— dramatic  critics, 
ship-builders,  and  the  society  of  New 
York  suburbs  between  Mamaroneck  and 
Greenwich,  Connecticut.  At  dinner- 
parties and  evening  receptions  I met 
these  different  actors  in  the  great  drama 
of  American  life,  and  found  them,  in  that 
time  of  armistice,  desperately  earnest 
about  the  problems  of  peace,  intrigued 
to  the  point  of  passion  about  the  policy 
of  President  Wilson,  divided  hopelessly 
in  ideals  and  convictions,  so  that  hus- 
bands and  wives  had  to  declare  a No 
Man’s  Land  between  their  conflicting 
views,  and  looking  forward  to  the  future 
with  profound  uneasiness  because  of  the 
threat  to  the  “splendid  isolation”  of  the 
Monroe  Doctrine — they  saw  it  crum- 
bling away  from  them — and  because 
(more  alarming  still)  they  heard  from 
afar  the  first  rumblings  of  a terrific 
storm  between  capital  and  labor.  They 
spoke  of  these  things  frankly,  with  an 
evident  sincerity  and  with  a fine  gravity 
— women  as  well  as  men,  young  girls  as 
fearlessly  and  intelligently  as  bald- 
headed  business  men.  Many  of  them 
deplored  the  late  entry  of  the  United 
States  into  the  war,  because  they  be- 
lieved their  people  would  have  gained  by 
longer  sacrifice.  With  all  their  pride  in 
the  valor  of  their  men,  not  one  of  them 
in  my  hearing  used  a braggart  word,  or 
claimed  too  great  a share  in  the  honor  of 
victory.  There  was  fear  among  them 
that  their  President  was  abandoning 
principles  of  vital  import  to  their  coun- 
try, but  no  single  man  or  woman  I met 
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spoke  selfishly  of  America’s  commercial 
or  political  interest,  and  among  all  the 
people  with  whom  I came  in  touch 
there  was  a deep  sense  of  responsibility 
and  a desire  to  help  the  world  for- 
ward by  wise  action  on  the  part  of  the 
United  States.  Their  trouble  was  that 
they  lacked  clear  guidance,  and  were 
groping  blindly  about  for  the  right  thing 
to  do,  in  a practical,  common  - sense 
way. 

1 had  serious  conversations  in  those  as- 
semblies, until  my  head  ached,  but  they 
were  not  without  a lighter  side,  and  I 
was  often  startled  by  the  eager  way  in 


which  American  middle-class  society 
abandons  the  set  etiquette  of  an  evening 
party  for  charades,  a fox-trot  (with  the 
carpets  thrown  back),  a game  of  “twen- 
ty questions,”  or  a riot  of  laughter  be- 
tween a cocktail  and  a highball.  At 
those  hours  the  youth  of  America  was 
revealed.  Its  society  is  not  so  old  as 
our  tired,  saddened  people  of  Europe, 
who  look  back  with  melancholy  upon  the 
four  years  in  which  their  young  men 
perished,  and  forward  without  great 
hope.  The  vitality  of  America  has 
hardly  been  touched  by  her  sacrifice,  and 
the  heart  of  America  is  high. 


THE  LITTLE  RILLS 

BY  RICHARD  LE  GALUENNE 

The  little  nils 

That  from  the  hills 
Come'trickling  down  to  feed  the  river. 
That  sing  unheard 
Save  by  poet  and  bird — 

Each  little  giver 
To  the  great  river. 

The  Seine  and  the  Thames 
Have  lordly  fames, 

And  the  Rhine  and  the  Po 
’Neath  laurels  flow; 

But  the  little  streams. 

With  their  whispered  dreams. 

May  sing  forever. 

And  no  one  know. 

Would  I could  make 
A song  for  their  sake! 

But  I myself  go  singing  unheard, 

Save  once  in  a while  by  poet  and  bird. 
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WHEN  Dana  West  shipped  to 
China  and  the  Straits  he  knew, 
he  told  Judge  Pemberton  in  their  last 
talk  together,  no  more  than  the  dead 
what  he  should  find  to  do  there.  But  he 
wanted,  he  said,  to  earn  as  much  as  a 
man  could  earn  in  three  years,  and  then 
come  back  again.  For  some  reason  the 
East  beckoned  him.  He  saw  in  it  “ pearls 
and  gold.”  The  judge  gave  him  a letter 
to  a commercial  friend  of  his  and  wrote 
him  from  time  to  time  through  his  three 
years’  stay,  giving  him  a painstaking 
chronicle  of  the  neighborhood  news,  and 
when  Dana  did  come  back  he  made  his 
way  straight  to  the  judge,  only  a middle- 
aged  man  at  that  time,  and  found  him 
slaughtering  dandelions  in  the  yard.  The 
judge  saw  him  coming,  straightened 
from  his  task,  and  put  out  a ready  hand. 

“Young  Dana,’’  said  he.  “I  should 
know  that  crop  of  yellow  hair  if  I saw 
it  in  China.” 

Dana  laughed  and  said  a good  many 
folks  had  seen  it  in  China.  He  was 
immensely  pleased  to  be  back  and  to 
hear  the  judge’s  voice.  They  shook 
hands  and  stood  looking  at  each  other. 
Dana  was  as  tall  as  the  judge,  and 
sinewy,  with  a tanned  face,  gray-blue 
eyes,  and  thick  hair,  light  gold,  standing 
up  straight  from  his  forehead.  He  had 
the  Norse  coloring.  But  he  was  not  of 
the  race  of  vikings.  He  was  pure  New 
England  and  took  back  to  Devon,  and 
now,  when  he  found  himself  within  the 
rock-bound  coast  of  home,  he  dropped 
without  thought  into  Tenterden’s  com- 
mon speech. 

“I’ve  come  to  you  first,  sir,”  said  he, 
“because — well,  of  course  I should,  any- 
way, but,  besides,  I wanted  to  see  if  you 
had  a job  for  me.” 


The  judge  pursed  his  lips,  a way  he 
had,  in  a soundless  whistle.  Sometimes 
when  he  was  at  work  about  the  place  he 
did  find  himself  making  that  hissing 
note  considered  appropriate  to  currying 
a horse. 

“Any  kind  you’ve  got,”  said  Dana. 
“Anything  under  the  sun  to  keep  me 
’round  here  a spell.” 

“Got  home  for  good?”  » 

“Depends,”  said  Dana.  He  took  out 
his  jack-knife  and  also  began  slaughter- 
ing dandelions  with  a stab  and  a pull. 
“I’d  be  glad  if  you  wouldn’t  meption  it, 
sir,  but  I’m  goin’  to  look  ’round  and 
maybe  get  me  a little  place.  But  that’s 
all  in  the  air.  I can’t  make  up  my  mind 
to  anything  till  I talk  it  over  with 
Althea  Buell.” 

“ Oh !”  said  the  judge.  They  were  now 
digging  side  by  side.  “Seen  her  yet?” 

“No,”  said  Dana.  “I  thought  I’d 
drop  down  on  you  first  and  find  out 
whether  there’s  anything  for  me  to  do, 
and  that  would  give  me  an  excuse  for 
hangin’  ’round.  I don’t  want  to  plump 
it  at  her.  We’ll  have  to  get  a little 
acquainted  first.” 

“Well,”  said  the  judge.  He  rose  and 
stretched  himself  and  looked  thought- 
fully at  the  lawn  as  if  he  had  lost  heart. 
Then  he  broke  out,  irritably,  “Why  the 
dickens  didn’t  you  ask  her  before  you 
went  away?” 

“Why,”  said  Dana,  also  rising  from 
his  task,  so  that  they  fronted  each  other, 
handsome  man  to  handsome  man, 
“when  I went  away  Althea  wa’n’t  quite 
sixteen.  And  that  wa’n’t  the  whole  of  it. 
She  was  younger  ’n  her  years.  I thought 
I never ’d  tell  anybody  this,  judge,  but 
I guess  I can  tell  you.  I come  on  her 
down  the  back  o’  the  house,  one  after- 
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noon — that  was  just  before  I made  up 
my  mind  I’d  sail — and  what  do  you 
s’pose  she  was  doin’?  I’ll  be  darned  if 
she  wa’n’t  spreadin’  out  clo’es  and  water- 
in’ ’em  with  a little  waterin’-pot.  And 
what  do  you  s’pose  them  clo’es  were, 
judge?  Why,  they  were  dolls’  clo’es — 
dolls’!” 

The  judge  nodded  slightly  and  a beau- 
tiful look  crept  ’round  his  fine  mouth. 

“Maybe,”  said  he,  “she  was  just 
washing  ’em  up  to  put  ’em  away  for 
good.” 

“Maybe  she  was.  I ain’t  say  in’  she 
wa’n’t.  But  if  you’d  seen  her  look  at 
em!  I turned  ’round  and  made  off,  and 
the  next  week  you  were  givin’  me  a 
letter  to  Shanghai.  I know  a chap,  judge, 
an  English  chap,  mighty  good  fellow, 
too,  and  he  said  once,  speakin’  about  a 
girl  that  wa’n’t  old  enough  to  be  plagued 
with  marryin’  and  that  sort  o’  thing, 
‘She  ain’t  husband-high.’  Ain’t  that 
pretty?  Well,  I didn’t  know  what  to 
call  it  then,  when  I put  off  talkin’  to 
Althea,  but  that’s  what  it  was.  She 
wa’n’t  husband-high.” 

“Did  you  write  to  her?”  asked  the 
judge,  heavily. 

He  was  growing  grave  over  the  situa- 
tion, though  Dana  did  not  at  once  see 
this. 

“Yes,  off  ’n’  on.  But  I ain’t  much  of 
a hand  with  a pen.” 

“She  answer  you?” 

“Once,  just  once,  a funny  kind  of  a 
letter.  Didn’t  tell  anything,  except  her 
mother  and  grandsir  had  died  and 
grandma  had  come  to  live  with  her  on 
the  old  place.  And  she  was  in  hopes  of 
gettin’  the  school.” 

“ Well,”  said  the  judge,  frowning,  “ she 
did  get  it.  And  a very  good  little  teacher 
she’s  made.  But  I wish  you’d  come 
home  sooner,  Dana,  or  I wish  you  hadn’t 
gone.  It  never  ’ll  do  to  leave  a flower 
in  bud  and  think  you’ll  go  back  and  pick 
it  next  day.  Sure  as  you’re  born  some- 
body else  ’ll  get  ahead  of  you.” 

The  bright  color  died  out  under 
Dana’s  tan.  He  moved  forward  a pace 
or  two  uncertainly,  as  if  he  had  been 
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dealt  a blow,  and  thrust  his  hands 
savagely  into  his  pockets  because  he  felt 
them  trembling. 

“Then,”  he  said,  “there’s  somebody 
else.”  All  the  life  had  gone  out  of  his 
voice  as  it  had  gone  from  his  face. 

The  judge  began  as  if  he  foresaw  a 
weary  capitulation. 

“There’s  a kind  of  a traveling  sales- 
man going  ’round  the  country;  has  tea, 
and  very  good  tea  it  is,  too.  And  after 
his  first  trip  he  always  stayed  overnight 
with  Althea  and  her  grandmother.  I 
wrote  you  that  two  weeks  ago.” 

“That  all?”  said  Dana,  rather  wanly, 
plucking  up  spirit.  “What’s  a tea- 
drummer?  I’ve  been  where  tea  grows.” 

“Well,”  said  the  judge,  still  with  his 
air  of  being  an  unwilling  witness,  “I 
don’t  know  how  far  I ought  to  bring  my 
wife  into  this,  but  one  evening  she  went 
over  when  Grandma  Buell  was  ailing 
some  way  or  other,  and  Althea  and  the 
tea-man  were  walking  up  the  garden 
path,  and  Althea  had  on  a white  dress 
and  the  tea-man’s  arm  was  ’round  her 
waist.” 

The  blood  came  into  Dana’s  face  with 
a rush  and  blinded  him. 

“Damn  him!”  said  he.  “Oh,  damn 
him,  sir,  damn  him!” 

“Yes,”  said  the  judge,  sympatheti- 
cally, “by  all  means.  Only  it  won’t  do 
any  good,  you  know.  It  never  does.” 

Dana  stood  in  silence  for  a moment, 
looking  at  the  broad  slope  where  the 
tree  shadows  lay  delightfully  and  as  still 
as  he.  It  was  a windless  day,  the  world 
at  that  top  note  of  riot  and  fulfilment 
which  is  June.  A robin  said  something 
eloquently  from  the  old  elm  by  the  gate, 
and  another  answered  him.  Dana  might 
have  been  listening  to  the  birds  and  not 
to  the  surge  of  his  own  whelming  heart. 
Suddenly  he  turned  to  the  judge. 

“Look  here,  sir,”  said  he,  “I  ain’t 
supposed  to  know  this.  I guess  I’ll  go 
right  ahead  same ’s  if  I didn’t.  So  far  as 
I can  see,  that’s  all  there  is  for  me  to  do.” 

“All  right,”  said  the  judge.  His  face 
cleared  up  because  it  made  it  so  much 
simpler  to  find  a man  who  was  taking 
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it  like  a man.  “Now  Dennis  is  in  the 
stable  chamber.  Yes,  same  old  Dennis. 
But  the  shed  chamber’s  empty,  and  if 
you  want  it  I guess  we  can  find  you  jobs 
enough  about  the  place.” 

“All  right,  sir,”  said  Dana.  “Thank 
you,  sir.” 

“ Got  any  baggage?” 

“Yes,  sir.  Left  it  at  the  station.” 

“Well,  I’m  going  ’round  there  along 
about  six  for  an  express  bundle,  and  I’ll 
fetch  it,  if  it  ain’t  too  big.” 

“AD  right,  sir.  Now,”  said  Dana,  “I 
guess  the  first  thing  for  me  to  do  is  to 
hyper  along  and  see  Althea.  Judge,”  he 
called  back  when  he  had  made  three  long 
strides  toward  the  gate,  “I’ve  got  some 
awful  pretty  things  in  that  bag,  silk 
that  looks  like  white  poppy  leaves,  and 
little  slippers  and  strings  o’  beads.  Yes,” 
he  continued,  in  a crescendo  of  grim 
laughter,  “and  what  else  d’you  s’pose 
I’ve  brought?  That’s  for  Grandma 
Buell.  Tea,  judge,  all  of  ten  pounds  o* 
tea,  and  some  for  Madam  Pemberton, 
too,  if  she’ll  take  it.  I didn’t  realize  I 
was  cuttin*  in  on  a tea-merchant.” 

He  went  his  way  with  that  hoot  of 
derision  at  himself  and  the  tea-mer- 
chant, and  Judge  Pemberton  walked 
slowly  back  to  the  house  where  Madam 
sat  on  the  veranda,  frowning  over  her 
task  of  darning  fine  napery.  He  came 
up  the  steps  rather  heavily,  sat  down  in 
the  big  chair  that  was  his,  took  his 
hat  off  and  sighed.  Madam  looked  up 
in  concern. 

“What  is  it,  dear?”  she  asked,  her 
needle  poised.  “You  haven’t  got  that 
old  stitch  again?” 

“No,”  said  the  judge.  “But  some- 
times it  seems  as  if  this  was  a miserable 
kind  of  a world.” 

“Why,  I don’t  know,”  said  Madam. 
“What  makes  you  say  that?” 

“Dandelions,”  said  the  judge,  briefly, 
and  she  was  reassured. 

“Yes,”  said  she,  “of  course  they  do 
spoil  the  grass;  but  I suppose  every- 
thing has  to  fight  for  a living,  don’t 
you?” 

Dana  went  flying  over  the  road  as  if. 


the  little  Bemis  boy  who  met  him 
reported  to  his  mother,  he  was  sent  for. 
And  Dana’s  thoughts  were  far  other 
on  this  walk  than  he  had  dreamed  they 
would  be.  Over  and  over  he  had  pictured 
it  as  he  recalled  himself  from  scenes  of 
Oriental  color  and  life  where  he  never 
felt  really  at  home,  to  the  day  when  he 
would  be  here  and  taking  this  hunying 
stride  from  the  judge’s  to  Althea.  It  was 
always  hurrying.  He  could  never,  he 
used  to  tell  himself,  in  those  foreseeing 
visions,  get  over  the  ground  quickly 
enough,  and  always  there  would  be 
Althea  at  the  end,  in  a sweet  tranquillity 
of  welcome,  mysteriously  knowing  why 
he  had  come  and  hardly  needing  to  be 
told.  And  now  he  was  hunying  to  her, 
his  heart  not  high  with  anticipation,  but 
sick  in  fear,  and  the  Althea  he  was  to 
find  seemed  to  be  walking  away  from 
him  up  between  the  hollyhocks,  a tea- 
merchant’s  arm  about  her  waist.  There 
was  a thin  screen  of  woods  on  each  side 
of  the  road  just  at  the  turn  before  the 
Buells’  old  house,  and  he  stopped  a min- 
ute in  their  shadow  to  get  hold  of  him- 
self and  bid  himself  remember  if  he 
showed  any  of  the  sick  tremor  at  his 
heart  his  cause  would  be  lost.  He 
dreaded  unmistakably  to  round  the 
curve  and  come  upon  the  house  and  the 
hollyhock  walk.  And  then  he  said  a few 
forcible  things  to  himself  and  went  on, 
and  there  was  the  gray  house  standing 
low  in  its  spacious  dooryard,  and  the 
lilac  hedge  at  the  west,  and  the  old  ash- 
tree  and  a robin  on  the  very  topmost 
tip,  singing  the  June  song.  And  at  the 
eastern  end  of  the  house,  near  of  access 
to  the  bam,  was  a covered  cart  painted 
a merry  green  and  gilded  in  scrolls, 
and  Dana  knew  at  once  that  this  was 
the  tea-man’s  cart  and  the  tea-man  was 
here.  But  he  gave  himself  no  time  to 
fume  over  that.  He  walked  on  at  a good 
pace  in  at  the  little  gate,  and,  as  if  she 
had  news  of  his  coming  and  were  in 
haste  to  meet  him,  Althea,  in  a white 
dress,  came  pelting  out  into  the  garden, 
and  before  her  ran  the  cat  whom  also 
Dana  knew,  the  old  Maltee. 
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“Oh,  stop  her,  stop  her!”  Althea 
called,  seeing  only  a figure  coming  and 
not  raising  her  eyes  from  cat-level  to 
find  out  who  it  was.  “She’s  got  a 
bird.” 

Dana  pounced  on  the  Maltee,  who 
was  unprepared  for  a flanking  move- 
ment, caught  her  and  choked  her  dex- 
terously, so  that  she  gasped  and  the  bird 
flew  away.  He  then,  in  the  same  in- 
stant of  vision,  saw  what  he  must  do, 
received  Althea  in  his  arms  as  she  was 
running,  held  her  to  him  and  kissed  her. 
For  the  instant  she  seemed  not  to  resist 
him.  She  was  taken  too  blankly  by 
surprise.  But  she  did  recover  and 
pushed  at  him  with  both  hands  and  gave 
a little  sound  of  dismay,  very  guardedly, 
though,  and  Dana,  in  a sudden  rage  of 
jealous  insight,  knew  why  she  was  so 
circumspect.  There  was  another  male 
intelligence  somewhere  in  the  house  and 
Althea  was  not  going  to  alarm  it  lest 
there  should  be  fists  and  curses.  She 
was  going  to  fight  her  own  battle.  She 
pushed  him  away  because  he  let  her,  and 
he  stood  looking  at  her,  sick  with  love 
of  her  and  the  terribleness  of  his  assault 
upon  her.  Althea  was  very  beautiful, 
and  at  her  highest  point  of  loveliness  in 
the  rage  of  her  victory  over  him.  Her 
red-brown  eyes  were  binning,  her  cheeks 
were  crimson  roses,  and  the  sun  lay 
gloriously  on  the  living  splendor  of  her 
bronze  hair.  What  she  might  have  said, 
what  curt  word  of  dismissal  and  scorn, 
she  never  could  have  told,  for  her  anger 
was  overborne  by  pine  surprise. 

“Well,  if  ever!”  said  she.  “It’s  Dana 
West.” 

Dana  instantly  plucked  up  heart.  He 
was  not  to  be  dragged  that  instant  to 
the  block  of  her  displeasure,  and  he 
broke  out,  in  his  despair,  with  the  words 
he  had  expected  he  should  stammer  after 
months  of  courtship. 

“Yes,  Althea.  I’ve  come.  You  know 
why  I’ve  come,  don’t  you,  Althea?  I’m 
stayin’  at  the  judge’s.  I’m  goin’  to  work 
out  a spell  while  I look  ’round,  and  then 
we’re  goin’  to  be  married.  You  and  I, 
you  know,  married,  Althea!” 


She  was  standing  straight  and  looking 
at  him,  and  he  noted,  with  a tremor  at 
her  beauty  and  sufficingness,  that  she 
was  as  tall  as  he.  She  asked  him  a ques- 
tion, in  a clear,  concise,  and  cutting 
voice,  firmer  than  her  tone  of  wonder  a 
minute  ago: 

“Who’s  going  to  be  married?” 

Dana  felt  as  if  they  were  in  for  it,  not 
for  courtship,  but  a fight. 

“You  and  me,”  he  said,  loudly.  “I 
love  you  like  the  very  devil  and  I always 
did.  And  you’ll  marry  me  or  I’ll  know 
the  reason  why.” 

What  she  would  have  said  neither  of 
them  could  ever  know,  for  at  that  in- 
stant came  a man’s  voice,  pleasant 
enough  and  lazy,  as  if  he  had  all  he 
needed  to  minister  to  his  content: 

“D’you  get  the  bird?” 

Althea  smiled  a little.  She  turned 
toward  the  house,  saying,  quietly: 

“That’s  the  reason.” 

Dana  stood  still  an  instant  and  then 
started  after  her.  At  the  steps  he  over- 
took her. 

“Ain’t  you  goin’  to  ask  me  in?”  he 
inquired,  breathless. 

“Yes,”  said  Althea,  this  a little  re- 
vengefully. “ Grandma  ’ll  be  pleased  to 
see  you.  She’s  in  the  sitting-room.  I 
shall  be  in  the  kitchen  folding  clo’es.” 

She  went  in  at  the  door  and  walked 
through  the  hall  to  the  back.  Dana 
heard  the  lazy  voice  greet  her  there,  and 
concluded  it  had  come  from  the  kitchen, 
where  the  tea-man  also  knew  she  was  to 
be  folding  clothes.  He  turned  into  the 
sitting-room  at  the  right  and  found 
grandma  knitting.  Grandma  was  a thin 
wisp  of  a woman  with  red-brown  eyes 
like  Althea’s  and  a face  like  crumpled 
ivory  silk.  She  laid  down  her  knitting 
and  put  out  a blue- veined  hand.  She 
was  an  old  lady,  but  she  had  never  had 
to  wear  glasses  and  she  looked  at  him 
piercingly. 

“What’s  all  this  hurrah  boys  out  the 
front  door?”  she  asked  him.  “I  ’most 
got  up  to  look,  but  I never  stir  myself 
nowadays  when  I can  help  it.  I’m  as 
well  off  as  anybody  when  I’m  settin’. 
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but  my  knees  have  took  to  snappin’  like 
hemlock  chips.” 

“I  was  only  tellin’  Althea  I’d  come 
home  to  marry  her,”  said  Dana,  soberly. 

He  held  her  hand  a minute  and  looked 
down  on  her,  thinking  how  kindly  wel- 
coming she  seemed  and  that  he  shouldn’t 
be  at  all  sorry  to  have  her  live  with  him 
and  his  wife. 

“Althea?”  said  she,  beginning  to  knit 
again.  “Althea  won’t  have  ye.  She’s  all 
took  up  with  that  young  spark  out  there. 
Not  so  terrible  young,  neither,”  she 
added,  grudgingly. 

“How  do  you  feel  about  that?”  asked 
Dana,  sitting  down  in  the  rocking-chair 
at  the  other  front  window.  “ You  took 
up  with  him,  too?” 

Grandmother  shook  her  head. 

“I  s’pose  he’s  all  right  enough,”  she 
said.  “I  wrote  to  sister  Ca’line’s  hus- 
band, over  to  the  Lake,  to  find  out. 
He’s  got  a place  there.” 

“Sister  Ca’line’s  husband?” 

“No,  this  tea-man,  as  they  call  him. 
He’s  got  a good  many  acres  o’  wood-lot 
an’  a house  with  a tower,  an’  he  talks 
about  ’em  the  whole  endurin’  time.” 

“Well,  Althea  ain’t  sellin’  herself  for 
a wood-lot  and  a house  with  a tower,” 
said  Dana,  “not  if  she’s  growed  up  the 
kind  of  a girl  I thought  she’d  be.” 

“No,  but  he  can  talk  the  legs  off  a 
brass  pot,  an’  I guess  he’s  made  her 
b’lieve  it’s  streets  o’  gold  over  there 
to  the  Lake,  an’  Lord  knows  how  he’s 
set  it  out  to  her,  that  house  with  a 
tower.” 

“Is  he” — Dana  meant  this  to  be  so 
inclusive  a question  that  he  found  he 
could  not  manage  it  at  all  in  its  entirety, 
and  put  it  baldly — “is  he  good-lookin’? 
— oh,  I mean,  same  as — ” 

“Not  as  you  be,”  said  grandma,  dryly, 
eying  him  with  a friendly  smile. 

Dana  flushed  red. 

“Oh,  I don’t  mean  that,”  he  boggled. 
“ Same  as  a girl  like  Althea ’d  expect  and 
ought  to  have.” 

“He’s  got  black  eyes,”  said  grandma, 
with  an  exasperating  air  of  making  a 
precise  inventory  which  might  not, 


Dana  knew,  tell  him  anything  in  the 
end,  “an’  you  may  like  it  or  lump  it,  but 
he  can  talk  the  legs  off  a brass  pot.” 

“I  mean,”  said  Dana,  floundering, 
“do  you  like  him  yourself?  Would  you 
be  pleased?” 

“Well,”  said  grandma,  with  a final 
flourish,  as  if  she  threw  the  remark  into 
the  air  and  he  might  do  what  he  liked 
with  it,  “so  fur ’s  his  face  goes,  I think 
he  looks  kinder  ratty.  An’  he’s  as  dose 
as  the  bark  to  a tree.” 

“That’s  enough,”  said  Dana. 
“You’ve  said  it  all.  Now  how’s  it  strike 
Althea?  I don’t  know  much  about 
Althea.  I’ve  just  begun  to  find  that  out. 
Does  she  like  him,  or  is  she  the  kind  o’ 
girl  to  be  carried  away  by  a house  with 
a tower?” 

“No,  she  ain’t,”  said  grandma.  “I 
can  answer  for  her  there.  But  you  know 
this  place  has  got  two  mortgages  on  it, 
an’  Althea’s  layin’  by  every  cent  from 
her  school  money  to  get  ’em  paid  off,  an’ 
whether  he’s  made  her  think  he’d  help 
her  out  I know  no  more  ’n  the  dead.  Or 
whether  she  thinks  we  can  sell  out  here 
an’  help  him  out,  for  he’s  got  a kind  of  a 
wild-goose  plan  for  buyin’  up  the  water- 
power down  below  here  in  case  electricity 
comes  in.  But  when  it  comes  to  that  I 
guess  you  know  as  much  as  I do.” 

“Now,”  said  Dana,  bradng  himself, 
“are  they  engaged?” 

“I  s’pose  they  be.  They  come  in  one 
night,  and  Madam  Pemberton  behind 
’em,  and  Madam  said  his  arm  was  ’round 
Althea’s  waist.  Much  obleeged  to  her  I 
was  for  tellin’  me.  ’Twas  a cross  to  her, 
too.  Madam  Pemberton  ain’t  one  to 
fetch  an’  carry.  An’  I called  Althea  into 
my  bedroom  after  Madam  had  gone  an’ 
asked  how  fur  they’d  got,  an’  she  said 
he’d  asked  her  an’  she  hadn’t  said  no. 
An’  I told  her  I wouldn’t  have  no  carry- 
in ’s-on.  An’  I’m  as  sure  as  I’m  alive 
there  ’ain’t  been.  Althea’s  as  true  as  a 
die.” 

“That’s  all,  then,”  said  Dana,  and  got 
up  to  go. 

Grandma  looked  at  him  now  pite- 
ously. 
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“Why,  you  ain’t  a-goln’,”  said  she. 
“You  goin’  for  good?” 

“No,  grandma,”  said  Dana.  He 
jerked  his  thumb  toward  the  window 
where  the  tea-man’s  van  sat  shining  in 
the  sun.  “When  I know  that  outfit’s  off 
the  premises  I’m  cornin’  back.” 

He  walked  out  of  the  house,  looking 
neither  to  the  right  nor  left  at  the  walls 
that  had  been  so  much  to  him  in  the 
imagery  of  his  dreams,  and,  as  if  his  step 
in  the  hall  had  started  it,  he  heard  a 
man’s  voice  from  the  kitchen  break  into 
a tune,  a cheap  doggerel  of  the  day. 
Dana  also  struck  up  singing.  It  was  an 
old  song,  the  first  he  snatched  at;  he  had 
learned  it  from  his  sailor  chum,  and  it 
carried  a fine  rollicking  ring.  He  sang  it 
with  all  the  abandon  of  a happy  man  and 
all  the  fierce  emphasis  of  a despairing 
one,  and  kept  it  up  until  he  had  rounded 
the  curve  in  the  road.  Then  he  stopped 
short,  his  steps  and  his  song,  took  off 
his  hat,  and  wiped  his  face.  Hefelt  rather 
sick. 

“Anyhow,”  said  he,  weakly,  to  him- 
self when  he  went  along,  “I  guess  that 
drownded  him  out.” 

For  three  days  he  worked  about  the 
judge’s  place,  and  every  night  at  dusk 
he  walked  along  the  road  and  passed 
Grandma  Buell’s,  and  the  gilded  van  sat 
tight.  But  on  the  fourth  day,  at  his  task 
of  clipping  a hedge,  he  saw  it  drive  by, 
and  at  dusk  he  walked  up  the  path  be- 
tween the  hollyhocks  with  a heavy  box 
in  one  hand  and  a big  white  parcel  under 
the  other  arm.  Grandma  and  Althea  had 
just  finished  their  early  tea  and  gone 
into  the  west  room  where  the  sunset 
flush  lay  red.  Dana  walked  in  without 
knocking  and  set  the  box  down  at  grand- 
ma’s feet  and  laid  the  parcel  on  the 
table.  In  the  space  of  Althea’s  turning 
he  had  time  to  see  that  she  was  as  lovely 
as  he  had  found  her  the  other  day  and 
imagined  her  every  instant  since. 

“There’s  your  presents,”  said  he. 
“Althea,  you  open  yours.” 

“Presents?”  said  she.  “The  idea!” 

But  she  did  look  at  the  package  as  if 
the  word  had  power  to  fascinate  her. 


and  Dana  wondered  whether  she  could 
be  “having”  and  so  the  more  beguiled 
by  knowledge  of  the  tea-man’s  treasury. 
Grandma  looked,  too,  in  frank  antici- 
pation. 

“You  open  it,”  said  she.  “Didn’t  you 
hear  what  Dany  said?” 

“I  sha’n’t  do  any  such  thing,”  de- 
murred Althea.  She  was  not,  Dana  saw, 
going  to  countenance  in  any  degree  bis 
presumption  in  bringing  them.  “You 
can,  if  you  want  to.” 

“Althea,”  said  grandma,  in  a tone  of 
authority  it  was  plain  she  never  used 
without  a certainty  that  something 
would  come  of  it,  “you  open  that 
bundle.” 

So  Althea,  with  a pretty  sulkiness, 
did.  She  untied  the  string  and  laid  back 
the  white  paper  and  then  the  soft  fig- 
ured paper  under  it  and  disclosed  a long 
flat  parcel,  and  this,  at  a nod  from 
Dana,  she  slowly  opened.  When  the 
fine  shining  surface  of  it  came  out  she 
did  give  a little  “Oh!”  of  rapture,  but 
she  said  no  more.  Grandma  passed  her 
horny  thumb  over  the  silk  lovingly. 

“I  guess,”  said  she,  “anybody  could 
tell  that  come  from  foreign  parts. 
There,  you  lay  it  one  side  an’  see  what’s 
underneath.  Come,  come,  Dany  can’t 
wait  all  day.” 

Slowly,  unwilling  and  yet  fascinated, 
Althea  uncovered  the  slippers,  the 
lacquered  box,  the  beads.  Then  because 
Dana  could  not  bear  to  look  at  her,  it 
hurt  him  so  to  see  her  fighting  down  her 
pleasure  because  he  had  brought  it  to 
her,  he  pointed  to  the  box  on  the  floor 
and  said  to  grandma  in  a rough  voice  the 
one  word: 

“Tea!” 

“Tea!”  echoed  grandma.  She  lifted 
the  box  from  the  floor,  and  when  he 
would  have  taken  it  from  her  ordered  him 
off  with  a little  peremptory  nod. 

“No,  no,”  she  said.  “I  guess  I can 
carry  it,  if  it’s  tea.”  She  turned  with  it 
and  made  her  wavering  way  to  the  door. 
“I’m  goin’  to  brew  me  a cup,  an’  ’fore 
I’m  a minute  older,  too.” 

“Grandma!”  called  Althea  after  her, 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Go  'gle 


478 


HARPER’S  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE 


“think  what  you  had  for  your  supper. 
You  had  three  cups.” 

“ I don’t  care,”  said  grandma.  “ I may 
brew  me  three  more.” 

Althea  turned  back  and  looked  so- 
berly at  the  disarray  of  beautiful  things 
on  the  table.  She  had,  Dana  thought, 
grown  paler.  She  lifted  her  eyes  to  him 
with  a pretty  seriousness. 

“You  were  real  good,  Dana,”  she 
said,  “to  think  of  grandma  and  me. 
I’m  glad  for  her  to  have  her  present,  but 
I couldn’t  accept  any  of  these.” 

“Not  the  silk?”  asked  Dana. 

“No,  not  anything.” 

“You  can  use  the  silk  for  a weddin*- 
dress,”  said  Dana,  steadily,  “just  the 
same,  whoever  you  stand  up  with.  And 
the  slippers,  too.  Won’t  you  try  ’em  on, 
Althea?  Only  try  ’em  on  and  see  if  they 
don’t  fit.” 

“No,”  said  Althea.  Her  voice  trem- 
bled a little  and  he  suddenly  believed  it 
was  out  of  soft  appreciation  of  his  love 
for  her  and  not  alone  because  she  hated 
to  forgo  the  pretty  things. 

“Nor  the  beads?  Won’t  you  take  just 
one  string  o’  beads?” 

Althea  hesitated.  It  was  plain  she 
loved  the  beads.  Then  a sudden  thought 
must  have  come  to  her,  for  she  flushed 
and  her  face  cleared  of  indecision.  She 
put  up  her  hand  and  touched  the  string 
of  dark  beads  about  her  neck.  She  might 
have  been  reminding  herself  of  a for- 
gotten loyalty. 

“I’ve  got  beads  of  my  own,”  said  she. 
“These  were  given  to  me  last  night.” 

“They  ain’t  so  pretty  as  mine,”  said 
Dana,  quickly. 

“No,  maybe  they’re  not,  but  I guess 
they’re  worth  more,  some  ways.” 

“Yes,”  said  Dana,  “maybe  there’s  a 
fortune  in  ’em.  They  look  to  me  like 
some  kind  of  a dried  seed,  but  maybe 
they  ain’t.”  He  laughed  bitterly. 
“Maybe  they’re  black  pearls.” 

He  sat  down  by  the  window  and 
watched  her  where  she  stood  looking 
wistfully  at  the  rejected  gifts  of  love. 
He  seemed  to  be  studying  her,  the  Althea 
she  seemed  outwardly,  the  Althea  she 


was  in  her  inner  house  of  life.  He  was 
thinking  something  out,  and  suddenly 
his  face  cleared  as  hers  had  done. 

“Althea,”  said  he,  “I  read  an  awful 
funny  thing  in  the  papers  to-day. 
’Twas  about  black  pearls.” 

“Did  you?”  said  she,  without  interest. 

She  drew  forward  a chair  and  seated 
herself  with  her  back  to  the  table  of  gifts. 

“ Yes.  ’Twas  about  a lady  that  had  a 
string  o’  beads  she’d  got  in  some  foreign 
place,  and  she  happened  to  have  ’em  on 
when  she  went  into  a jeweler’s  shop,  and 
the  clerk  he  says,  ‘Madam,’  says  he, 
‘that’s  a mighty  handsome  string  o’ 
black  pearls  you’ve  got  on.’  ‘Oh  no,’ 
says  she,  ‘them  ain’t  pearls.  They’re 
just  beads.  I picked  ’em  up  in  a foreign 
port,’  says  she,  ‘the  year  I was  in 
mournin’  ’ ‘Beggin’  your  pardon,’  says 
he,  ‘they’re  black  pearls,  and  a string  like 
that  is  worth  ten  thousand  dollars,  if 
not  more.’  ” 

“And  was  it?” 

Althea  fingered  her  beads  absently. 
She  longed  to  look  behind  her  where  the 
sheen  of  the  silk  lay,  whispering  to  her. 

“She  sold  ’em,”  said  Dana,  with  em- 
phasis, “just  as  they  stood,  for  thirty-five 
hundred  dollars  cash.” 

“Oh!”  said  Althea,  still  without  in- 
terest. 

“Now,”  said  Dana,  “I’ve  a kind  of  an 
idea  them  beads  o’  yours  are  black 
pearls.  I’ve  been  in  foreign  parts  and  I 
know  some  things  you  don’t.  And  I’ve 
got  a friend  that’s  got  a brother  in  a 
jeweler’s  shop  in  New  York;  and  if  you’ll 
let  me  have  your  beads  I’ll  take  ’em  on 
to  him  and  find  out.” 

“What?”  said  Althea.  She  was  staring 
at  him  now,  the  blood  hot  in  her  cheeks. 
“Oh,  I don’t  believe  any  such  thing. 
Why,  Dana,  it’s  ridiculous!  It’s  only  a 
newspaper  story — ” 

“Can’t  help  it,”  said  Dana,  calmly. 
“If  that  ain’t  a string  o’  black  pearls, 
I’m  a Dutchman,  that’s  all.” 

“Well,”  said  Althea — she  unclasped 
the  beads  and  sat  looking  at  them  in  a 
disbelieving  wonder — “if  such  a thing 
could  be — why,  the  only  way  for  me  to 
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do  would  be  to  give  ’em  back  to  the  one 
that  gave  ’em  to  me  and  let  him  value 
'em  and  get  the  money.” 

“Yes,”  said  Dana,  contemptuously, 
“and  fall  into  the  hands  o' sharks  and  be 
told  they’re  nothin’  but  black  beads, 
thirty  cents  a string  in  a department 
store.  Or  have  ’em  coaxed  out  of  his 
hands  and  another  string  palmed  off  on 
him.  I know ’em.  But  I’ve  got  an  inside 
track.  You  give  ’em  here,  Althea — that 
is,  if  you  ain’t  afraid  I’ll  make  off  with 
em. 

She  was  staring  at  him,  fascinated, 
that  was  plain.  Slowly  she  put  out  her 
hand  with  the  dangling  beads,  and  he 
took  them.  But  she  came  to  her  feet 
then  and  spoke  with  passion. 

“I  s’pose  you  know  what  this  means, 
Dana  West.  It  means  if  I got  some 
money,  same  as  you  say,  I’d  pay  off  what 
we  owe  here  and  I’d  give  the  rest  to 
somebody  else  and  he’ll  buy  up  the 
water-power  he’s  talking  about,  and  the 
next  thing  would  be  he’d  want  to  be 
married.” 

“That’s  all  right,”  said  Dana,  quietly. 
He  dropped  the  beads  into  his  pocket, 
rose,  and  turned  to  go. 

“Oh,  wait,”  said  Althea.  “Let  me  do 
up  these  things.” 

“No,”  said  Dana,  “you  store  ’em  for 
me  a spell.  I ain’t  got  any  kind  of  a 
place  to  keep  things.  I’m  just  campin', 
as  you  might  say,  in  the  judge’s  shed 
chamber.”  He  walked  out  of  the  room, 
not  looking  behind,  but  as  he  went  down 
the  path  he  heard  a drawer  shut  with  a 
sharp  run,  and  knew  she  had  thrust  the 
presents  away  from  the  sight  of  her 
tempted  eyes. 

The  next  day  it  was  known  that  Dana 
West,  whose  return  had  made  a breath- 
less item  in  the  village  annals,  had  gone 
off  to  the  city  on  business.  Discussion 
was  unable  to  determine  whether  it  was 
New  York  or  Boston,  and  it  was  thought 
he  must  have  brought  back  a pretty 
penny  if  he  could  afford  a jaunt  to  New 
York.  But  in  three  days  he  was  bade 
again,  and  so  also  was  the  tea-man,  who 
was  shortening  his  radius  more  and  more 


Digitized  by 


Go  'gle 


about  Tenterden.  And  Dana,  choos- 
ing his  leisure  hour  just  before  sunset, 
walked  into  Grandma  Buell’s  kitchen, 
where  he  heard  voices  and  a man’s  laugh, 
and  found  the  three  just  sitting  back 
from  the  table  while  the  guest  finished 
his  story  of  a clever  trade.  He  was  facing 
the  door  by  which  Dana  entered,  and 
Dana  took  a straight  look  at  him  and 
decided  he  was  personable  and  well 
dressed,  but  more  or  less  ratty.  His  fore- 
head was  slightly  too  low,  with  an  un- 
promising slope,  his  eyes  too  near  to- 
gether and  gleaming  with  a bright 
avidity,  and  his  long  white  teeth  flashed 
out  in  a calculated  smile.  But  it  was  a 
smile  that  made  you  disinclined  to  see 
him  bite.  Dana  walked  up  to  the  table 
and  nodded  to  grandma,  who  looked 
at  him  pleasantly,  and  he  said  to 
Althea: 

“Well,  I’ve  sold  your  beads.” 

She  flushed  all  over  her  face  and  her 
eyes  brightened.  She  got  up  and  brought 
him  a chair,  saying: 

“Make  you  acquainted  with  Mr. 
Becker,  Mr.  West.” 

The  two  men  nodded,  but  Dana  did 
not  sit  down.  So  Althea  remained  by 
him,  standing,  and  grandma  looked  from 
one  to  the  other. 

“What  beads?”  Becker  asked,  and 
Dana  felt  the  hair  rising  along  his  spine. 
The  man  spoke  like  a master. 

Althea  began,  tumultuously: 

“It’s  the  strangest  thing.  My  beads, 
you  know — well,  they  weren’t  beads. 
They  were  black  pearls.  And  black 
pearls  bring  an  awful  lot.  And  Dana 
told  me  so,  and  he’s  sold  ’em  for  me. 
Dana,  how  much  d’you  get?” 

“I  am  prepared,”  said  Dana,  “to  offer 
you  a thousand  dollars.” 

Althea  gave  a little  cry.  She  looked 
across  the  table  at  Becker. 

“It’s  for  you,”  she  said,  “you  and 
me.  Don’t  you  understand?” 

Becker’s  face  had  been  changing.  His 
eyes  were  gleaming  still,  but  his  mouth 
had  tightened  over  the  long  teeth. 

“Althea,”  said  he,  “them  beads  were 

• •• 
mine. 
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“Why,  yes,”  said  Althea,  smiling  at 
him.  “You  gave  them  to  me.” 

“So  I did,  in  a manner  o’  speakin*. 
But  if  I’d  give  you  a diamond  engage- 
ment-ring, you  wouldn’t  have  gone  and 
sold  it,  would  you?” 

“Why,  no!”  said  Althea. 

Her  brows  drew  together  in  a puzzled 
frown.  He  looked  very  unpleasant  to 
her,  but  certainly  he  did  have  some- 
thing on  his  side. 

“That’s  it.  I give  you  a string  o’ 
beads,  and  you  let  this  feller  coax  ’em 
away  from  you  and  go  off  with  ’em, 
nobody  knows  where,  and  he  tells  you 
he’s  prepared  to  give  you  a thousand 
dollars  for  ’em.  Does  he  tell  you  how 
much  he  got  himself?  What’s  he  made 
out  of  it?” 

Althea  turned  to  Dana,  in  a rage  of 
protest,  he  could  see,  but  whether  against 
him  he  did  not  know. 

“Say  something,”  she  commanded 
him.  “Say  something.” 

“I  ain’t  got  anything  to  say,”  re- 
turned Dana,  simply,  looking,  not  at 
her,  but  at  Becker.  “I  can  offer  you  a 
thousand  dollars  for  ’em,  and  that’s 
every  cent  I could  lay  my  hands  on,  if 
I was  to  be  hung  for  it.  And  as  to  what 
goes  into  my  pocket,  that’s  all  folderol. 
You  know  it,  Althea,  as  well  as  I 
do.” 

“Of  course  I know  it,”  said  Althea, 
impetuously.  “I  guess  I know  Dana 
West.” 

Dana  started  at  that.  It  was  the  first 
hint  of  intimate  kindness  he  had  had 
from  her  since  his  dreams  in  those 
Chinese  nights. 

“I  read  a paragraph  in  the  paper,” 
said  Becker,  “where  a woman  had  some 
beads  that  turned  out  to  be  black 
pearls — ” 

“Yes,”  said  Dana.  “You  needn’t 
thresh  that  out.  I see  the  paragraph. 
That’s  what  made  me  think  of  Althea’s.” 

“I  tell  ye  they  wa’n’t  Althea’s,”  said 
Becker.  His  eyes  were  gleaming.  They 
were  not  large,  but  they  seemed  to  eat 
up  his  face.  “Them  beads  were  mine. 
I was  just  lettin’  her  wear  ’em.  And  if 


there’s  a thousand  dollars  cornin'  to  any- 
body for  ’em,  it’s  cornin’  to  me.” 

“You  needn’t  speak  so  loud,”  said 
grandma,  placidly;  “we  ain’t  none  of 
us  deef.” 

“And  more  ’n  that,”  said  Becker,  “the 
woman  in  the  paper  didn’t  get  any  thou- 
sand dollars.  She  got — I’ve  forgot  jest 
the  figgers.  I never  paid  any  attention 
to  it  at  the  time.  The  amount  of  it  is 
he’s  stole  my  pearls  and  gone  off  and 
pretended  to  bring  me  back  a poor  miser- 
able thousand  dollars.  Be  I goin’  to  put 
it  in  my  pocket — no  trouble  unless  you 
make  it! — and  say  nothin'  to  nobody? 
No,  by  God!  I ain’t.  I want  back  my 
pearls,  and  I’ll  see  to  the  sellin’  of  ’em 
myself.” 

He  got  up  and  stood  facing  Althea  and 
Dana.  But  nobody  seemed  to  think  of 
Althea.  The  battle  was  between  the  two 
men. 

“You  want  your  pearls,  do  you?” 
asked  Dana. 

“Yes,  I do,”  said  Becker.  “And  my 
thousand  dollars.” 

“Oh,  no,”  said  Dana;  “that’s  no  way 
to  do  business.  You  can’t  have  both. 
Althea,  whose  beads  be  they?” 

“His,”  cried  Althea,  in  a clear,  high 
voice.  “I  thought  they  were  mine.  But 
if  he  says  they’re  his,  they  are,  and  so’s 
the  money  you  got  for  ’em.” 

“I  kinder  mistrusted  something  o’ 
this  sort  would  happen,”  said  Dana,  “so 
I brought  ’em  back.  The  man  I sold 
'em  to  thought  I’d  better.  He  had 
his  thousand  dollars  ready  to  pay  down, 
but  he  concluded  the  owner  ’d  bet- 
ter have  one  last  look  at  the  things,  to 
think  it  over  and  be  sure  he  couldn’t  do 
any  better.” 

Here  Althea  turned  suddenly  and 
went  out  into  the  back  kitchen,  and 
Dana  was  sorry.  He  had  meant  her  to 
hear  the  rest. 

“Where  be  they?”  said  Becker.  “You 
give  ’em  here.” 

Dana  took  the  string  from  his  pocket 
and  held  it  out  and  Becker  snatched  at 
it.  He  examined  it  greedily. 

“Yes,”  he  said,  “that’s  it,  sure 
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enough.  I had  a kind  of  a feelin’  them 
beads  wa’n’t  what  they  seemed.  I had 
Althea’s  initials  put  on  the  clasp.  I don’t 
know  how  many  pearls  there  were.  I 
never  counted  ’em.  But  looks  as  if  they 
were  all  here.” 

Althea  had  come  back,  and  she  car- 
ried a lighted  lantern.  She  held  it  out  to 
him. 

“Here,”  she  said,  “you  can  harness 
right  off  now.” 

He  looked  at  her  a moment  in  doubt 
Then  his  face  cleared. 

“That’s  the  ticket,”  said  he.  “It’s 
jest  as  well  not  to  lose  no  time.  I’ll  leave 
my  team  at  the  tavern  and  go  off  on  the 
early  train.  Who’s  the  man?”  he  asked 
Dana. 

“What  man?”  inquired  Dana. 

“The  man  that  said  he’d  give  a thou- 
sand.” 

“That,”  said  Dana,  “you  can  find  out 
by  your  leamin’.” 

Becker  stared  at  him  a moment  in  hot 
hate. 

“And  I will  find  it  out,”  said  he. 
“Don’t  that  show  you  there’s  somethin’ 
fishy  in  it?”  he  asked  Althea.  “Ain’t  he 
condemned  out  of  his  own  mouth?  Find 
out  by  my  leamin’!  I will  find  out  by 
my  leamin’.  I’ve  got  a business  connec- 
tion, and  if  they  can’t  put  me  in  touch 
with  a good  jeweler  I’ll  miss  my  guess. 
You  come  out,”  he  said  to  Althea, 
“while  I harness.” 

“Go  out  while  you  harness?”  said 
Althea.  “I  wouldn’t  stand  under  the 
same  barn  roof  with  you — not  if  I could 
help  it.  I wouldn’t  breathe  the  same  air. 
You’ve  made  an  awful  exhibition  of 
yourself,  and  everything  grandma  said 
to  me  was  true.”  But  nobody  ever  knew 
what  grandma  had  said. 

Becker  stood  for  a moment  staring  at 
her.  Then  Dana,  who  felt  the  moment 
must  be  broken  somehow,  made  a step 
toward  him,  and  he  went.  They  heard 
his  steps  go  hesitatingly  through  the 
shed  and  the  run  of  the  big  bam  door 
and  the  sound  of  the  horse’s  hoofs  com- 
ing out  of  his  stall.  Dana,  in  the  mo- 
ment of  victory,  felt  sheepish.  Althea 
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began  to  clear  the  table.  He  ventured  a 
look  at  her  and  saw  her  cheeks  were 
scarlet,  but  her  movements  were  swift 
and  silent.  She  was  not  going  to  break 
down. 

“Oh,”  she  said,  suddenly,  “why 
didn’t  you  give  him  the  man’s  name? 
Give  him  every  single  thing  and  let  him 
see  sometime  how  big  you’ve  been  and 
how  small  he  was!” 

“I  couldn’t,”  said  Dana,  “give  him 
the  man’s  name.” 

“No,”  said  grandma,  rising  and  going 
to  peer  from  the  window,  “course  you 
couldn’t.  Althea,  I should  think  you’d 
see.” 

“See  what?”  said  Althea. 

“Why,  ’ain’t  you  got  eyes  in  your 
head?  There  wa’n’t  no  man  but  Dany.” 

Althea  stopped  in  her  clearing  away. 

“What  in  the  world,”  said  she,  “did 
you  want  of  black  pearls?” 

“Althea,”  said  Dana,  “if  you  call 
them  black  pearls  once  more  I shall 
bust.” 

“Yes,”  said  grandma,  “so  shall  I. 
They’re  no  more  pearls  than  I be.  An’ 
so  T.  William  Becker  is  goin’  to  find 
out.” 

Althea  could  not  follow. 

“So  you  weren’t  going  to  give  a thou- 
sand dollars?”  she  said. 

“Yes,  I was,  too,”  said  Dana.  “I’ve 
got  it  right  here  in  my  pocket.  And  I’d 
have  give  more  if  I had  it,  but  that’s 
all  I’ve  got  in  the  world.  It  was  a kind 
of  a gamble,  Althea.  I laid  it  on  the 
table  to  see  what  everybody  ’d  do.  If 
he  acted  like  a white  man  I stood  to  lose 
it;  but  if  I had  ’twould  have  meant  I’d 
got  to  lose  you,  too,  and  money ’d  ha’ 
meant  mighty  little  to  me  then.  Besides, 
if  he  was  goin’  to  have  you  ’twould  have 
give  you  a good  start — What  is  it, 
grandma?” 

Grandma  had  thrown  up  the  screen. 
She  was  leaning  out  and  calling,  pierc- 
ingly: 

“When  you  come  this  road,  Mr. 
Becker,  you  needn’t  stop  here.  You 
needn’t  ever  stop.  I’ve  got  tea  enough 
to  last  me  quite  a spell.” 
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A PORTRAIT 


BY  GILBERT  STUART 

ALMOST  every  one  knows  that  Stuart  was  an 
American  by  birth,  but  very  few  know  that  he 
passed  seventeen  years  of  his  life  painting  in  England 
and  Ireland  before  he  began  to  paint  at  home,  and  that 
his  portraits  done  there  are  more  important  than  his 
portraits  painted  here,  and  are  in  quite  a different  man- 
ner. Soon  after  his  return  he  painted  his  famous  por- 
traits of  Washington  and  had  prominent  sitters  in  New 
York,  Philadelphia,  and  Washington,  where  his  best 
American  portraits  were  executed,  until  1806,  when  he 
removed  to  Boston.  He  died  there  in  1828,  in  his  seven- 
ty-third year. 

The  portrait  of  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Tuckerman  Salisbury 
(1768-1851)  of  Worcester,  Massachusetts,  is  ascribed  to 
the  year  1810,  and  it  is  an  interesting  rendering  of  a New 
England  matron  of  the  period,  whose  forbidding  expres- 
sion of  the  mouth  we  can  well  understand  belongs  pe- 
culiarly to  an  environment  of  a “ prunes  and  persimmons  ” 
atmosphere.  The  figure  is  seated  in  a gilt  ?hair  covered 
with  crimson  damask,  against  a neutral  gray  back- 
ground, wearing  a gown  of  cold  blue-white,  an  unusual 
color  for  Stuart  to  paint,  which  is  also  the  color  of  the 
lace  shawl  festooned  in  her  hair  and  brought  around  over 
her  left  shoulder  and  arm.  The  brooch  is  mounted  with  a 
red  stone  which  is  a good  bit  of  color  relief.  This  portrait 
is  on  panel,  twenty-four  by  twenty-nine  inches,  and  it  is 
to  be  noted  how  much  harder  and  less  transparent 
Stuart’s  paintings  on  wood  are  than  his  portraits  on 
canvas. 

Charles  Henry  Hart. 
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Engraved  on  Wood  by  Henry  Wolf  front  the  Original  Painting 
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PART  111.— ON  THE  ROAD  IN  BAVARIA 

BY  LIEUTENANT  HARRY  A.  FRANCK 

Author  of  A Vagabond  Journey  Around  the  World,  Vagabonding  Down  the  Andes,  Etc . 


AN  excellent  express  raced  all  day 
southward  across  a Germany  lush- 
green  with  May.  Cattle  were  scarcer  in 
the  fields,  horses  so  rare  a sight  as  to  be 
almost  conspicuous,  but  the  fields  them- 
selves seemed  as  intensively,  as  thor- 
oughly, cultivated  as  my  memory  pict- 
ured them  fifteen  and  ten  years  before. 
Within  the  train  there  was  no  crowding; 
the  wide  aisles  and  corridors  were  free 
from  soldiers  and  their  packs,  for, 
though  there  were  a hundred  or  more  in 
uniform  scattered  between  the  engine 
and  the  last  car,  a furlong  behind,  seats 
were  still  to  be  had.  But  at  Nuremberg 
there  came  with  sunset  such  hordes  of 
passengers  of  all  grades  that  every  avail- 
able foot  of  the  train  was  as  densely 
packed  as  a fourth-class  coach  on  mar- 
ket-day. The  throng  which  it  disgorged 
at  Munich  was  sufficient  to  have  peopled 
a town  of  very  respectable  size. 

I had  made  the  sudden  leap  to  the 
southern  end  of  the  Empire  as  a starting- 
point  of  a tramp  across  it  instead  of  re- 
versing the  process,  in  the  hope  that  here 
at  last  I should  find  “something  doing,” 
some  remnants  of  excitement.  Munich 
had  just  been  snatched  from  the  hands 
of  the  Sparticists — or  the  Bolsheviks; 
the  distinction  between  the  two  dreaded 
groups  is  not  very  clear  in  the  German 
mind.  Lenine,  the  half-mad  Russian 
Jew  who  was  reputed  the  organizing 
spirit  of  the  revolt,  was  still  dodging 
from  one  hiding-place  to  another  some- 
where in  the  vicinity.  To  read  the 
breathless  cables  to  the  foreign  press  was 
to  fancy  Munich  under  a constant  hail 


of  shrapnel  and  machine-gun  bullets. 
Ours  was  the  second  passenger-train 
that  had  ventured  into  the  city  in  weeks. 

All  Bavaria  was  blazing  with  huge  post- 
ers, often  blood-red  in  color,  headed  by 
the  dread  word  Standrecht  in  letters  to  be 
seen  a hundred  yards  away,  proclaiming 
martial  law  and  threatening  sudden  and 
dire  fate  to  any  one  who  strayed  from 
the  strait  and  narrow  path  of  absolute 
submission  to  the  “government-faith- 
ful” troops  that  were  still  pouring  in 
from  the  north.  Surely  here,  if  any- 
where, was  a chance  for  a wandering 
American  to  get  into  trouble. 

Like  so  many  dreadful  things,  how- 
ever, martial  law  and  beleaguered  cities 
prove  more  terrible  at  a distance  than  on 
the  spot.  True,  a group  of  soldiers  in  full 
fighting  equipment  held  the  station  exit; 
but  their  only  act  of  belligerency  toward 
the  invading  throng  was  to  hand  each  of 
us  a red  slip  granting  permission  to  walk 
the  streets  until  two  in  the  morning.  A 
bedraggled  hotel  directly  across  the  way 
spared  me  that  necessity.  The  informa- 
tion its  registry-pad  required  of  guests 
was  more  exacting  than  its  interior 
aspect;  but  neither  here  nor  at  the  sta- 
tion exit  was  there  any  demand  for 
proof  of  identity. 

Berlin  had  been  sinister  of  aspect; 
Munich  was  bland,  a softer,  gentler,  less 
verboten  land.  Its  citizens  were  not 
merely  courteous,  they  were  aggressively 
good-natured;  their  cheerfulness  bub- 
bled over  on  all  who  came  in  contact 
with  them.  It  was  almost  as  easy  to 
distinguish  a native  from  the  stiff  Prus- 
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days  of  retaking  the  city.  Banks  and  the 
lai^r  laid  been  mure  or  less 

hvnx ily  tavfctl  upon;  lawyers  and  a few' 
other  flassrs  whom  the  new  doctrine 
ranked  us  f<puiiisttiev  had  found  it  wise 
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whiUi-  flag  of  Bavaria  fluttered  again 
frotu  the  staffs  that  had  been  briefly 
lisurj x'd  by  tlie  mi  banner  of  revolt ife 
dark-blue  uniform 
of  the  once  haif- 
■<  aotoHwmtfis  king- 

if  ‘loin;  again:  asserted 
: fyx'$waiy;&it$r  hsoid 

. , ; matters  ;n  the  yew 

i I 'olt.-x/ri^h  Hifutrn, 

■ '*■  ‘V  The»U*r  a fa'rgi*  att- 

dience.  piucidly  sip- 
ping  its  beer  set  oil 
pPWPS^'  ^.d>e|ve^>efrj«‘ 

taiiieers  tu  feal.b- 


A coAuiiMAK  reamk#  Tn£  rlkAo#  t*;;rtwfe 


With  Which 


pi  4 

: mmi 

Lml 

■ - 

488 


HARPERS  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE 


never  descended  upon  it.  Each  officer 
who  entered  the  room  paused  to  click 
his  heels  twice  resoundingly  and  bow 
low  to  his  seated  fellows,  none  of  whom 
gave  him  the  slightest  attention.  It  was 
as  truly  German  a gesture  as  the  salute 
with  which  every  wearer  of  the  horizon- 
blue  enters  a public  eating-place  is 
French. 

Nine  o’clock  had  already  sounded 
when  I swung  over  my  back  the  Ruck- 
sack containing  my  German  possessions 
and  struck  out  toward  the  north.  Now 
if  ever  was  the  time  for  the  iron  hand  of 
the  enemy  to  fall  upon  me.  Perhaps  my 
mere  attempt  to  leave  the  city  on  foot 
would  bring  me  an  adventure.  Vain 
hope!  Neither  civilians  nor  the  endless 
procession  of  soldiers  gave  me  any  more 
attention  than  they  did  the  peasants  re- 
turning to  their  rich  acres.  Two  sadly 
uneventful  hours  out  of  town  and  a new 
promise  appeared  in  the  offing.  A soldier 
under  a trench  helmet,  armed  with  a 
glistening  fixed  bayonet,  was  patrolling 
a crossroad.  He  stepped  forward  as  he 
caught  sight  of  me,  grasped  his  piece  in 
an  alert  attitude,  stared  a moment  in  my 
direction,  and — turning  his  back,  leaned 
against  a tree  and  lighted  a cigarette. 
Evidently  I should  have  to  fly  the  Stars 
and  Stripes  at  my  masthead  if  I hoped 
to  attract  attention. 

Not  far  beyond  stood  weather-black- 
ened barracks  sufficient  to  have  housed  a 
regiment.  I paused  to  photograph  a 
company  that  was  falling  in.  I marched 
out  in  front  of  the  jostling  throng  and 
took  a “ close-up  ” of  the  lieutenant  who 
was  dressing  it.  He  smiled  faintly  and 
stepped  to  the  end  of  the  line  to  run  his 
eye  along  it.  I refrained  from  carrying 
out  an  impulse  to  slap  him  on  the  back 
and  shout:  “Heh!  old  top;  I am  an 
American,  just  out  of  the  army!  What 
are  you  going  to  do  about  it?”  and 
plodded  on  down  the  broad  highway. 
How  could  a city  be  called  beleaguered 
and  a country  under  martial  law  if 
strangers  could  wander  in  and  out  of 
them  at  will,  photographing  as  they 
went? 


Fifteen  kilometers  from  the  capital  I 
stopped  at  a crossroads  Gasthaus , quite 
prepared  to  hear  my  suggestion  of  food 
answered  with  a sneer.  Two  or  three 
youthful  ex-soldiers  still  in  uniform  sat 
at  one  of  the  bare  wooden  tables,  sipping 
the  inevitable  half-liter  mugs  of  beer.  I 
ordered  one  myself,  not  merely  because 
I was  thirsty,  but  because  that  is  the 
invariable  introduction  to  any  request  in 
a Bavarian  inn.  As  the  ponderous  but 
neat  matron  set  the  foaming  glass  before 
me  with  the  never-lacking  “ May  it  taste 
well,”  I opened  preliminaries  on  the  food 
question,  speaking  gently,  lest  so  pre- 
sumptive a request  from  a total  stranger 
awaken  the  wrath  of  the  discharged  sol- 
diers. Mine  hostess  had  no  such  misgiv- 
ings. In  a voice  as  loud  and  penetrating 
as  my  own  had  been  inarticulate  she 
bade  me  explain  my  desires  in  detail.  I 
huskily  whispered  eggs,  poached  eggs,  a 
plebeian  dish,  perhaps,  in  the  land  of 
my  birth,  but  certainly  a greater  height 
of  luxury  in  Germany  than  I had  yet 
attained.  I quail  still  at  the  audacity  of 
that  request,  which  I proffered  with  an 
elbow  on  the  alert  to  protect  my  skull 
from  the  reply  by  physical  force  I more 
than  half  expected.  Instead  she  made 
not  a sound,  after  the  manner  of  Ba- 
varian innkeepesses  when  taking  orders, 
and  faded  heavily  but  noiselessly  away 
in  the  direction  of  the  kitchen. 

A few  minutes  later  I beheld  two 
Spiegeleier  descending  upon  me,  not 
merely  real  eggs,  but  of  that  year’s  vin- 
tage. One  of  them  alone  might  merely 
have  been  an  astonishment,  a whole  pair 
of  them  trotting  side  by  side  as  if  the 
Kaiser  had  never  dreamed  how  fetching 
the  letters  Rex  Mundis  would  look  after 
his  name  was  all  but  too  much  for  me. 

I caught  myself  clinging  to  the  bench 
under  me  as  one  might  to  the  seat  of  an 
aeroplane  about  to  buck,  or  whatever  it 
is  ships  of  the  air  do  when  they  feel  skit- 
tish. A whole  plateful  of  boiled  potatoes 
bore  the  regal  couple  attendance,  and  a 
generous  slab  of  almost  edible  bread, 
quite  unlike  a city-helping  both  in  size 
and  quality,  brought  up  the  rear.  When 
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I took  out'  a fifty-mark  note  and  asked  thoughts  wore  not  wholly  agreeable;  and 
for  1 foe  reckoning  the  hostess  went  gave  no  sign  or  sound  of  greeting,  proof 
through  at  laborious  process  in  mental  in  itself  that  I was  still  in  the  vicinity  of 
arithmetic  and  hnnouneed  that,  inelud-  a large  eityv  But  their  very  expressions 
mg  the  two  half-liters  of  Ixx-r,  I was  in-  were  evidence  that  1 was  not.  being  taken 
debted  to  the  extent  of  1 mark  €7  pfen-  for  a tramp,  as  would  have  been  the  Case 
nige.  In  the  slang  of  our  seliooWays,  in  nuiny  another  land,  (iermnny  is  fa>r- 
“ You  could  have  knocked  toe  over  with  haps  the  easiest country  in  the  worki  in 
a feather, *’  particularly  . .gs  four  hours  which  to  make  a walking  trip,  .for*  the 
before,  back  in  a imrclesl . Munich  hold,  habit  of  wandering  the  highways:  and 
1 had  been  mulcted  twelve  marks  for  "ah  • footpaths,  lim  ksack  <m  back,  is  -til  but 
Ermts  br*»t|df<Astr - h-.i’U eu this-yery  fact  thnltes  ii 
malade,”  and  four  very  thin  slices  of  also  in  a way  the  least  satisfactory,  so 
ham,  little  attention  does  the  wanderer  «t- 

Tweiity  tdtome’tm  dut'«fThe  city 'the  tract,  and  there  are  coosequently  few 
flat  landscape  began  to  roll  slightly,  openingsfoy  eoriversati^v 
Immense  fields  of  mustard  planted  in  M»P.Y  fine  work-horses  were  -still  to  be 
narrow  rows  splashed  it  hepe  and  there  seenm.|t|Ut  e oi  thfe  dridii  of  'WHi  .but  there 
with  brilliant  saffron  patches.  Now  and  Were more  oxen.  At  tead  bidf  the  5»1k«^ 
then  an  Ersatz  bkyek’  rattled  by,  its  era  m the  fields  still  wore  die  red-handed 
rider,  like  the  constnot  thiu  poaa'Ssion  nmy  cap,  often  with  the  BiivarTao 
of  pedestrians,  decorated  with  the  in-  cockade  still  upon  it.  Om-  could  not  hoi. 
evitable  Rucksack,  moa-  or  less  full.  The  wonder  just  what  were  the  inner  reflfcc- 
women  always  seemed  the  tn&re  heavily  tionk  of  the  oiie-anued  .or  one-teggeil 
laden,  but  no  one  had  Uie  appearance  of  men  tet  h^  ^^  here  ami  thett;  struggling 
being  burdened,  so  natural  a port  of  the  in  their 

costume  of  rural  Germany  is  the  knap-  nattee  kite  again,  maimed  for  life  in  a 
sack  of  Swiss  origin.  Each  passer-by  quarrel -in  which  they  really  had  neither 
looked  at  me  a bit  sourly,  ax  if  his  inner  part  nor  interest-  Whatever  they ihjgbt 
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from  Munich  to  deliver  the  horses  to  d 
purchaser  a hundred  miles  sway  in  the 
Bavarian  hilis.  Poor  -as  they  were,  the 
animals  hud  befctl  sold  for  seven  thmi* 
sand  A hrst-elass  horse  was 

mirth  six  to  ten  thousand  nowadays,  he 
asserted.  Times  had  indeed  changed.  A 
few  years  ago  only  on  insane  man  would 
have  paid  as  maiiy  butulted.  • h *»>  a 


think,  the  cripples  weJ*c*  piitwardly  as 
cheerful  as  their  more  fortunate  fellows. 

I had  intended  to  let  my  fellow* 
pedestrians  break  the  ice  first,  out  of 
curiosity  to  know  how  far  from  the  city 
they  mould  begin  to  do  so,  But  the  con- 
tinued silence  grew  a hit  oppressive  and 
in  mid  - afternoon  I fell  info  sbqevyith 
a curiously  mated  couple  who  had 


burnt  to  a rich  hriHva,  'her  massive,  these  ami  a few  sis  commonplace  re- 
imiscniur  form  visibly  in  perspiration,  an  marks,  lie  fell  into  the  rear  eon  versa - 
empty  it  as  knack  on  her  back.  Her  1ms-  tiomilly  as  well  as  physically  and  abatt- 
Inihd,.  at  feast  sixty,  scruv> uy,  sallow-  tJpned  the  field  to  his  slmrp  wittesj 
faced  luuler  the  enp  of  a forest  ranger,  spouse. 

hobbled  Ip  her  wake,  leading  two  rather  Hite,  having  more  than  her  share  of  all 
work-broken  horses,  lfc  teas  whiit  one  too  solid  flesh  to  carry,;  had  left  the  after- 
might  call  a faint  individual,  one  of  those  n?>oit  before  and  passed  the  night  at  s> 
insfgmfiea nt  < haraclers  that  fade  quickly  wayside  inn  ft  was  not  that  she  was 
from  the  memory,  a creature  of scanty  fOrid  of  suck  excursions  nor  that  she 
mentality,- and  a veritable  well  of  igno-  could  not  trust  her  husband  » way  from 
ranee,  prejudice,  and  supers! it iou  home.  While  ho  was  deliv  ering  the 
thrown  into  relief  by  the  virility  of  his  horses  she  would  go  hamdering.  Inlying 
forceful  spouse.  up  u rueksaekful  of  food  among  the 

The  man  had  set  out.  that  morning  peasants  of  that  region,  if  any  could  be 
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quenched  their  thirst  in  the  St 

rme  0Mt-- 

hot  day  for  the 

middle  of 

May.  a.  quick 

hap#  with  me  a feW  minutes  |)d 

'ore.  The 

change  from  the 

long,  Unu 

sual  cold  spell.; 

woman  was  a more  than  buxpi 

n f rail  of 

The  crops  would 

suffer:  I 

fe  didn't  mind 

some  forty  summers,  intellig* 

mf.edu- 

walking  if  only  1 

hepr  were 

not  so  expien- 

tinted,  and  of  decided  pdrsoriiiil 

Hty.  She 

siv.c  when  one  g 

ul  thirsty 

Having  ex- 

was  bareheaded,  her  fulbrnoon 

fu«s'  sun- 

ha  u.sted  bis  scan 

f mental 

reservuir  with 
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coaxed  out  of  them,  and  they  would  re- 
turn by  train.  Fortunately,  fourth-class 
was  still  cheap.  Before  the  war  she  had 
never  dreamed  of  going  anything  but 
second.  I broke  my  usual  rule  of  the 
road  and  mentioned  my  scribbling  pro- 
clivities. A moment  later  we  were  deeply 
engrossed  in  a discussion  of  German 
novelists  and  dramatists.  The  placid, 
bourgeois-looking  Frau  had  read  every- 
thing of  importance  her  literary  fellow- 
countrymen  had  produced;  she  was  by 
no  means  ignorant  of  the  best  things  in 
that  line  in  the  outside  world.  Thrown 
into  the  crucible  of  her  forceful  mental- 
ity, the  characters  of  fiction  had  emerged 
as  far  more  living  beings  than  the  men 
and  women  who  passed  us  now  and  then 
on  the  road,  immensely  more  so,  it  was 
evident,  though  she  did  not  say  so,  than 
the  husband  who  plodded  behind  us, 
frankly  admitting  by  his  very  attitude 
that  we  had  entered  waters  hopelessly 
beyond  his  depth.  Of  all  the  restrictions 
the  war  had  brought  none  had  struck 
her  quite  so  directly  as  the  decrease  in 
quality  and  number  of  the  plays  at 
Munich’s  municipal  theater.  Luckily, 
they  were  now  improving.  But  she  al- 
ways had  to  go  alone.  He — with  a toss 
of  her  head  to  the  rear — didn’t  care  for 
anything  but  the  movies.  He  laughed 
himself  sick  over  those.  As  to  opera,  her 
greatest  pleasure  in  life,  he  hadn’t  the 
faintest  conception  of  what  it  was  all 
about. 

Obviously  it  was  a waste  of  breath  to 
ask  whether  she  was  pleased  with  the 
change  of  events  that  had  given  Ger- 
many universal  suffrage  for  both  sexes. 
She  had  voted,  of  course,  at  the  first 
opportunity,  dragging  him  along  with 
her;  he  had  so  little  interest  in  those 
matters.  Her  political  opinions  were  no 
less  decided  than  her  artistic.  Ludwig? 
She  had  often  seen  him.  He  was  rather 
a harmless  individual,  but  his  position 
had  not  been  harmless.  It  was  a relief  to 
be  rid  of  him  and  all  his  clan.  He  would 
have  made  a much  better  stable-boy 
than  king.  He  had  wanted  war  just  as 
much  as  had  the  Kaiser,  whose  robber- 
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knight  blood  had  shown  up  in  him.  But 
the  Kaiser  had  not  personally  been  so 
guilty  as  some  others,  Ludendorff,  for 
instance — and  so  on.  The  Crown  Prince! 
A clown,  a disgrace  to  Germany.  No- 
body had  ever  loved  the  Crown  Prince — 
except  the  women  of  a certain  class. 

Bavaria  would  be  much  better  off 
separated  from  the  Empire.  She  was  of 
the  opinion  that  the  majority  of  Bavari- 
ans preferred  it.  At  least  they  did  in  her 
circle,  though  the  strict  Catholics — she 
glanced  half-way  over  her  shoulder — 
perhaps  did  not.  Republican,  Sparti- 
cist,  or  Bolshevik — it  didn’t  matter 
which,  so  long  as  they  could  get  good, 
efficient  rulers.  So  far  they  had  been 
deplorably  weak — no  real  leaders.  The 
recent  uprising  in  Munich  had  been 
something  of  a nuisance,  to  be  sure. 
They  were  rather  glad  the  government 
troops  had  come.  But  they  were  mostly 
Prussians,  and  once  a Prussian  gets  in 
you  can  never  pry  him  out  again. 

We  had  reached  the  village  of  Hohen- 
kammer,  thirty-five  kilometers  out, 
which  I had  chosen  as  my  first  stopping- 
place.  My  companion  of  an  hour  shook 
hands  with  what  I flattered  myself  was 
a good  deal  of  regret  that  our  conversa- 
tion had  been  so  brief,  fell  back  into  line 
with  her  movie-and-rag-time-minded 
husband,  and  the  pair  disappeared 
around  the  inn  that  bulged  into  a sharp 
turn  of  the  highway. 

I entered  the  invitingly  cool  and 
homelike  Gasthaus  prepared  to  be  coldly 
turned  away.  Innkeepers  had  often 
been  exacting  in  their  demands  for  cre- 
dentials during  my  earlier  journeys  in 
Germany.  With  the  first  mug  of  beer, 
however,  the  portly  landlady  gave  me 
permission — one  can  scarcely  use  a 
stronger  expression  than  that  for  the 
casual  way  in  which  guests  are  accepted 
in  Bavarian  public-houses — to  spend  the 
night,  and  that  without  so  much  as  re- 
ferring to  registration  or  proofs  of  iden- 
tity. Then,  after  expressing  her  placid 
astonishment  that  I wanted  to  see  it 
before  bedtime,  she  sent  a muscular, 
barefoot,  but  well-scrubbed  kitchen- 
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maid  to  show  me  above  into  room  num- 
ber one.  It  was  plainly  furnished  with 
two  small  wooden  bedsteads  and  the 
prime  necessities,  looked  out  on  the 
broad  highway  and  a patch  of  rolling 
fields  beyond,  and  was  as  specklessly 
clean  as  are  most  Bavarian  inns. 

Rumor  had  it  that  any  stranger  stop- 
ping overnight  in  a German  village 
courted  trouble  if  he  neglected  to  report 
his  presence  to  the  Burgermeisler,  as  he 
is  expected  to  do  to  the  police  in  the 
cities.  I had  been  omitting  the  latter 
formality  on  the  strength  of  the  Wil- 
helmstrasse  pass.  These  literal  country- 
men, however,  might  not  see  the  matter 
in  the  same  light.  Moreover,  being 
probably  the  only  stranger  spending  the 
night  in  Hohenkammer,  my  presence 
was  certain  to  be  common  knowledge  an 
hour  after  my  arrival.  I decided  to 
' forestall  pertinent  inquiries  by  taking 
the  lead  in  making  them. 

The  building  a few  yards  down  the 
highway  bearing  the  placard  Wohnung 
des  Biirgermeisters  was  a simple,  one- 
story,  whitewashed  cottage,  possibly  the 
least  imposing  dwelling  in  town.  These 
village  rulers,  being  chosen  by  popular 
vote  within  the  community,  are  apt  to 
be  its  least  pompous  citizens,  both  be- 
cause the  latter  do  not  care  to  accept  an 
unpaid  office  and  because  the  “plain 
people”  hold  the  voting  majority.  The 
woman  who  tried  in  vain  to  silence  a 
howling  child  and  a barking  dog  before 
she  came  to  the  door  in  answer  to  my 
knock  was  just  a shade  above  the  ser- 
vant class.  The  husband  she  summoned 
at  my  request  was  a peasant  slightly 
above  the  general  level. 

He  took  his  time  in  coming  and 
greeted  me  coldly,  a trifle  sharply.  One 
felt  the  German  official  in  his  attitude, 
with  its  scorn  for  the  mere  petitioner, 
the  law’s  underling,  the  subject  class. 
Had  I reported  my  arrival  in  town  in  the 
regulation  manner  he  would  have  kept 
that  attitude.  I should  have  been 
treated  as  something  between  a mild 
criminal  and  an  unimportant  citizen 
whom  the  law  had  required  to  submit 


himself  to  the  Burgermeider's  good  pleas- 
ure. Instead,  I assumed  the  upper  caste 
myself.  I drew  forth  a visiting-card  and 
handed  it  to  him  with  a regal  gesture,  at 
the  same  time  addressing  him  in  my 
most  Jiaughty,  university-circles  Ger- 
man. He  glanced  at  my  unapologetic 
countenance,  stared  at  the  card,  then 
back  into  my  stern  face,  his  official 
manner  oozing  slowly  but  steadily  away, 
like  the  rotundity  of  a lightly  punctured 
automobile  tire.  By  the  time  I began  to 
speak  again  he  had  shrunk  to  his  natural 
place  in  society — that  of  a simple,  hard- 
working peasant  whom  chance  had  given 
an  official  standing. 

The  assertion  that  I was  a traveling 
correspondent  meant  little  more  to  him 
than  did  the  card,  which  he  was  still 
turning  over  and  over  in  his  stubby 
fingers  like  some  child’s  puzzle.  The 
Germans  are  not  accustomed  to  the  go- 
and-hunt  method  of  gathering  informa- 
tion to  satisfy  popular  curiosity  concern- 
ing the  ways  of  foreign  lands.  I must 
find  a better  excuse  for  coming  to  Ho- 
henkammer or  I should  leave  him  as 
puzzled  as  the  card  had.  A brilliant  idea 
struck  me.  On  the  strength  of  the 
“Hoover  crowd”  letter  in  my  pocket,  I 
informed  him  that  I was  walking  through 
Germany  to  study  food  conditions, 
wording  the  statement  in  a way  that 
caused  him  to  assume  that  I had  been 
officially  sent  on  such  a mission.  He 
fell  into  the  trap  at  once.  From  the 
rather  neutral,  unofficial,  yet  unrespon- 
sive attitude  to  which  my  unexpected 
introduction  had  reduced  him  he 
changed  quickly  to  a bland,  eager  man- 
ner that  showed  genuine  interest.  Here 
was  an  American  studying  food  condi- 
tions; Germany  was  anxiously  awaiting 
food  from  America;  it  was  up  to  him,  as 
the  ruler  of  Hohenkammer,  to  put  his 
best  foot  forward  and  give  me  all  the 
information  I desired. 

Here  in  the  country,  he  began,  people 
had  never  actually  suffered  for  want  of 
food.  They  had  lived  better  than  he  had 
during  his  four  years  at  the  front.  Fats 
were  the  only  substance  of  which  there 
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laid  been  making,  Rut  there  was  a hint 
in  the  depth  of  lus  eyes  tiiat.  lie  felt  it 
his  duty  to  do  so.  if  only  he  could  vent- 
ure to  make  such  a demand  of  so  highly 
placed  h personage.  I went  Far  enough 
away  to  make  sure  he  would  not.  have 
tin-  courage  to  demand  them— wiuch 
would  have  been  his  first  act  hud  I 
approached  hi  m as 
traveler-— 


a mere 

then  turmif  baek. 
drawing  the  docu- 
ments from  i'pock- 
et  m if  I had  just 
tlidught  of  them, 
lie  glanced  at  them 
in  a most,  apolo- 
getic manner,  pro- 
teat ing  the  while 
that  pf  course  he 
had  never  for  an 
instant  douhtiHl  my 
wwd,  atnd  handed 
them  htu*k  with  a 
deferential  bow. 

All  in  all,  thb 
plan  of  ja  wing  as  an 
official  scout  of  the 
A merikavuciu  Le~ 
bfnxmtttel  Ikrtftmis- 
ttitm  hurl  been  a 
brilliant  idea, 
marked  with  a suc- 
cess that  moved  me 
to  use  the  same  tn- 
of  times  when  any 
of  gathering  information 
ecu  frustrated.  One  must 
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no  other  defense  but  to  mumble  some- 
thing about  how  much  more  closely  the 
foot-traveler  can  get  in  touch  with  the 
plain  people,  or  to  take  advantage  of 
some  fork  in  the  conversation  to  change 
the  subject. 

When  I returned  to  the  inn,  the 
“guest-room”  was  crowded.  Stocky, 
sun-browned  countrymen  of  all  ages, 
rather  slow  of  wit,  chatting  of  the  simple 
topics  of  the  farm  in  their  misshapen 
Bavarian  dialect,  were  crowded  around 
the  half-dozen  plain  wooden  tables  that 
held  their  immense  beer-mugs,  while  the 
air  was  opaque  with  the  smoke  from 
their  long-stemmed  porcelain  pipes.  The 
entrance  of  a total  stranger  was  evi- 
dently an  event  to  the  circle.  The  rare 
guests  who  spent  the  night  in  Hohen- 
kammer  were  nearly  always  teamsters  or 
peddlers  who  traveled  the  same  route  so 
constantly  that  their  faces  were  as 
familiar  as  those  of  the  village  residents. 
As  each  table  in  turn  caught  sight  of  me, 
the  conversation  died  down  like  a motor 
that  had  slowly  been  shut  off,  until  the 
most  absolute  silence  reigned.  How  long 
it  might  have  lasted  would  be  hard  to 
guess.  It  had  already  grown  decidedly 
oppressive  when  I turned  to  my  nearest 
neighbor  and  broke  the  ice  with  some 
commonplace  remark.  He  answered 
with  extreme  brevity  and  an  evidence  of 
something  between  bashfulness  and  a 
deference  tinged  with  suspicion.  A half- 
dozen  times  I broke  the  silence  which 
followed  each  reply  before  these  reached 
the  dignity  of  full  sentences.  It  was  like 
starting  an  automobile  engine  on  a cold 
morning.  Bit  by  bit,  however,  we  got 
under  way;  others  joined  in,  and  in 
something  less  than  a half-hour  we  were 
buzzing  along  full  speed  ahead,  the  en- 
tire roomful  adding  their  voices  to  the 
steady  hum  of  conversation  which  my 
appearance  had  interrupted. 

Thus  far  I had  not  mentioned  my 
nationality  at  the  inn,  being  in  doubt 
whether  the  result  would  be  to  increase 
our  conversational  speed  or  bring  it  to  a 
grating  and  sudden  halt.  When  I did, 
it  was  ludicrously  like  the  shifting  of 


gears.  The  talk  slowed  down  for  a min- 
ute or  more,  while  the  information  I had 
vouchsafed  passed  from  table  to  table  in 
half-audible  whispers,  then  sped  ahead 
more  noisily,  if  less  swiftly,  than  before. 
On  the  whole,  curiosity  was  chiefly  in 
evidence.  There  was  perhaps  a bit  of 
wonder  and  certainly  some  incredulity 
in  the  simple,  gaping  faces,  but  quite  as 
surely  no  signs  of  enmity  or  resentment. 
Before  long  the  table  at  which  I sat  was 
doubly  crowded  and  questions  as  to 
America  and  her  ways  were  pouring 
down  upon  me  in  a flood  which  it  was 
quite  beyond  the  power  of  a single  voice 
to  stem.  Friendly  questions  they  cer- 
tainly were,  without  even  a suggestion 
of  the  sarcasm  one  sometimes  caught  a 
hint  of  in  more  haughty  German  circles. 
Yet  in  the  gathering  were  at  least  a score 
of  men  who  had  been  more  or  less  in- 
jured for  life  in  a struggle  which  they 
themselves  admitted  the  nation  I repre- 
sented had  turned  against  them.  I have 
been  so  long  absent  from  my  native  land 
that  I cannot  quite  picture  to  myself 
what  would  happen  to  the  man  who 
thus  walked  in  upon  a gathering  of 
American  farmers,  boldly  announcing 
himself  a German  just  out  of  the  army, 
but  something  tells  me  he  would  not 
have  passed  as  perfectly  agreeable  an 
evening  as  I did  in  the  village  inn  of 
Hohenkammer. 

With  my  third  mug  of  beer  the  land- 
lord himself  sat  down  beside  me.  Not,  of 
course — prohibition  forbid! — that  I had 
ordered  a third  pint  of  beer,  in  addition 
to  the  two  that  the  plump  matron  had 
served  me  with  a very  satisfying  supper. 
In  fact,  I had  not  once  mentioned  the 
subject  of  beverages.  Merely  to  take 
one’s  seat  at  any  inn  table  in  Bavaria  is 
equivalent  to  shouting  “ Glas  Bier!"  No 
questions  are  asked,  but  mine  host — or, 
far  more  often,  mine  hostess — is  as  cer- 
tain to  set  a foaming  mug  before  the  new 
arrival  as  he — or  she — is  to  abhor  the 
habit  of  drinking  water;  and  woe  betide 
the  man  who  drains  what  he  hopes  is  his 
last  mug  without  rising  instantly  to  his 
feet,  for  some  sharp-eyed  member  of  the 
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innkeepers  family  circle  is  sure  to  thrust  than  ever  before.  Then,  instead  of  the 
another  dripping  lieaker  under  hsM'hm  fain  they  should  have  had,  scarcely  a 
before  fie  can  catch  his  breath  to.  prob-d . drop  had  fallen  and  things  were  already 
Ou  the  other  hand.  no  one  is  forced  to  beginning  to  shrivel.  As  if  they  had  not 
gage  bis  thirst  by  that  of  his  neighbors,  troubles  enough  as  ir  was!  With  beer 
as  in  many  u less  placid  land  The  Iretd  • gone  up  to  sixteen  pumuige  a pint  instead 
ing  habit  is  .slightly  developed  in  rdihd  of  the  ten  of  the  good  old  days  before 
Bavaria,.  On  vft^:9{^tti^3wgiiw  the  w<dT  And^neh  beer!  Hardly  three 
one  may  “set  ’em  up’'  fbt  the  friend  per  uleohol  in  it  now,  instead  of 
beside  him,  or  even  for  three  or  four  of  elevens,!  The  old  peasants  .bad-  stopped 
his  mmies,  but  it.  is  the  almost  invari- ' , drinking  it  entirely;  Liie  very  men  who 
able,  rule  that,  cadi  client  cull  for  his  own  had  been  .his  best  customers.  They  dis- 
reekoning  at  the  end  ofilie  evening.  dtlh&fet  bd^il^’teiatfe-  -Schnap-p*  now,  and 
The  innkeeper  had  returned  at.  late  stayed  at  home  to  drink  it.  Naturally 
dusk  from  tilling  hi*  field*  several  miles  such  weak  stuff  as  this — he  held  up  his 
away.  Uke  bis  fellows'  throughout'  Bte  half-empty  mug  with  an  expression  of 
varia.  he  was  a jieasapt  gxgept  by  night  disco  st  on  his  f»«V — could  not  satisfy  the 
and  on  holidays.  .Ihiriug  f he  working;  ohiTjtdnnned  Ik varian  teste.  Before 
day  the  burden,  if  it  eould  he  called  oiie,  the  war  he  had  served  an  average  of  a 
of  liis  urban  establishnient  fell  upon  his  thousand  beers  a day.  Now*  he  barely 
wife  and  children.  It  was  natural,  there-  drew  two  hundred.  And  as  fast  as  buxi- 
fore,  that  the  topic  with  which  he  Hess  fell  off  taxes  increased.  He  would 
wedged  his  -way  into  the ^ eonyertiation  give  a good  dead  to  know  where  they 
should  have  been  that  of  husbandry,  were  going  Ip  end,  EsjHsudly  now  with 
Seeds,  he asserted,  were  still  fairly  good,  these  ridiculous  hrtuys  the  Allies  were 
fortunately,  though  in  a few  species  the  asking  Germany  to  sign.  How  could 
war  had  left  them  sadly  inferior.  But  they  sign?  It  would  Scarcely  leave  them 
the  harvest  would  be  poor  this  year,  their  shirt  ami  trousers.  Are;!  they,  the 
The  coldest  spring  as  far  back  as  he  peasants  and  •pco|ffe,.  would 
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with  the  pale,  anemic  urchins  of  large 
cities  they  were  indeed  pictures  of 
health.  They  resembled  the  latter  as  ripe 
tomatoes  resemble  gnarled  and  half- 
grown  green  apples.  At  least  half  of 
them  wore  some  portion  of  army  uni- 
form, cut  down  from  the  war-time  garb 
of  their  elders,  no  doubt;  the  round, 
red-banded  cap  covered  nearly  every 
head,  and  many  carried  their  books  and 
coarse  lunches  in  the  hairy  cowhide 
knapsacks  of  the  trenches,  usually  with 
a cracked  slate  and  the  dingy  rag  with 
which  they  wiped  their  exercises  off  it 
swinging  from  a strap  at  the  rear.  They 
showed  as  much  curiosity  at  the  sight  of 
a stranger  in  town  as  their  fathers  had 
the  night  before,  but  when  I stealthily 
opened  my  kodak  and  strolled  slowly 
toward  them  they  stampeded  in  a body 
and  disappeared  pell-mell  within  the 
school-house  door. 

The  sun  was  already  high  in  the  cloud- 
less sky.  It  would  have  been  hard  to 
imagine  more  perfect  weather.  The 
landscape,  too,  was  entrancing;  gently 
rolling  fields  lush-green  with  spring  al- 
ternating with  almost  black  patches  of 
evergreen  forests,  through  which  the 
broad,  light-gray  highroad  wound  and 
undulated  as  soothingly  as  an  immense 
ocean-liner  on  a slowly  pulsating  sea. 
Every  few  miles  a small  town  rose  above 
the  horizon,  now  astride  the  highway, 
now  gazing  down  upon  it  from  a sloping 
hillside.  Wonderfully  clean  towns  they 
were,  speckless  from  their  scrubbed 
floors  to  their  whitewashed  church- 
steeples,  all  framed  in  velvety  green 
meadows  or  the  fertile  fields  in  which 
their  inhabitants  of  both  sexes  plodded 
diligently  but  never  hurriedly  through 
the  labors  of  the  day.  It  was  difficult  to 
imagine  how  these  simple,  gentle-spoken 
folk  could  have  won  a world-wide  repu- 
tation as  the  most  savage  and  brutal 
warriors  in  modem  history. 

Toward  noon  appeared  the  first  of 
Bavaria’s  great  hop-fields,  the  plants 
that  would  climb  house-high  by  August 
barely  visible  now.  In  many  of  them  the 
hop-frames  were  still  set  up — vast  net- 
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works  of  poles  taller  than  the  telegraph 
lines  along  the  way,  crisscrossed  with 
more  slender  cross-pieces  from  which 
hung  thousands  of/thin  strings  ready  for 
the  climbing  vines.  The  war  had  af- 
fected even  this  bucolic  industry.  Twine, 
complained  a peasant  with  whom  I 
paused  to  chat,  had  more  than  quad- 
rupled in  price,  and  one  was  lucky  at 
that  not  to  find  the  stuff  made  of  paper 
when  the  time  came  to  use  it.  In  many 
a field  the  erection  of  the  frames  had  not 
yet  begun,  and  the  poles  still  stood  in 
clusters,  strikingly  resembling  Indian 
wigwams,  where  they  had  been  stacked 
after  the  harvest  of  the  September  be- 
fore. 

At  Pfaffenhofen,  still  posing  as  a 
“food  controller,”  I dropped  in  on  a 
general  merchant.  The  ruse  served  as  an 
opening  to  extended  conversation  here 
even  better  than  it  had  in  the  smaller 
town  behind.  The  Kaufmann  was  almost 
too  eager  to  impress  me,  and  through  me 
America,  with  the  necessity  of  replen- 
ishing his  shrunken  stock.  He  reasserted 
that  fats,  soap,  rice,  soup  materials, 
milk,  cocoa,  and  sugar  were  most  lacking 
and  in  the  order  named.  Then  there  was 
tobacco,  more  scarce  than  any  of  these, 
except  perhaps  fats.  If  only  America 
would  send  them  tobacco!  In  other 
lines?  Well,  all  sorts  of  clothing  mate- 
rials were  lacking,  of  course;  they  had 
been  hoping  ever  since  the  armistice  that 
America  would  send  them  cotton.  Peo- 
ple were  wearing  all  manner  of  Ersatz 
cloth.  He  took  from  his  show-window 
what  looked  like  a very  coarse  cotton 
shirt,  but  which  had  a brittle  feel,  and 
spread  it  out  before  me.  It  was  made  of 
nettles.  Sometimes  the  lengthwise 
threads  were  cotton  and  the  cross 
threads  nettle,  which  made  a bit  more 
durable  stuff,  but  he  could  not  say  much 
even  for  that.  As  to  the  nettle  shirt  be- 
fore me,  he  sold  it  for  fourteen  marks  be- 
cause he  refused  to  accept  profit  on  such 
stuff.  But  what  good  was  such  a shirt  to 
the  peasants?  They  wear  it  a few  days, 
wash  it  once  and — kaput,  finished,  it 
crumples  together  like  burned  paper. 
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Many  children  can  no  longer  go  to 
school;,  their  clothes  have  been  patched 
out  of  existence.  During  the  war  there 
were  few  marriages  in  the  rural  districts, 
because,  the  boys  being  away  to  war,  a 
fair  division  of  the  inheritances  could 
not  be  made  even  when  the  girls  found 
matches.  Now  many  want  to  marry,  but 
most  of  them  find  it  impossible  because 
they  cannot  get  any  bed-linen  or  many 
of  the  other  things  that  are  necessary  to 
establish  a household.  No,  he  did  not 
think  there  had  been  any  great  increase 
in  irregularities  between  the  sexes  be- 
cause of  war  conditions,  at  least  not  in 
such  well-to-do  farming  communities  as 
the  one  about  Pfaffenhofen.  He  had 
heard,  however,  that  in  the  large 
cities  . . . 

I set  my  pace  in  a way  to  bring  me 
into  the  larger  towns  at  noon  and  to 
some  quaint  and  quiet  village  at  night- 
fall. In  the  latter  one  was  surer  of  find- 
ing homelike  accommodations  and  sim- 
pler, more  naive  people  with  whom  to 
chat  through  the  evening.  The  cities, 
even  of  only  aiew  thousand  inhabitants. 


too  nearly  resembled  Berlin  or  Munich 
to  prove  of  continued  interest.  The  con- 
stant traveler,  too,  comes  to  abhor  the 
world-wide  sameness  of  city  hotels. 
Moreover,  the  larger  the  town  the  scan- 
tier was  the  food  in  the  Germany  of  1919. 
The  guest  who  sat  down  to  an  excel- 
lently cooked  dinner  of  a thick  peasant 
soup,  a man’s-size  portion  of  beef,  veal, 
or  pork,  potatoes  in  unlimited  quantity, 
bread  that  was  almost  white  and  made 
of  real  wheat,  and  a few  other  vegeta- 
bles thrown  in,  all  for  a cost  of  two 
marks,  might  easily  have  imagined  that 
all  this  talk  of  food  shortage  was  mere 
pretense.  Surely  this  last  month  before 
the  beginning  of  harvest,  in  the  last  year 
of  the  war,  with  the  question  of  signing 
or  not  signing  the  peace  terms  throbbing 
through  all  Germany,  was  the  time  of  all 
times  to  find  a certain  answer  to  the 
query  of  the  outside  world  as  to  the  truth 
of  the  German’s  cry  of  starvation.  But 
the  answer  one  found  in  the  smaller 
villages  of  Bavaria  would  have  been  far 
from  the  true  one  of  the  nation  at 
large. 


(To  be  continued.) 


WINDS 

BY  ARTHUR  GUITEEMAN 

SOME  winds,  like  robins,  nest  in  trees. 

And  some,  like  meadow  larks,  in  grasses; 
While  others  cling  to  flowers,  like  bees. 

The  gales  that  sweep  the  salt  morasses. 

Like  petrels,  brood  on  stormy  seas; 

And  eagle-winds,  as  wild  as  these, 

Their  eyries  make  on  beetling  masses 
Of  crag  in  rugged  mountain  passes. 

But  wiser  is  the  nestling  breeze — 

The  laughing,  elfin  breeze,  that  furls 
Its  fragrant  wings  among  your  curls! 
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THERE  are  no  two  opinions  in  May- 
wood;  Julia  Ingraham  made  a 
mistake.  It  is  always  easy  to  be  positive 
on  scanty  information,  but  those  who 
know  most  condemn  Julia’s  action  em- 
phatically. Hasn’t  Julia  been  “queer” 
ever  since  she  came  home?  As  Amorette 
pointed  out,  you  cannot  be  queer  in  this 
world  with  impunity.  “Something’s 
coming  to  you,”  was  Amorette’s  phrase. 
Julia’s  sister  spoke  with  indisputable 
authority.  If  Retta  acknowledged  that 
Julia  was  queer,  the  evidence  must  be 
conclusive. 

It  is  significant  that  no  one  blames 
Julia.  You  do  not  hold  a man  burning 
with  fever  responsible  for  setting  his 
house  on  fire;  you  hold  responsible  those 
who  left  him  unrestrained;  If  Julia’s 
parents  had  insisted  that  she  put  herself 
in  the  doctor’s  hands  at  once  on  her 
return;  if  she  had  refused  earlier  to  talk 
of  her  experiences;  if  she  had  had  pa- 
tience, had  given  herself  more  time;  if — 
The  ingenuity  with  which  people  pro- 
pound remedies  proves  how  decisively 
they  rate  Julia’s  case  as  a malady.  May- 
wood  has  never  been  able  to  make  any- 
thing of  her  action  other  than  a symp- 
tom of  nervous  debility  and  overstrain. 
But  that,  as  Julia’s  brother  remarked, 
was  the  dickens  of  this  war;  it  unset- 
tled everybody  and  everything.  On  a 
big  scale,  wasn’t  that  precisely  the  trou- 
ble with  Europe  at  this  minute,  Bol- 
shevism and  all  the  rest  of  it? 

And  Julia  had  been  so  incomparably 
Maywood’s  pride.  Other  girls  had  gone 
fyom  the  little  city  to  do  war-work,  from 
typewriting  to  nursing,  girls  of  all  social 
strata,  but  none  of  them  had  won  so 
near  the  front  as  Julia  Ingraham. 
Hadn’t  she  heloed  evacuate  French  vil- 
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lagers  under  the  very  guns  of  the 
Boches?  Hadn’t  she  been  literally 
shelled  out  of  the  Picardy  town  where 
for  six  months  she  had  lived  and  worked, 
escaping  in  company  with  an  armful  of 
roses  and  a gray  kitten  with  a white  tip 
to  its  tail?  The  picture  entranced  May- 
wood’s imagination,  the  old  familiar 
gestures  of  femininity  posed  against 
the  lurid  background  of  modem  war. 
Hadn’t  a shell  actually  missed  her,  by 
a mere  matter  of  seconds,  in  cranking  her 
machine?  Maywood  drew  a fascinated 
breath  of  horror.  For  Julia  was  blood  of 
its  blood  through  five  generations  and 
Maywood,  though  it  had  received  plenty 
of  new  blood  of  late,  had  not  diminished 
its  respect  for  the  old.  People  who  had 
not  had  bowing  acquaintance  with  Miss 
Ingraham  before  she  left  to  do  canteen- 
work  in  France  thought  of  her  “over 
there”  with  a thrill  of  proprietary  pride 
and  read  her  letters  printed  in  The  May - 
wood  Post  with  the  same  personal  con- 
cern they  bestowed  on  Tom’s  or  Dick’s 
or  Harry’s  accounts  of  trench  life 
and  Salvation  Army  doughnuts,  dis- 
seminated through  the  same  channel. 
Though  a “city,”  Maywood  was  not  too 
big  for  that,  which  makes  it  clear,  does 
it  not,  that  in  reality  it  was  rather  small? 

In  this  enthusiasm  there  was  a good 
deal  of  generous  sentimentality  and 
hero-worship  and  the  obscuration  of  a 
few  plain  facts  which  had,  after  all, 
governed  Miss  Ingraham’s  setting  forth. 
It  was  the  thing  to  do  to  go  to  France. 
If  it  hadn’t  been  the  thing,  it  wouldn’t 
have  occurred  to  her  to  go  nor  would  her 
departure  have  been  permitted.  She  was 
that  kind  of  girl.  Which  does  not  mean 
that  she  was  not  generous  and  high- 
spirited  and  brave.  It  only  means  that 
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when  she  went  to  France  Julia  Ingraham 
was  not  a pioneer,  setting  out  to  blaze  a 
trail  through  untrodden  wilds.  What 
France  did  to  her  is  another  matter. 

It  is  certain,  though  The  Post  never 
mentioned  the  subject,  that  Julia  en- 
countered a good  deal  in  France  that  was 
neither  picturesque  nor  thrilling — that, 
in  truth,  was  plain  drudgery.  The 
seamy  side  of  heroism  does  not  make 
good  head-lines,  but  it  is  a touchstone 
of  staying  power.  Julia  Ingraham  had 
never  been  obliged  to  “stay  put”  in  her 
life;  if  anything,  the  habits  of  her  kind, 
seasonal  Sittings  and  week-ends  and  the 
like  encourage  a certain  touch-and-go 
method  that  leaves  much  to  be  desired 
in  an  emergency  of  duration.  That 
Julia  stayed  till  the  war’s  end  and  after 
proves  the  stuff  that  was  in  her,  not  en- 
tirely misshapen  in  the  making. 

Of  course,  she  could  not  come  back 
as  she  went  over.  That  ought  to  have 
been  unthinkable  from  any  rational 
point  of  view.  The  fact  that  it  was  not, 
either  to  Julia  or  her  family,  or  to  Paul 
Pettingill  proves  the  existence  in  all  of 
them  of  a short-sightedness  that  invited 
the  very  catastrophe  they  now  lament. 
If  you  insist  on  driving  a high-powered 
car  with  your  eyes  shut,  is  it  the  road’s 
fault  that  you  pile  up  in  the  ditch? 

Julia  was  utterly  happy  to  get  home. 
She  had  expected  to  be  happy,  and  at 
first  she  was  not  in  the  least  disap- 
pointed. Her  father  met  her  at  the  dock 
and  looked  as  good  to  her  as  she  had 
been,  dreaming  ever  since  she  got  her 
sailing-papers  that  he  would  look.  Amo- 
rette  was  there,  too,  and  Bob  and  Paul 
Pettingill,  and  Julia  told  them  all  that 
the  thought  of  them  waiting  at  the  pier 
had  made  the  Statue  of  Liberty  look  to 
her  like  the  guardian  of  the  pearly  gates. 
If  her  glance  had  a special  fillip  for  Paul 
Pettingill,  she  was  perfectly  sincere. 
Paul  had  always  considered  himself  and 
been  recognized  by  the  Ingrahams  as 
Julia’s  future.  She  was  not  dodging  her 
future  when  she  went  to  France;  merely 
postponing  it.  Now  it  was  back  again, 
well  to  the-  forefront  of  her  conscious- 
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ness,  and  she  liked  the  look  of  it.  What 
wonder  that  Paul  felt  secure?  When  a 
girl  tells  you  that  you  look  like  heaven 
to  her  in  a voice  as  soft  and  as  rich  as 
velvet  and  with  great,  glorious  eyes  that 
thrill  you  from  neck  to  heel,  there  ought 
not  to  be  much  doubt  of  her  meaning. 

“Oh,”  said  Amorette,  hugging  her, 
“you  don’t  look  worn  out  a bit!” 

“I’m  not,”  said  Julia.  “Who  said  I 
was?” 

“Nobody,  but  you’ve  been  working  so 
frightfully  hard.” 

“Oh  yes,”  said  Julia.  “But  that’s 
over  now.” 

“Feeling  as  fit  as  you  look,  sis?”  Bob 
kissed  her. 

Paul  kissed  her,  too,  and  Julia  let  him. 
That,  Amorette  thought  at  the  time,  was 
not  like  Julia,  who,  before  she  went 
away,  though  not  above  proving  her  skill 
at  the  angling  art,  had  inclined  to  be 
over-punctilious  in  spots.  But  they  were 
all  so  excited  and  happy  nothing  could 
be  really  surprising. 

In  twenty-four  hours,  behind  the  tea- 
table  in  the  Ingraham  sun-parlor  over- 
looking the  , garden,  Julia’s  mother  was 
thinking  that  the  last  two  years  of  anxi- 
ety and  absence  had  already  taken  on 
the  impalpable  texture  of  a dream. 

. Julia  looked  around  her  with  blissful 
eyes.  “ It  seems  as  though  I hadn’t  been 
away  at  all.  The  last  time  we  had  tea 
here  there  were  sweet-peas  on  the  table 
in  place  of  those  freesias.  That’s  the 
only  difference.” 

“Is  it?”  laughed  Amorette. 

“Oh,  the  green  teapot!  Did  you 
break  it?” 

“Defunct.  Peace  to  its  pieces.  More 
sugar?  There’s  no  limit  now,  you  know. 
Pass  father  the  toast,  Paul.  There  is  a 
difference.  You  never  saw  father  and 
Bob  teaing  off  before,  did  you?” 

Mrs.  Ingraham’s  jeweled  fingers  flut- 
tered efficiently  over  the  cups.  “It  is 
entirely  in  your  honor,  dear.  Make  the 
most  of  it.” 

“Yes,”  rattled  Amorette,  “it  never 
will  happen  again.  But  I can’t  see  that 
you’ve  changed  a bit,  Jule.  You’re  just 
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as  pretty  as  ever.  And  prettier  when  you 
blush.  Isn’t  that  so,  Paul?  Now  tell  us, 
what  does  this  make  you  think  of?” 

‘‘Don’t  tease,  Retta.  Your  sister  de- 
serves a breathing-space.” 

“She  won’t  get"  it,  not  with  the 
Daughters  and  the  Dames  and  the 
Woman’s  Club  and  the  Saturday  Morn- 
ings and  the  Wednesday  Afternoons,  and 
most  of  the  churches  camping  on  her 
trail.  Did  you  know  mother  has  started 
an  engagement-book  for  you?  I’m  just 
offering  a little  practice.  Please , Jule 
darling,  what  does  this  make  you  think 
of?  Make  it  nice  and  spicy — a good  con- 
trast. Handing  out  things  in  the  canteen 
to  adorable  dirty  poilus  or  tea  in  the 
garden  with  French  and  English  offi- 
cers, or — ” 

“Neither,”  said  Julia,  promptly.  “It 
makes  me  think  of  half  a dozen  of  us 
sitting  on  our  bags  the  night  before  we 
were  leaving  and  talking  about  what, 
out  of  everything  in  the  world,  would 
stand  to  us  most  for  home  and  our  old 
selves.  One  said  a table  of  auction  with 
tea  and  cakes  to  follow  the  game,  and 
another  said  a good  play  and  supper  at  a 
cabaret,  and  another  said  breakfast  in 
bed  and  a novel  to  read  till  noon,  and 
another  said  a picnic  supper  in  the 
woods.  I wish  you  could  have  seen  their 
eyes  shine.  But  there  was  one  girl  who 
looked  wistful.  ‘Do  you  suppose  all  that 
will  taste  as  good  as  it  used  to?’  ‘Bet- 
ter,’ said  the  auction  girl.  ‘We  shall 
know  how  to  appreciate  it  now.’  ‘It 
will  be  heaven,*  said  little  Mary  Wayne. 
But  the  first  girl  didn’t  act  convinced. 
*1  hope  so.  But  I’d  like  to  be  sure.’” 
Julia’s  glance  swept  the  devoted  group. 
“Wasn’t  she  amusing?  As  though  any 
one  could  help  loving  it!” 

The  family  were  as  convinced  as 
Julia.  If  one  of  them  had  had  the  faint- 
est doubt,  even  Paul — but  none  of  them 
had.  Like  Julia,  they  looked  back  un- 
suspecting. Much  water  might  flow  un- 
der bridges,  but  what  of  it,  if  the 
bridges  remained  intact? 

The  point  is,  of  course,  that  Julia  In- 
graham cai^e^opie  ei  ite  ready  to  pick 


up  the  threads  of  her  old  life  just  where 
she  had  left  them  when  she  went  to 
France,  with  the  same  enjoyment  she 
had  always  found  in  the  gay,  pleasant, 
rather  unimportant  round.  And  the 
threads  were  there  unchanged.  Nobody 
but  Julia  seemed  to  find  anything 
strange  in  the  mere  fact  that  they  were 
so  unchanged.  And  Julia  at  first  was  too 
happy  to  question.  Home-coming  was 
too  warm  and  joyous  and  human  a thing 
not  to  absorb  her  sensations  to  the 
uttermost. 

She  tingled  to  her  finger-tips  with 
pleasure  in  mere  creature  comfort. 

“You  don’t  know  the  luxury  of  a tub, 
Retta,  till  you’ve  gone  without  for  two 
years,”  she  exulted,  splashing. 

“No,  I suppose  not.  But  aren’t  you 
ever  going  to  stop  and  get  dressed? 
There  are  more  days  coming.” 

“That’s  something,”  said  Julia,  “I 
can’t  get  used  to.” 

“What,  tubs?”  questioned  Retta 
through  the  door. 

“That  they’re  going  to  last,”  said 
Julia.  “I’ll  have  to  take  your  word  for 
it.  What  do  you  offer  me,  as  an  induce- 
ment to  get  dressed?” 

“Kittens,”  said  Retta.  “Snowdrop 
has  two  new  ones.  And  the  garden  is 
adorable  in  this  light.  Betty  Dame  is 
downstairs.  And  Paid  has  sent  you  a 
box  of  daffodils  as  big  as  a house.  He  is 
at  the  telephone  now,  clamoring  to 
know  whether  you  would  rather  go  to 
the  movies  to-night  or  to  a real  show. 
There  is  a fairly  good  one.  He’ll  take  a 
box  if  you  say  so.  Mrs.  Lathrop  wants 
to  give  a dinner  for  you  any  night  you 
select — and  the  Victory  Loan  Commit- 
tee asks  please  will  you  ride  in  their 
parade  to-morrow,  and — ” 

“Mercy!  I think  I’ll  stay  here  and 
splash.” 

But  she  didn’t.  It  was  too  good  to  see 
people,  like  a dream  come  true.  The 
gladness  of  every  one  to  see  her  went  to 
her  head  a little.  She  knew  it  and  ex- 
ulted in  it.  She  had  counted  on  just  this 
ecstatic  commingling  of  happy,  homely 
familiarity  with  whetted  zest.  She  had 
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counted  on  Paul  and  she  went  to  meet 
him  with  blithe  certitude.  Shfe  had  even 
counted  on  the  creature  comforts.  Only 
the  fact  that  it  surprised  her  to  find 
them  still  so  comfortable,  still  so  com- 
pletely a matter  of  course,  she  had  not 
counted  on.  How  amazingly  every  one, 
except  herself,  took  the  whole  thing  for 
granted!  The  miracle  of  it  was  for  them 
no  miracle,  only  golden  dust  on  the  com- 
mon, the  inevitable  way  of  life.  They 
could  not  imagine  any  other  road.  They 
had  heard,  of  course.  Who  hadn’t? 
They  listened  to  her  stories  with  the 
curious,  irresponsible  attention  accorded 
travelers’  tales;  questioned,  cried  out, 
deplored;  yet  what  their  eyes  had  not 
seen  did  not,  in  any  real  sense,  exist  for 
them. 

If  Julia  felt  a little  dazed  after  the 
first  day  or  two  of  sheer  unthinking 
beatitude,  what  wonder?  Was  she  in 
truth  Julia  Ingraham  or  some  wandering 
world- trotter  from  another  sphere?  It 
was  unimaginable  that  the  same  globe 
should  hold,  severed  by  a mere  three 
thousand  miles  of  sea,  such  antipodes. 
Conceivably  a Martian  visiting  earth 
would  feel  lonely;  in  the  midst  of  her 
unclouded  happiness  Julia  Ingraham  be- 
gan to  feel  a little  lonely,  too. 

She  thought,  when  she  noticed  the 
trouble,  that  it  came  because  she  was 
tired.  There  had  been  an  excitement 
about  home-coming  that  had  kept  her 
from  perceiving  how  tired.  And  hadn’t 
every  one  wanted  to  hear  about  her 
“work”?  Julia’s  family  had  encouraged 
her  to  talk.  After  all,  though  Ingrahams 
were  Ingrahams,  Julia’s  exploit  rather 
saved  the  situation  for  them.  Bob’s 
lame  knee,  which  had  chained  him  to  a 
desk  in  Washington,  required  a deal  of 
explanation.  Even  Paul  Pettingill  had 
stuck  at  an  instruction-post  in  a train- 
ing-camp this  side.  The  Ingrahams  had 
to  explain  that,  too,  though  Paul  was  not 
as  yet  in  the  family.  “A  man  may  do 
things  too  well,”  Mrs.  Ingraham  used  to 
affirm,  grandly.  “His  colonel  refused  to 
hear  of  Paul’s  being  sent  across.”  Julia’s 
shining  history  spoke  for  itself. 
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Julia  thought  the  matter  over  and 
decided  she  was  trying  to  ride  two  horses 
at  once,  with  the  probable  result  of  falling 
between  both.  While  her  memory  lived 
in  harried  France,  her  body  habited  itself 
to  comfortable  America.  Clearly,  that 
span  was  impossible;  the  result  could 
not  fail  of  being  fatal.  But  the  solution 
was  equally  plain.  She  was  to  live  in 
America,  not  France.  And  hadn’t  she 
already  told  everybody  everything  twice 
over?  The  things  you  could  tell.  There 
were  things,  of  course,  that  you  couldn’t 
tell. 

Julia  made  her  announcement  simply 
and  unexpectedly.  She  had  not  prepared 
even  her  family  for  that  denouement. 

“And  now,”  the  piquant  chin  lifted  a 
little,  she  took  a step  nearer  the  edge  of 
the  platform — “now  I have  told  you  all 
about  my  little  part  in  this  big  tragedy. 
I have  told  you  en  bloc  as  to-night,  and  I 
have  told  you  separately,  whenever  you 
have  asked  me  questions,  at  dinner,  at 
parties,  in  the  street,  in  shops.  Now  I 
am  going  to  ask  you  not  to  ask  me  any 
more  to  talk  about  my  experiences.  I am 
tired  and  I want  to  put  out  of  my 
thoughts  all  that  I have  seen  and  heard 
and  felt  over  there.  I want  to  forget  it 
for  a while — to  settle  myself  at  home 
again  as  though  I had  never  been  away.” 
The  clear  eyes  swept  the  lifted  faces 
pleadingly,  the  hands  parted  in  sudden, 
almost  tragic  appeal.  Afterward  people 
remembered  that  poignant  gesture.  “I 
know  I can  count  on  you  to  help  me.” 

It  was  very  odd;  all  Maywood  saw 
that.  Sensible,  certainly,  if  she  were 
tired.  A girl  with  courage  enough  to  be 
queer  was — well,  queer,  that  was  all. 
But  wasn’t  it  possibly  very  clever? 
Hearing  of  France  too  much  and  too 
constantly  might  grow  tiresome.  Miss 
Ingraham  had  said  just  enough;  she  was 
stopping,  so  to  speak,  on  the  crest  of  the 
wave.  Undeniably  it  was  adroit  of  her. 
But  what  were  people  to  talk  to  her 
about  now? 

“Frivols,  of  course,”  said  Amorette. 
“What  you  talk  to  me  about.  Clothes, 
gardens,  books,  engagement^,  flirtations, 
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picnics — anything,  everything,  a little 
bit  of  nothing.” 

“Those  topics  don’t  sound  very  ex- 
citing.” 

“Nothing  is  exciting  after*  France. 
Don’t  you  see  that’s  the  point?  She 
doesn’t  want  excitement.” 

Julia  walked  home  in  a glow  of  ela- 
tion, dedicated  to  the  pursuit  of  the 
commonplace.  She  thought  now  that 
she  had  shrunk  all  along  from  talking  of 
her  life  in  France.  What  a chore  it  had 
been  to  force  her  weary  will  to  relive 
those  vigorous  experiences!  At  last  she 
had  closed  that  chapter  of  her  life.  It 
was  done. 

“I’m  glad  you  said  what  you  did,” 
Paul  told  her.  “Cut  out  the  reminis- 
cence stuff,  that’s  the  right  line.  If 
you’ll  do  it  at  home,  too — ” 

“At  home?” 

“Don’t  talk  the  thing  over  with  any- 
body— your  mother,  or  Retta,  or  me. 
It’s  the  only  way  to  get  down  to  brass 
tacks,  Jule.” 

Julia  agreed.  She  was  ready  to  agree 
to  anything  Paul  said.  The  affair  was, 
after  all,  perfectly  easy,  if  you  set  your 
will  to  it,  a simple  matter  of  getting 
rested,  of  putting  France  out  of  mind, 
of  regulating  your  life’s  housekeeping 
once  more  by  the  comfortable  American 
standards  of  plumbing  and  electricity. 
At  that  moment  she  told  herself  she 
wanted  nothing  more  exciting  for  the 
rest  of  her  life  than  bridge  and  tea  and 
now  and  then  a new  style  of  hair-dress- 
ing, new  books,  and,  when  Paul  should 
get  ready  to  give  it  to  her,  a new  house 
in  which  to  inaugurate  the  pre-war 
round. 

She  set  about  the  clothes  at  once. 

“You  haven’t  a thing  fit  to  be  seen,” 
said  Amorette.  “Why  on  earth  didn’t 
you  get  something  in  Paris?” 

“ I don’t  know.  Preoccupation,  I sup- 
pose. It  was  very  stupid.” 

“It  was.” 

“Celeste  can  give  you  next  week,” 
remarked  her  mother.  “As  a particular 
accommodation.” 

Amorette  dimpled.  “She  has  put  off 
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old  Mrs.  Wilks  and  Sue  Sparks.  They’re 
both  furious.  Say  they  will  never  go  to 
her  again.” 

“Don’t  let  me  inconvenience  them,” 
cried  Julia.  “I  had  forgotten  that  such 
dates  were  so  important.  A week  later 
will  suit  me  quite  as  well.” 

“Oh,  let  ’em  fight.  What  do  you  care? 

They  have  to  scrap  about  something.” 
Amorette  fell  on  the  mail  with  avidity. 
“Mother  doesn’t  love  Mrs.  Wilks  any 
too  well — she  stole  the  cook  out  of  our 
kitchen  last  month — and  I’ve  got  it  in 
for  Sue  because  she  snitched  an  idea  I 
was  going  to  use  for  eats  for  ‘The  Twee- 
dledees.’  This  must  be  your  lace  from 
Fairbanks’s,  mother.  Shall  I open  it? 
Mercy!  was  that  what  you  ordered?” 

It  was  odd  how  depressed  Julia  felt  by 
the  little  scene.  The  outcry  was  no  more 
than  what  she  had  witnessed  dozens  of 
times  in  the  past,  had  taken  part  in, 
indeed,  unthinkingly  enough,  before  she 
went  to  France.  She,  too,  had  not  been 
able  in  those  days  to  contemplate  life  in 
a gown  with  the  wrong  trimmings.  Her 
universe  had  also  been  bounded  at 
intervals  by  cooks  and  “snitching” 
friends.  Now  such  things  looked  trivial 
to  her;  attention  could  not  magnify 
them  to  importance.  Bob’s  grouch  over 
the  burned  gravy  at  dinner,  her  father’s 
complaints  of  the  brand  of  cigar  he  fum- 
ingly  smoked,  moved  Julia  to  a curious 
despair.  It  was  stupid  to  feel  so,  she 
told  herself;  as  grotesquely  out  of  pro- 
portion as  the  cause.  They  were  all 
dears  and  she  loved  them;  it  was  only 
“their  way”  to  fuss  about  trifles,  the 
civilian  way.  Would  she  never  succeed 
in  demobilizing  her  mind?  That  was  the 
trouble;  she  was  still  keyed  to  war  pitch, 
still  adjusted  to  living  in  a world  or- 
ganized on  such  different  lines  from  the 
normal  as  a war  world  must  be.  The 
fact  that  such  outbursts  demoralized 
her  proved,  didn’t  it,  how  imperative  it 
was  for  her  to  get  back  at  once  to  a peace 
basis? 

The  transfer,  easy  enough  to  plan, 
proved  b&fflingly  difficult  of  accomplish- 
ment. On  the  theory  that  a thorough 
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understanding  would  help  her  check  its 
ravages,  Julia  took  her  experience  to 
pieces  as  well  as  an  untried  analyst 
could,  probing  for  the  causes  of  her  sick 
depression.  Why  were  comfort  and  ease 
and  amusing  trivialities  and  inconse- 
quential chatter  all  so  savorless?  Why 
didn’t  the  new  clothes  Celeste  was  mak- 
ing interest  her?  Where  had  the  thrill 
of  print  vanished?  Books  which  Betty 
Dame  and  Amorette  babbled  over  tasted 
stale  on  Julia’s  tongue.  What  was  it  she 
missed?  A steady  purpose?  Excitement? 
The  fine  fillip  of  insecurity?  The  driving 
whip  of  necessity?  The  consciousness  of 
an  infolding  bigness  supreme  above  in- 
dividual littleness,  endowing  effort  with 
inspiriting  value? 

Julia  was  ashamed  of  herself  by  this 
time.  She  thought  of  women  she  had 
known  in  France.  Those  women  had  not 
lived  on  the  heady  stimulus  of  excite- 
ment. What  hadn’t  she  seen  of  uncom- 
plaining courage,  of  indomitable  endur- 
ance? But  not,  she  cried  out,  despe- 
rately, the  courage  to  face  comfort. 
What  point  could  there  be  to  blind  en- 
durance of  ease?  Merely  to  phrase  the 
thing  was  to  reveal  its  absurdity. 

“Paul,”  said  Julia,  “sometimes  I 
think  I’m  nervous.” 

“Nervous!  Yes,  you’re  nervous,  all 
right.  A little  white-faced  feather- 
weight like  you!  Why,  you  never  looked 
better  in  your  life!” 

“Just  the  same,”  he  told  Amorette, 
later,  “she  is  a bit  nervous.  Don’t  let 
anybody  tell  her  so.  She’ll  be  all  right 
if  she  doesn’t  watch  herself  too  hard, 
stops  thinking  about  France,  and  gets  to 
having  a sensible  American  good  time. 
Seen  my  new  car?  I tried  it  out  on  Jule 
yesterday.” 

The  new  car  was  only  part  of  Paul’s 
treatment,  thought  out  with  the  scrupu- 
lous care  he  bestowed  on  business.  You 
mustn’t  hurry  girls  too  much,  but  for  all 
that  Julia’s  mind  needed  a jolt. 

He  took  her  to  see  the  Hunt  house. 

“What  do  you  think  of  it?” 

“A  beautiful  place.”  Julia’s  velvet 
tones  were  warmly  responsive.  She  was 


playing  Paul’s  ganie  with  all  the  strength 
of  her  will. 

“Thought  you’d  like  it.  I’ll  have  the 
deed  made  out  to-morrow.” 

Her  throat  contracted.  “Just  what 
had  you  in  mind,  Paul?” 

“Marriage,”  said  Paul,  promptly. 
Love-making,  he  reflected,  wouldn’t  do 
here;  better  be  offhand  than  conven- 
tional. “What  do  you  say,  Jule?  We’ll 
fix  this  place  up,  put  in  a garage,  do  over 
the  house  as  much  as  you  like — or  as 
little.  Make  a topping  place  of  it. 
Yes?” 

“Didn’t  you  write  something  about 
Montana  last  year?” 

“No  place  to  take  a woman — too  far 
out  of  the  world  for  your  sort.” 

“I  wouldn’t  stand  in  your  way.  I’ve 
a notion  I’d  rather  like  it.” 

“You’re  saying  that  to  please  me.” 

“No,  really,  Paul.” 

“Hard  work  and  the  world  well  lost?” 
How  delicious  she  was,  thinking  of  his 
career,  bless  her!  The  man  mastered  an 
impulse  to  snatch  her  in  his  arms.  Mon- 
tana and  her  rounded  young  elegance! 
“What  d’you  think  your  mother ’d 
say  to  my  taking  you  ’way  out  there?” 

“Isn’t  that  a point  for  us  to  settle?” 

“Jule,  you’re  a little  bit  of  all  right! 
But  I don’t  want  to  go,  as  things  have 
turned  out.  My  future’s  here.  I’d 
shelve  myself  in  Montana.  If  May- 
wood’s too  small  for  you,  why,  there’ll  be 
New  York  perhaps  in  a few  years.  It’s 
down  on  the  cards  as  more  than  likely. 
How  does  that  strike  you?” 

“It  strikes  me  that  you  have  been 
getting  on,  Mr.  Pettingill.” 

He  laughed  complacently.  “All  for 
you.” 

“Oh  no.  I can’t  flatter  myself.” 

“Jule,”  taking  her  hands,  “what  do 
you  think  success  would  be  worth  to  me 
without  you?  Why,  you — you” — the 
firm  voice  shook  with  feeling — “you  are 
success  for  me,  the  crown  of  it.” 

“You  don’t  know  me  very  well,  Paul.” 

“Don’t  I?  There’s  a remedy.” 

“ I sometimes  think  I am  not  the  same 
girl  I was  before  I went  to  France.” 
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“The  trouble  with  you,”  he  told  her, 
“is  that  you  take  a natural  reaction  too 
seriously.” 

“ I’d  like  to  think  that  is  all  there  is  to 
it.  Don’t  have  the  transfer  made  till 
next  week,  will  you?” 

“ Why  not?  The  sooner  the  better.” 

“Just  a notion  of  mine.  Women  take 
notions,  you  know.” 

“Anything  you  don’t  like  about  the 
house?  Perhaps  the  Farnum  place  would 
suit  you  better.  I thought  you  wouldn’t 
fancy  that  dining-room!” 

How  well  he  had  known  her  before 
France!  “It  isn’t  the  dining-room.  Per- 
haps it  isn’t  anything.  I will  let  you 
know  Monday,  Paul.” 

Monday!  All  her  future  settled  in 
three  scant  days!  Paid  was  her  future, 
wasn’t  he?  But  where  was  the  lure  of 
the  road?  To  want  something — any- 
thing— would  be  heaven.  The  possibil- 
ity remained  to  her,  or  she  thought  it 
did.  Touch  her  right  and  she  would  re- 
spond; illusion,  perhaps,  but  a saving 
hope.  If  Paul  had  beep  willing  to  take 
her  away  to  a life  that  would  have  taxed 
body  and  brain  to  the  quick — But 
Paul  had  made  it  clear,  hadn’t  he,  where 
his  future  lay? 

“Mother,”  she  asked,  “is  it  decent  to 
marry  without  thrills?” 

“Don’t  be  school-girlish,  Julia.  Of 
course  we  all  know  France  was  a trying 
experience  for  you,  but  it  seems  as 
though  by  this  time  you  ought  to  be 
getting  over  it.” 

“Sometimes  I think  I shall  never  get 
over  it.” 

“Then  I wish  that  you  had  stayed  at 
home.” 

“There  are  times  when  I think  I wish 
that,  too.” 

“You  don’t  half  appreciate  Paul, 
Julia.  Not  many  men  would  be  so  pa- 
tient.” 

“I  know.  Poor  Paul!  He’s  angelic. 
Mother,  what  would  you  say  if  I went 
out  to  Cousin  Laura’s  ranch?  She  wants 
a side-partner,  doesn’t  she?  I think  I 
could  learn  the  business.” 

“I  should  say  no,”  with  decision. 
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“One  freak  in  the  family  is  quite  enough. 

Go  for  a visit,  if  you  like.  You  and  Paul 
might  take  in  the  ranch  on  your  honey- 
moon. Any  other  proposition  is  absurd. 

I can’t  think  what  puts  such  ideas  into 
your  head.” 

“Stupid,  isn’t  it?  Never  mind, 
mother.  Anything  I can  do  for  you 
down-town?” 

“There  was  something” — fretfully — 
“but  you  have  driven  everything  out  of 
my  head,  Julia.” 

“I’ll  try  not  to  be  so  unsettling.” 

“You  would  be  much  happier  your- 
self, dear.” 

“Should  I?  Perhaps.” 

She  walked  down  - town  under  no 
misapprehension.  Hadn’t  she  known 
mother  would  feel  like  that?  There  was 
no  question  what  the  family  thought. 
Even  Retta  could  conceive  of  no  flaw 
in  the  Ingraham  round.  It  might  be 
heightened  in  degree,  not  kind.  Perhaps 
for  her  it  would  grow  endurable  in  time. 

She  could  not  see  herself  breaking  away 
against  opposition,  alone.  That  would 
be  too  isolating.  She  hadn’t  the  courage. 

And  what  would  be  gained?  The  whole 
affair  was  moonshine,  wasn’t  it,  a state 
of  nerves?  She  would  go  up  to  Paul’s 
office  and  tell  him  he  might  close  the  deal 
for  the  Hunt  house.  She  could  picture 
Paul’s  pleasure.  Was  there  anything 
about  Paul  that  she  couldn’t  picture? 

The  private  office  opened  to  Miss 
Ingraham  at  once  and  the  curious,  sim- 
pering stenographer  was  shut  from  sight. 

An  odd  revulsion  of  purpose  was  going 
on  in  Julia.  She  found  herself  speaking 
with  clear  assurance. 

“I  stopped  to  tell  you  not  to  take  the 
Hunt  house,  Paul.  Let’s  call  it  off.” 

“The  house  deal?  What  about  the 
Farnum — ” 

“The  whole  deal.” 

“I  don’t  seem  to  grasp  your  meaning, 
Julia.” 

“Let  us  not  be — we  never  announced 
it,  you  know — engaged  at  all.” 

“You’d  better  sit  down,”  he  said, 
“and  talk  it  over.  Do  you  call  this  quite 
fair  to  me?” 
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“ It  wouldn’t  be  fair  if  I married  you.” 

“There’s  another  man,  I suppose. 
Some  fellow  in  France.  That  would  ex- 
plain— ” 

She  stopped  him.  “There  is  no  one  at 
all.  There  never  has  been.” 

“Do  you  expect  me  to  believe  that? 
Men  used  to  be  thick  as  flies.  I had  to 
break  through  a wall  of  ’em  to  get  any- 
where near  you.” 

She  acknowledged  the  charge  without 
interest.  “Oh  yes,  I used  to  be  in  love 
with  a new  man  every  week  or  so.” 

“ It  isn’t  likely  they  fell  off  altogether 
over  there.” 

Her  quick  glance  of  astonishment 
conveyed  better  than  words  her  percep- 
tion of  his  total  misapprehension.  “We 
had  other  things  to  do  than  that.” 

“Then  why  do  you  want  to  throw  me 
over?” 

Let  him  put  it  that  way  if  he  chose.  A 
fact  is  a fact,  however  you  phrase  it.  “ I 
can’t  take  into  your  life  a woman  who 
has  gone  stale,”  she  said,  gently. 

“Stale!  Nonsense!  You’ll  get  over  it.” 

“I’ve  tried,  Paul,  and  I don’t  get 
over  it. 

“Perhaps  you’ve  tried  too  hard.  Let 
yourself  go.  Take  it  easy.” 

She  shook  her  head.  “I  don’t  seem  to 
know  how  to  take  things  easy  any  more.” 

“You’re  getting  this  thing  on  the 
brain,  Jule.  You’re  daffy.” 

“Then  you  certainly  don’t  want  a 
crazy  wife.” 

He  pulled  up.  “Oh,  I say,  this  is 
ghastly.  Need  we,  you  know — ” 

“ I am  afraid  so.” 

“But  what  have  I done?  If  you’d  tell 
a fellow — ” 

“It  is  nothing  you’ve  done.  Haven’t 
I made  that  clear?  I — I can’t  live  soft, 
Paul — I’ve  lost  the  taste.  I couldn’t 
explain  if  I lived  to  be  a hundred — no- 
body could.  If  you  have  been  through 
it,  you  know,  that’s  all.” 

“Rubbish!”  he  said  under  his  breath, 
but  his  face  cleared.  “That’s  all  right. 
Suit  yourself.  But  just  remember  this — 
I’m  not  going  to  repeat  it — we’ll  be  mar- 
ried yet.” 


“ I’d  like  to  think  so — don’t  misunder- 
stand me — but  I can’t  see  it.  I can’t  see 
anything  else,  either,  if  that  is  any 
comfort  to  you.  I can’t  quite  see  how  I 
am  going  to  live  at  all.”  She  caught  her- 
self back  from  the  abyss.  “It  is  under- 
stood we  are  both  free?” 

“Free!”  he  scoffed,  stuffing  his  hands 
into  his  pockets  to  keep  them  from 
crushing  out  her  fancies  against  his 
heart.  “Free!  You  don’t  know  much 
about  love.” 

“I  don’t,  Paul,”  she  said,  humbly. 

“We’ve  got  to  be  patient,”  Paul  told 
Julia’s  mother.  “ The  doctor  says  it’s  her 
nerves.  We  must  humor  her.  Patience 
be  damned!” 

“Thank  you,  Paul.” 

“Beg  pardon,  I’m  sure.  But  this  gets 
me,  you  know.  We  never  ought  to  have 
let  her  go  to  France.” 

“That  is  the  truest  word  I have  heard 
yet.” 

Julia  knew  their  patience.  It  ogled 
her  from  the  simplest  event.  How  they 
bore  with  her!  They  humored  her  like  a 
sick  man  who  does  not  know  what  he 
ought  to  want.  How  surreptitiously 
they  studied  her!  Always  she  knew  her- 
self under  observation,  such  a kindly, 
anxious,  loving,  puzzled  surveillance. 
Oh,  that  she  might  escape  from  their 
solicitude,  their  eternal  toting  up  of  her 
chances  of  recovery! 

She  thought  she  would  give  anything 
to  get  away,  but  where  could  she  go 
beyond  the  reach  of  this  anxious  inter- 
est? To  visit  friends  would  mean  only 
an  exchange  of  watchers.  Strangers, 
though  blessed,  were  unthinkable.  There 
were  things  daughters  could  not  do. 
And  Julia  Ingraham  had  not  been 
brought  up  to  “do”  anything,  except  to 
go  to  France.  If  another  great  need  had 
claimed  her,  if  opportunity  had  sought 
her  out  and  had  bugled  before  her  door 
its  heartening  call  to  service,  she  would 
have  known  how  to  follow  it.  She  did 
not  know  how  to  seek  out  an  opportun- 
ity that  did  not  come  her  way,  to  go  into 
the  world  and  find  it  for  herself.  She 
was  not,  again  be  it  said,  an  adventurer. 
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It  was  at  this  moment,  at  the  ebb  of 
courage  and  energy  and  hope,  that  Mrs. 
Dame  gave  her  dinner. 

“Jim  Herring’s  here  visiting  at 
Betty’s.”  Amorette’s  breathlessness  be- 
trayed the  intensity  of  her  interest. 

“ Mrs.  Dame  wants  us  to  come  to  dinner. 
She  thinks  he  was  in  your  sector.  So 
she  can’t  promise  there  won’t  be  any 
war  talk.  I said  I’d  have  to  ask  you. 
She’s  waiting  in  the  car.  Say  yes,  please, . 
Jule.  I’m  crazy  to  go.” 

“Oh,  very  well.”  What  did  it  matter, 
thought  Julia,  what  she  said?  And  who 
was  Jim  Herring?  There  was  a familiar- 
ity about  the  name — Trust  Retta  to 
know.  How  keen  Retta  was!  The  older 
sister  envied  her  that  eager  buoyancy. 

Amorette  returned  again  from  below- 
stairs  to  demolish  her  sister’s  toilet  with 
a hasty  hug.  “You’re  an  angel,  Jule! 

I expect  you  hated  to  say  you’d  go.  But 
of  course  I couldn’t  without  you.  He’s  a 
wonder;  Croix  de  Guerre  and  decorations 
no  end,  Betty  says.  Just  stopping  off  at 
his  aunt’s  on  his  way  to  the  end  of  the 
world.  Imagine  Jim  Herring,  of  all 
men — Mercy!  you’re  not  going  to 
wear  that  old  rag!” 

“ Why  not?  It  is  a very  good  gown  and 
quite  new.” 

“Not  half  so  becoming  as  your  pink. 
For  once,  Jule,  do  get  yourself  up  as  you 
used.  The  man  was  a perfect  lady-killer 
before  the  war — strings  of  scalps  at  his 
belt.  You  can  look  so  ripping,  Jule,  when 
you  try.” 

“And  if  I don’t  care  to  try?” 

Amorette  stamped  her  foot.  “Then 
pretend /”  she  stormed.  “I  don’t  care, 
mother,  I’m  going  to  speak  out  for  once. 
Pretend!  And  see  if  you  don’t  like  it.” 

Julia  laughed  and  let  her  unread 
book  slide  to  the  floor.  “Funny  Retta! 
Getting  so  hot  under  the  collar.  I won- 
der”— her  eyes  narrowed — “whether  it 
would  really  be  amusing.” 

“It  would  amuse  me ,”  said  Retta, 
stoutly,  “to  see  you  flirt  again.” 

“Retta!  You  forget  Paul.” 

“ You  know,  mother,  you  don’t  object 
to  the  thing;  you  only  dislike  the  word. 


And  if  Paul  had  the  spunk  of  a one- 
legged  flea — ” 

“Amorette;” 

“Well,  he  would.  So  there!” 

Julia  laughed  at  her  sister’s  vehe- 
mence, but  something  within  her  lifted 
a feeble  wing.  She  could  remember  the 
fine  fire  of  the  game.  It  might  be  possi- 
ble to  bum  in  the  heat  of  that  flame  to- 
day. Had  her  glance  lost  its  cunning? 
More  pertinent  to  ask  had  her  heart 
quite  lost  its  susceptibility.  But  in  cold 
blood!  There  was  something  repulsive 
in  deliberate  assault.  She  smiled  at  the 
irony  of  quibbling  over  the  weave  of  the 
saving  rope  and  turned  back  with  lifted 
hand  to  her  closet. 

To  Julia’s  heightened  imagination  the 
encounter  borrowed  significance  from 
her  state  of  mind.  Fancy  made  it  a 
touchstone.  She  even  hung  Paul  on  it. 
If  the  experiment  succeeded — A little 
tremor  of  excitement  fluttered  her  pulse. 
If — She  did  not  perceive  in  this  first 
faint  stirring  of  hope  that  her  perturba- 
tion was  not  for  the  game  itself,  but  only 
for  the  ability  to  find  savor  in  it. 

Deliberately  she  made  ready.  No 
aviator  purposing  transatlantic  flight 
could  have  looked  more  carefully  to  his 
preparation.  She  omitted  no  detail  that 
might  bar  failure.  When  at  last  she 
turned  from  her  mirror,  for  the  first  time 
in  her  life  Julia  Ingraham  knew  herself 
nervous  at  the  prospect  of  meeting  a 
man. 

“I  wonder  whether  that  is  a good 
sign,”  she  murmured,  and  smiled  mirth- 
lessly at  the  superstition. 

“ Now  you’re  shouting!”  said  Amo- 
rette as  her  sister  descended  the  stairs. 

And  then,  after  all,  the  flaw  proved 
in  herself.  Strange  that  she  had  not  pre- 
visioned it  exactly.  But  to  foresee  would 
have  been  only  to  hasten  the  inevitable 
end,  the  sick  distaste  that  could  not  flog 
her  will  into  carrying  on  through  even 
the  pulsing  vicissitudes  of  such  a contest. 

It  was  a pity,  too,  to  spoil  so  good  a 
game.  How'  well  he  had  played  to  her 
lead,  with  what  intriguing  fire!  Her 
admiration  applauded  his  adroitness 
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but  even  the  knowledge  that  she  played 
against  a master  could  not  whip  her  to 
emulation.  Dully  the  buoyancy  ebbed 
out  of  her,  the  ground  slipped  from  be- 
neath her  feet;  her  voice  lost  its  inviting 
lilt,  the  sparkle  of  combat  died  out  of 
her  eyes.  All  at  once  she  felt  immeasur- 
ably removed  from  the  gay  scene,  as  one 
forever  shut  out  from  participation,  yet 
forced  smilingly  to  watch  the  defilement 
of  the  appointed  feast.  An  utter  dis- 
couragement overwhelmed  Julia  Ingra- 
ham, a weariness  of  spirit  that  appalled 
her  by  the  sheer  desolation  of  its  misery. 
What  was  there  in  all  her  world  left  to 
her?  She  couldn’t  even  flirt  with  a man 
and  find  pleasure  in  it! 

Captain  Herring’s  voice  came  to  her 
from  far  distances.  “Shall  we  go  on 
with  it?” 

“What  is  the  use?”  she  countered. 

“Has  it  got  you,  too?” 

She  stared.  “I  don’t  understand.” 

“Don’t  you?  I thought  you  did.” 

Now  under  the  smiling  mask  of  his 
face  she  perceived — or  was  it  fancy? — an 
aloofness  as  alien  to  the  inconsequential 
chatter  around  them  as  her  own.  Could 
it  be?  At  whatever  cost  of  unconven- 
tionality she  must  know. 

A flare  of  real  interest  blazed  in  her 
eyes.  “Were  you,  too,  trying  to  get 
back?” 

“There  is  no  way  back,”  he  told  her. 
“The  only  way  is  to  go  on.” 

“To  what?” 

He  shook  his  head.  “Anything  that 
will  serve.  In  my  case  it  is  the  West  and 
reclamation.  The  family  think  I’m 
touched  in  the  head.  No  doubt  they’re 
right.” 

“I  remember  about  you  now,”  she 
said.  “You  went  in  for  the  new  dances 
and  first  editions.  Weren’t  you  tre- 
mendously the  vogue  the  winter  before 
the  war?” 

“A  waster,”  he  acknowledged.  “Not 
always  harmless,  I’m  afraid.” 

“There  were  the  first  editions,”  she 
reminded  him.  “You  were  to  give  them 
away  when  you  had  done  collecting.” 

“There  were.  It’s  all  in  the  verb.” 


His  keen,  bronzed  face  gave  her  back 
look  for  look. 

“Have  we  got  to  feel  so  always?” 

He  nodded.  “We’re  done  for,  as  I see 
it,  queered  for  good  for  the  things  we 
used  to  like.  It  takes  men  in  various 
ways.  You  and  I happen  to  be  touched 
alike,  it  would  seem.  The  war  has  put  a 
mark  on  us  all  as  plain  as  Cain’s — we’re 
different.” 

“But  it  is  too  awful!”  she  broke  out. 
“It  is — Oh,  I can’t  express  it!  You  are 
lucky  you  can  get  away.  I can’t.” 

“Jim,”  said  his  aunt,  leaning  forward, 
“do  tell  us  that  delicious  story  about  the 
camouflaged  ducks!” 

So  far  as  Julia  Ingraham  was  con- 
cerned, that  was  all  there  was  to  the 
dinner,  all  there  could  ever  be,  she  sup- 
posed, to  the  episode  of  Captain  Herring. 
She  knew  now  where  she  stood.  There 
was  a tonic  quality  in  the  mere  knowing 
— in  facing  the  worst,  head  up.  Her 
spirit  braced  itself  to  the  attitude.  You 
couldn’t  take  things  lying  down.  But  oh, 
the  unutterable  loneliness ! She  could  not 
err  in  estimating  the  magnitude  of  that. 

She  was  not  looking  for  the  maid’s 
announcement  of  Captain  Herring  the 
next  morning. 

“To  see  me?” 

In  the  midst  of  her  surprise  she  was 
aware  of  an  invigorating  gladness. 

He  was  standing,  a tall,  lean  figure,  in 
the  reception-room,  and  he  came  to  his 
point  without  bush-beating.  Therein, 
she  perceived  at  once,  lay  the  salvation 
of  the  situation.  His  very  lack  of  ap- 
proach saved  it  from  unthinkable  taw- 
driness. Deliberately  he  had  cast  aside 
charm,  rejected  allurement.  In  all  its 
inherent  baldness  he  put  his  proposition. 

“Did  you  mean  what  you  allowed  me 
to  understand  last  evening,  or  did  I 
dream  it?” 

“I  wish  you  had  dreamed  it!”  How 
his  sharing  of  the  predicament  rested 
her!  With  him  she  had  neither  to  con- 
ceal nor  to  explain. 

“ In  point  of  fact,”  he  said,  “ I couldn’t 
sleep  last  night  for  thinking  about  you.” 
For  a scarcely  perceptible  instant  his 
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words  halted.  Then,  soldier-like,  they 
inarched  to  the  charge.  “Forgive  me  if 
I am  abrupt.  There  is  Po  time  to  be 
anything  else,  under  the  circumstances. 
Things  are  never  so  bad  taken  in  part- 
nership. I was  planning  to  leave  this 
afternoon  for  Arizona,  but  I could  delay 
my  departure  for  a day  or  two,  if  you 
saw  your  way  to  going  with  me.  As  my 
wife,  of  course.” 

She  was  conscious  with  amazement 
that  there  was  no  effrontery  in  what  he 
said;  conscious,  too,  of  an  intense  grati- 
tude. It  was  astounding,  unbelievable, 
but  how  kind  he  was ! Kinder  even  than 
last  night  had  revealed  him.  And  how 
surprisingly  last  night’s  intimacies  had 
crossed  the  grain  of  what  she  had  pre- 
conoeived  as  his  type!  Actually  she 
found  hereelf  considering  his  proposition; 
she,  Julia  Ingraham,  took  into  contem- 
plation the  incredible  absurdity. 

Could  words  convey  to  him  the  hum- 
bling gratitude  of  her  real  attitude,  the 
warm,  healing  sense  of  mutual  under- 
standing he  had  given  her?  “It  is  very 
kind  of  you,”  she  heard  herself  saying, 
gently,  “but  have  you  thought  of  your- 
self at  all?  I don’t  love  you.” 

“Nor  I you.  Though  that  is  a defect, 
I fancy,  time  would  have  no  trouble  in 
my  case  in  remedying.  There  are  things 
you  can’t  face  alone  comfortably.  The 
rest  of  my  life  is  one  of  them,  though  till 
I saw  you  I hadn’t  quite  realized — 
Understand,  it  is  not  love  I am  offering 
you.  But,  Lord,  we  have  learned  to  do 
without  comfort,  haven’t  we?  Does 
what  I have  said  alter  the  look  of  the 
thing  for  you?” 


She  shook  her  head.  “Only  to  make 
me  more  deeply  appreciative.” 

“ If  you  should  happen  to  change  your 
mind — till  the  sleeper  to-night,  I can  be 
reached  at  Aunt  Annah’s.” 

He  was  out  of  the  room,  out  of  the 
house.  His  quick  step  clicked  on  the 
flagged  walk.  Through  the  girl’s  imag- 
ination those  footfalls  sounded  with  the 
reverberation  of  doom.  She  slipped  into 
the  hall  and  watched  him  in  shameless 
fascination.  Succor  had  come  to  her  and 
she  was  deliberately  letting  it  pass  out  of 
her  sight.  Could  anything  so  amazing 
have  happened  without  meaning? 
Though  Julia  Ingraham  had  never  been 
a church-going  person,  she  had  returned 
from  France  deeply,  inarticulately  re- 
ligious. . Dared  she  disdain  the  rescue  of 
God?  For  what  was  the  point  of  the 
thing  at  all,  unless  it  was  all  point?  His 
hand  was  on  the  gate  now,  that  long, 
fine,  firmly  sinewed  hand.  How  compe- 
tent he  looked ! How  martial  a figure  in 
his  civilian  clothes!  How  utterly  trust- 
worthy! Small  and  weak  and  desolate, 
she  watched  in  him  an  imminent 
strength  withdraw. 

It  was  a gamble,  a stupendous  gamble, 
and  she  had  always  played  safe,  before 
France.  She  stood  to  lose,  if  she  lost, 
irretrievably.  But  hadn’t  she  lost  al- 
ready, as  things  were?  And  what  didn’t 
she  stand  to  gain?  The  only  hope  in  the 
world  seemed  to  Julia  Ingraham’s  tort- 
ured gaze  to  focus  in  that  stalwart  de- 
parting form.  She  swung  open  the  door 
and  ran  after  him. 

“Wait,  oh  wait!”  she  called,  breath- 
lessly. 
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HOW  AMERICA  “ SHELLED ” THE  GERMAN  LINES  WITH  PAPER 
BY  HEBER  BLANKENHORN 

Formerly  Captain,  M.  I.  D.,  of  the  Propaganda  Section,  G.  H.  Q. 


IN  the  end  of  August,  1918,  there  was 
set  up  at  General  Headquarters, 
American  Expeditionary  Force,  France, 
an  organization  within  the  General  Staff 
for  the  use  of  propaganda  as  a military 
weapon  against  the  enemy  in  the  field. 
It  was  a new  thing  in  American  army 
history. 

No  communiques  were  issued  about 
its  operations.  In  the  popular  mind, 
vaguely  aware  that  in  this  war  all  armies 
occasionally  dropped  printed  leaflets 
over  enemy  positions,  somethin''  of 
mystery  attaches  to  field  propaganda, 
as  it  does  to  trench  codes  or  to  artillery 
sound-and-flash  ranging.  Hitherto,  in- 
formation has  been  lacking  for  a picture 
of  how  the  A.  E.  F.  “shelled”  the 
enemy  with  paper. 

The  center  of  such  a picture  would  be 
Room  65,  on  the  floor  above  General 
Pershing’s  offices,  in  Damremont  Ca- 
serne, the  barracks-like  seat  of  G.  H.  Q. 
at  Chaumont,  Haute-Mame.  The  win- 
dows of  the  propaganda  headquarters 
looked  down  in  one  direction  on  the 
Marne  and  in  the  other  on  “The  Hill,” 
as  the  town  was  dubbed  throughout  the 
army.  In  the  morning  the  room  echoed 
with  the  field  music  of  the  very  military 
guard-mount  in  the  great  court  below. 
Its  stone  walls  were  covered  with  maps 
of  Allied  and  enemy  positions  and  speci- 
mens of  brown,  red,  or  yellow  enemy 
propaganda  balloons.  One  wall  was 
quartered  into  a sort  of  graphic  record 
of  propaganda:  the  British,  French, 
and  German  fourths  overflowed  with  a 
year’s  leaflets,  maps,  and  pamphlets, 
while,  in  August,  the  American  quarter 


was  blank.  The  telephone  in  the  comer 
connected  with  editors  and  printers  in 
Paris  and  Langres,  with  propaganda 
field  units  at  Bar-le-Duc  and  Toul,  with 
army  and  corps  headquarters  from  the 
Argonne  to  the  Vosges,  and  especially 
with  aviation-fields  toward  Verdun. 

As  each  new  supply  of  leaflets,  ordered 
from  Paris  or  Langres,  was  trucked 
northward  along  the  long  roads,  side  by 
side  with  supply  - camions,  tractored 
guns,  tanks,  and  troops,  little  flags  on 
the  big  map  in  Room  65  moved  front- 
ward, showing  at  a glance  the  quantity 
on  each  aviation-field.  From  those  fields 
the  leaflets  flew  off  into  the  airs  over 
Boche  land  and  sailed  gently  down 
through  the  Archie  bursts  to  places 
where,  as  the  air  reports  had  it,  “visi- 
bility was  poor,”  but  where,  we  knew, 
some  would  be  picked  up  by  men  in 
field-gray  to  be  dutifully  turned  in  to 
scornful  Prussian  officers;  some  would 
be  passed  around  and  debated  in  the 
muddy  trenches;  some  would  be  heavily 
pondered  in  dugouts;  some  would  be 
secretly  mailed  home,  to  be  digested 
with  war  beer  in  a Bavarian  Gasthaus. 

Many  came  back  to  us  in  prisoners* 
pockets,  blear}7  specimens  which  Room 
65  studied,  together  with  reports  on  how 
and  why  Germans  surrendered,  enemy 
and  Allied  press  clippings,  announce- 
ments of  “war  aims”  (wartime  euphem- 
ism for  peace  terms),  rumors  of  Foreign 
Offices,  the  Russian  situation,  the  White 
House — all  data  necessary  in  the  plan- 
ning of  new  leaflets. 

This,  it  seems,  is  rather  contrary  to 
the  popular  picture.  To  the  American  in 
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the  street,  “propaganda”  did  not  mean 
the  living  word,  but  the  lying  word, 
generally  pro- German.  To  the  victim- 
ized Italian  soldiers  at  Caporetto  in  1917 
field  propaganda  was  a foul  but  daz- 
zlingly  successful  Boche  trick.  To  the 
Czecho-Slovaks  fighting  alongside  the 
Allies  in  Italy  it  was  the  weapon  to 
rescue  for  the  Allied  side  their  brothers 
in  the  Austrian  army.  To  the  American 
propaganda  officers  in  France  it  was  the 
vehicle  of  a passionate  faith  in  the 
righteousness  of  America’s  war;  it  was 
the  chanting  of  crusaders,  the  word 
winged  against  delusions  beneath  ene- 
mies’ helmets,  a strife  to  shorten  our 
soldiers’  work.  It  was  truly  democratic 
peacemaking,  most  “openly  arrived  at.” 

Field  propaganda  was  as  much  a 
creation  of  this  war  as  the  tank.  As  a 
military  weapon,  especially  after  1916, 
its  use  was  so  developed  that  entire 
eastern  sectors  were  officially  reported  as 
“held  by  propaganda  alone.”  In  poetic 
justice  for  Caporetto,  it  was  the  com- 
bined British  - Italian  - Czecho-Slovak 
propaganda  attack  on  the  Piave  in  1918 
which  brought  over  such  numbers  of 
Slav  deserters  that  the  Austrian  offen- 
sive plans  were  known  in  detail  from 
two  to  ten  days  before  their  vain  drive 
began;  General  Diaz  openly  credited  20 
per  cent,  of  his  victory  to  propaganda. 
Very  recently,  in  north  Russia,  when 
American  soldiers  mutinied,  as  General 
March  said  for  the  first  time  in  his 
knowledge  of  the  army,  the  trouble  was 
laid  directly  to  propaganda.  Two 
months  before  the  effect  of  those  Bol- 
shevik leaflets  was  apparent  I examined 
some  of  them  with  a professional  and 
patronizing  eye  and  ventured,  amid 
jeers,  to  judge  them  very  ably  compiled. 

The  German  Staff,  forced  early  in  the 
war  to  take  its  own  civilians  in  hand, 
waged  against  the  whole  nation  that 
elaborate  campaign  of  mendacity  which 
so  long  preserved  morale,  and  in  its 
army  established  in  each  unit  staff- 
schooled  defensive  propaganda,  or  “en- 
lightenment,” officers.  As  to  German 
offensive  propaganda,  its  character  may 


be  inferred  from  the  following  extracts 
of  a captured  German  order  (Russian 
front,  1917): 

Confidential:  Not  to  be  communicated  to 
front-line  troops! 

1.  ...  It  is  necessary  to  increase  the  effi- 
ciency of  the  propaganda  in  the  army  of  the 
enemy. 

2.  . . . Company  commanders  must  be 
acquainted  with  the  points  from  which  pa- 
pers, proclamations,  etc.,  can  most  easily  be 
thrown.  At  these  points  one  should  seek  to 
establish  contacts  by  means  of  our  inter- 
preters, and,  if  the  enemy  agrees,  to  fix  a time 
for  future  parleys.  ...  It  is  strictly  forbid- 
den our  soldiers  to  enter  into  relations  with 
the  enemy  excepting  as  authorized,  for  fear 
that  the  enemy  might  try  to  take  advantage 
of  their  frankness.  . . . The  best  results  are 
obtained  by  calling  in  a friendly  tone,  indi- 
cating feelings  of  comradeship  or  by  repeated 
promises  not  to  shoot,  or  offers  of  tobacco. 
The  tobacco  for  this  purpose  is  furnished  by 
the  Company  Commander.  . . 

Only  a German  General  Staff  could  be 
so  forethoughtful  about  the  tobacco. 
Perhaps  the  High  Command’s  tobacco 
was  as  dangerous  as  its  propaganda, 
which  was  kept  so  carefully  from  the 
mass  of  its  own  soldiers. 

When  America  waged  propaganda,  as 
when  it  waged  war,  it  avoided  the  Ger- 
man way.  Our  leaflets  were  as  bitterly 
honest  as  our  bayonets.  With  every  con- 
signment of  leaflets  in  German  went 
printed  English  versions,  so  that  our 
troops  might  know  what  they  were 
handling.  The  notorious  German  meth- 
ods had  not  a little  to  do  with  our  be- 
latedness in  organizing  a propaganda 
program.  There  were  other  reasons. 
Soldiers  instinctively  favored  traditional 
methods  and  looked  on  propaganda  as 
the  resort  of  the  failing.  Officers  consid- 
ered it  tinged  red,  tainted  with  radical- 
ism and  revolution,  and  old  soldiers  are 
not  skilled  in  dealing  with  radicalism. 
The  President,  after  America’s  experi- 
ence with  von  Bemstorff  and  his  meth- 
ods, would  not  tolerate  the  words 
“ American  propaganda  ” in  his  presence. 
Militarily  there  was  a tendency  to  rele- 
gate leaflets  to  quiet  sectors.  Secretary 
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Baker,  in  July,  1918,  when  writing 
hearty  approval  of  “education  over  the 
lines”  and  prescribing  its  policy  of  “ab- 
solute honesty,”  laid  chief  stress  on 
“the  opportunity  during  the  winter 
lull”  expected  for  1918-19.  The  real 
delay,  however,  was  due  simply  to  the 
difficulties  in  organizing  so  delicate  and 
complex  a task. 

It  is  manifestly  absurd  to  say  that 
any  one  man  invented  American  propa- 
ganda or  that  any  ope  organization  di- 
rected it.  The  war  was  always  getting 
too  big  for  its  warriors.  Before  Pershing 
sailed  the  War  Department’s  files  were 
filling  with  blue-print  propaganda  plans 
sent  by  enthusiasts  of  America’s  special 
moral  position.  Later  the  A.  E.  F.  be- 
gan accumulating  plans  from  officers 
and  privates.  Moreover,  the  biggest 
thing  in  army  propaganda  was  President 
Wilson  himself,  and  I warrant  he  never 
heard  of  Room  65.  Certainly  its  tele- 
phone did  not  connect  with  the  White 
House. 

Like  Topsy,  propaganda  “just 
growed.”  In  February,  1918,  Major 
(now  Lieutenant-Colonel)  Charles  H. 
Mason,  of  the  General  Staff  at  Washing- 
ton, strongly  recommended  “the  utili- 
zation of  the  psychologic  factor  of  the 
strategic  situation,”  and  directed  me  to 
organize  a Psychologic  subsection  of  the 
Military  Intelligence  Division,  of  which 
Col.  R.  H.  Van  Deman  was  then  chief. 
It  established  liaisons  with  the  State 
Department,  the  Committee  on  Public 
Information,1  and  The  Inquiry,  the  body 
of  experts  under  Colonel  House  prepar- 
ing America’s  data  for  the  peace  table. 
At  last  its  plans  were  put  directly  be- 
fore the  Secretary  of  War,  and  after  a 
conference  with  Mr.  Baker,  General 
March,  and  General  Churchill,  I sailed 
for  France  with  Lieutenants  Ludlow 
Griscom  and  George  Ifft,  of  the  M.  I.  D., 
and  the  following  officers  commissioned 
at  my  request  especially  for  this  work, 

1 After  I reached  France  the  Committee  took  a 
position  which  caused  heated  discussion  at  Wash- 
ington, but  never  interfered  with  the  conduct  of 
the  army’s  leaflet  campaign. 


Capt.  Walter  Lippmann  and  Lieuten- 
ants Charles  Merz,  William  F.  Milten- 
berger,  and  E.  M.  Woolley.  In  July, 
1918,  we  reported  to  Gen.  Dennis  E. 
Nolan,  G2,  (Chief  of  Intelligence),  G. 
H.  Q„  who,  following  the  Secretary’s 
suggestions,  ordered  us  to  investigate 
Allied  methods. 

The  French  Commission  on  Propa- 
ganda Against  the  Enemy  was  in  that 
same  building  overlooking  the  Place  de 
la  Concorde  which  in  1919  housed  the 
American  Peace  Mission.  Its  campaign, 
judged  by  our  findings,  will  probably 
make  the  most  interesting  chapter  in  the 
whole  history  of  propaganda,  though 
there  is  little  likelihood  that  it  will  ever 
be  written.  It  was  the  largest  (27,000,- 
000  leaflets  over  the  lines  "by  August, 
1918),  the  most  ingeniously  varied, 
based  on  the  acutest  intelligence  of  the 
enemy,  in  its  principles  sensational,  and 
in  its  methods  fixed.  It  utilized  the 
labors  of  exiled  or  captured  German 
radicals  , and  relied  heavily  on  appeals 
like  the  following: 

German  Soldiers! 

The  great  offensive  in  the  West  is  on. 

A couple  of  hundred  thousand  more  Ger- 
man men  lie  buried  in  French  soil,  and  thou- 
sands of  others  are  trapped  in  the  80-kilo- 
meter-wide slaughter-house.  But  peace  is 
farther  removed  than  ever.  For  the  nations 
of  the  West  will  never  agree  to  a peace  of 
force  which  will  make  their  peoples  the  slaves 
of  your  Hohenzollems,  your  Junkers,  and 
your  capitalists. 

The  war,  therefore,  may  continue  for 
years. 

But  whoever  has  had  enough  of  this  name- 
less infamy — for  this  war  is  nothing  else — 
whoever  is  tired  of  wasting  the  best  years  of 
his  life  in  blood  and  mud — whoever  yearns 
with  the  very  marrow  of  his  bones  for  the  re- 
turn to  his  home  in  order  to  work  for  a better 
and  freer  Germany,  whoever  is  anxious  for 
an  immediate,  real  peace,  based  upon  the 
right  of  self-determination,  so  that  our  chil- 
dren and  children’s  children  may  be  spared 
a repetition  of  our  misery,  let  him  refuse  to 
follow  farther! 

You  are  the  majority!  Free  yourselves, 
come  into  the  ranks  of  the  free  nations  and 
victory  is  yours:  the  victory  of  the  free, 
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a net  soldiers  met  umltp  the  presidency  of 
Lord  Northcliffe,  were  the  greatest  help 
to  us.  sitting  as  military  observers. 

The  work  of  the  British  representa- 
tives in  the  previous  ten  months  wits 
a mitCTificPiji  dyindftstration  of  what 
might  lie?  culled  “propaganda  by  diplo- 
ma tic  strategy.”  A group  of  political 
students.  indfe  pr  Jess  closely  associated 
with  f he  K.- .tv jgn  Office,  had  earfy  <le 
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cided  that  Austria  was  the  point  of 
greatest  vulnerability  and  that  the  over- 
throw of  the  Hapsburg  monarchy  was 
both  just  and  necessary.  Working 
through  the  London  and  Rome  Con- 
gresses of  Oppressed  Nationalities,  they 
strove  to  force  Allied  recognition  of  mid- 
European  nationalist  rights  in  order  to 
use  the  news  of  these  events  as  propa- 
ganda. As  the  Allies  one  after  another, 
and  finally  the  United  States,  in  the 
Lansing  announcements  of  May  29  and 
June  28,  1918,  declared  for  freeing 
Austria’s  Slavs,  the  British  propagan- 
dists used  the  news  to  accelerate  enemy 
civilian  disintegration  and  then  extend- 
ed the  demoralization  to  enemy  military 
forces  by  spreading  the  accounts  of 
civilian  disturbances. 

Finally  the  British,  as  well  as  the  other 
Allies,  were  playing  for  their  trump  card 
the  American  intervention,  its  size  in 
July,  its  sure  future,  its  thoroughness, 
speed,  and  determination.  In  seven 
months  the  British  had  put  over  eight 
million  leaflets,  almost  all  by  paper 
balloons.  The  British  Air  Service  had 
banned  the  droppingof  leaflets  from  aero- 
planes, in  deference  to  German  threats  to 
hang  propaganda  aviators.  It  was  al- 
leged that  the  British  aviator,  after  the 
Germans  had  condemned  two  pilots  to 
ten  years  of  hard  labor,  disliked  the  job 
so  much  that  he  was  prone  to  burn  the 
leaflets  in  the  hangars.  Something  of  an 
air  battle  was  fought  at  Crewe  House 
over  this  point,  but  the  War  Office  would 
not  lift  the  ban. 

The  high  secrets  of  Crewe  House,  of 
course,  must  wait.  Conference  agenda 
ran  from  secret  pacts  to  cinematographs. 
In  the  morning  one  watched  the  skilful 
maneuvering  designed  to  force  the  hand 
of  some  distant  Premier  or  Secretary  for 
Foreign  Affairs;  after  lunch  one  ma- 
nipulated box  kites  or  fuse-releases  to  be 
used  for  scattering  tracts — especially  to 
be  used  if  the  Premier  or  Foreign  Secre- 
'tary  should  say  the  right  thing. 

A day  later  the  investigation  led  to 
British  G..H.  Q.  at  Montreuil;  specula- 
tions over  Balfour,  Sonnino,  and  Trum- 


bich  fell  away  as  the  motor,  coursing  the 
Hesdin-St.  Pol-Arras  road,  ran  straight 
into  the  war.  The  wordy  atmosphere  of 
diplomacy  changed  for  a Flanders  sky 
punctuated  by  Boche  observation  bal- 
loons and  Boche  shrapnel.  Back  of  the 
lines  near  Neuville  - St.  Vitasse  we 
learned  the  workings  of  the  propaganda 
balloon,  a nine-foot  paper  onion  charged 
with  hydrogen  gas  and  carrying  four 
pounds  of  leaflets  on  a fuse  set  to  burn 
them  loose  at  intervals.  In  the  prevail- 
ing westerly  winds  they  effected  a 
methodic  and  exact  scattering  diming 
flights  ranging  from  one  to  four  hours 
beyond  the  enemy  lines.  From  where  we 
stood  the  procession  of  balloons,  four- 
teen in  the  air  at  once,  reached  to 
Boche-land  in  an  arc;  irritated  Boche 
gunners  had  been  known  to  make  use 
of  that  pretty  arc  for  getting  the  range 
of  propagandists  with  disgusting  ac- 
curacy. 

Investigation  was  cut  short  by  a sum- 
mons to  Chaumont.  We  were  ready  with 
a report  on  what  we  thought  were  the 
main  factors  in  the  situation  and  on  a 
comprehensive  organization.  But  G. 

H.  Q.  was  aware  of  a new  and  decisive 
factor — the  military  situation.  Chau- 
mont explained  nothing,  but  ordered  us 
to  begin  propaganda  at  once.  What  had 
happened — and  it  took  some  time  to 
divine  it — was  that  the  Allies,  hitherto 
counting  against  another  year  of  war, 
were  commencing  their  drive  to  get  the 
Germans  out  of  France  in  1918.  The 
A.  E.  F.,  assigned  to  a herculean  share  in 
the  Augean  plan,  abruptly  mobilized  the 
latest  of  its  offensive  weapons. 

We  were  set  the  hardest  task  in  the 
propaganda  world:  to  bring  about  spe- 
cific military  results  in  designated  ene- 
my units;  if  possible,  to  destroy  their 
morale.  Work  began  before  organiza- 
tion, on  August  28th,  when  a major,  the 
G2  of  a corps  north  of  Toul,  strode  into 
G.  H.  Q.  and  demanded,  “You  the 
propaganda  outfit?”  The  enemy  oppo- 
site, he  explained,  held  a belief  then 
current  in  the  German  army  that  Amer- 
icans killed  all  prisoners.  He  wanted 
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that  belief  dispelled.  He  wanted  de- 
serters quick.  Quickly  he  obtained 
Leaflet  No.  1. 

That  leaflet,  revised,  became  a stand- 
by. It  was  simply  a translation  of  Gen- 
eral Orders,  A.  E.  F.,  No.  106,  dated 
July  1,  1918,  prescribing  the  treatment 
accorded  to  prisoners  taken  by  the 
American  army;  because  it  ordered  for 
prisoners  the  American  soldiers’  rations, 
we  added  the  American  menu.  Many  a 
German  thereafter  asked  for  “those  ra- 
tions” as  he  surrendered.  Sometimes 
his  tired  captor  answered:  “That  thing 
says  you  get  the  same  as  me.  I’ve  had 
nothing  for  twenty-four  hours.  March!” 

Organization  was  improvised.  Propa- 
ganda was  made  a subsection  of  G2D, 
through  whose  chief.  Major  A.  L.  James, 
Jr.,  approval  of  policies  and  action  had 
to  be  obtained  from  General  Nolan. 
French  government  printers  were  called 
upon  in  Paris.  At  G.  H.  Q.  the  days 
were  filled  with  struggles  for  authoriza- 
tions, personnel,  supplies,  transport, 
and,  notably,  gas. 

Hydrogen  gas  for  propaganda  bal- 
loons was  hard  to  make,  hard  to  trans- 
port, and  was  required  first  and  fore- 
most for  the  army’s  big  observation  bal- 
loons. The  latter  were  frequently  being 
burned  by  enemy  planes  and  with  every 
conflagration  there  vanished  two  hun- 
dred tubes  of  gas  which  might  have  been 
used  for  propaganda.  With  what  cease- 
less anxiety  have  1 inquired  after  the 
health  of  those  sausages,  with  what 
pleasure  have  I motored  along  the  bal- 
loon line  and  counted  them  all  safe  aloft, 
only  to  call  Air  Headquarters  a few 
hours  later  and  be  told,  “Boche  just  got 
three.”  Three!  Six  hundred  tubes!  No 
gas  for  propaganda  that  week. 

Small  wonder  that  the  propaganda 
project  had  to  fight  its  way!  Those  were 
tense  days  at  Chaumont.  Generals 
stepped  about,  quick  and  preoccupied; 
the  big  court  of  the  caserne  was  visited 
every  minute  by  dusty  M.  D.  S.  riders 
on  motorcycles,  and  the  General’s  car 
with  the  four  stars  and  the  little  flag 
swept  in  and  off  again.  All  talk  was  so 


guarded  that  when  one  invaded  the 
Battle  Order  Room  for  data  on  German 
divisions  one  had  to  prove  at  great 
length  the  necessity  for  such  informa- 
tion. New  officers  were  not  welcome 
in  GS’s  rooms,  where  the  American 
troop  maps  were  always  boarded  over 
with  tall  sliding  doors. 

On  September  12th  there  was  a lull. 
Then  word  raced,  round  the  corridors, 
each  informant  as  portentously  casual 
as  he  had  been  secretive  before:  “Attack 
got  off  on  time  this  morning.  Progress,  1 
hear.  No  surprises  yet.”  That  night 
even  generals  relaxed,  talked  out  loud 
in  the  corridors,  smiled  over  despatches 
handed  up  by  feverish  juniors,  and,  stalk- 
ing up  to  the  fifteen  foot  relief  map  of 
the  old  St.-Mihiel  “ hernia,”  took  black 
crayon  and  slashed  our  new  battle-lines 
across  the  tinted  hills  and  dales,  slashed 
the  lines  right  up  to  Thiaucourt  and 
across  to  Montsec  and  deep  in  at  Dom- 
martin.  The  next  day  the  old  familiar 
landmark  of  the  western  front,  printed 
on  so  many  million  maps  for  so  many 
months,  had  been  blotted  out,  and  by 
that  same  American  army  which  Ger- 
many still  declared  could  never  exist 
because  of  U-boats.  Our  work  instant- 
ly became  pressing. 

What  follows  must  not  be  taken  as  a 
criticism  of  G.  H.  Q.,  but  as  a comical 
sidelight  on  the  difficulties  of  undertak- 
ing a new  thing  in  the  midst  of  a battle. 
General  Nolan,  as  well  as  Major  James, 
was  up  at  the  front.  The  busy  acting 
command  at  Chaumont  quite  naturally 
failed  to  appreciate  a hurried  exposition 
of  the  whole  theory  and  practice  of 
propaganda;  requests  for  a car  and  or- 
ders to  pursue  the  general  were  denied; 
requests  for  knowledge  of  his  where- 
abouts, so  that  the  telephone  might  be 
used,  were  met  with  the  flat  order  to 
await  his  return  at  Chaumont.  There- 
fore it  was  necessary  to  steal  a car  and, 
gloomily  contemplating  the  certainty  of 
court  martial,  to  speed  north,  where 
after  a day  of  pursuit  General  Nolan 
was  buttonholed  with  his  boot  up  ready 
to  get  into  his  car. 
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psychology.  To  this  we  had  to  add  in- 
formation on  how  the  enemy  regarded 
our  leaflets.  The  direct  answer  to  the 
first  batch  of  mimeographed  leaflets  scat- 
tered near  Richecourt  was  a riddle.  Our 
patrols,  stealthily  visiting  points  near 
wire  which  they  knew  would  be  traversed 
by  enemy  patrols,  had  put  down  little 
piles  of  leaflets  weighted  with  stones  to 
prevent  their  blowing  away.  Revisiting 
the  spots  the  next  night,  our  patrols  found 
the  papers  gone  and  in  their  place  hand- 
grenades,  left  not  as  traps,  but  like  a 
sort  of  receipt.  To  take  the  pulse  of 
German  morale  there  opened  a new 
chapter  of  weeks  spent  in  war  cages, 
questioning  every  kind  of  prisoner,  feel- 
ing for  the  fighting  heart  of  him,  and 
through  him  for  the  heart  of  a nation,  to 
find  out  why  it  warred  and  what  would 
slow  it.  On  officer  and  private  the  argu- 
ments of  propaganda  were  tested  and 
retested.  We  learned  what  they  called 
our  leaflets,  Flugblaetter,  and  what  the 
officers  thought  of  them,  verdammte  Flug- 
bkutter.  We  came  to  grips  with  the  foe 
in  a fashion  impossible  where  bayonets 
and  “potato-mashers”  interfere;  wres- 
tled with  him  in  argument,  often  bored, 
when  he  was  an  officer,  to  be  met  by  the 
stale  parrotings  his  government  taught; 
when  he  was  a private,  often  gratified 
to  find  him  sick  of  the  war,  doubtful  of 
his  leaders,  and  passionately  curious 
about  America’s  war  and  peace. 

Austro-Hungarian  regiments  were  be- 
ing thrown  in  before  us,  full  of  unwilling 
Czechs,  Poles,  and  Croats,  open  to  argu- 
ment. German  regiments  near  by  con- 
tained Alsace  - Lorrainers  in  tempting 
proportions.  The  whole  scene,  too,  was 
shifting.  The  guns  of  St.  Mihiel  were 
still  echoing  when  almost  the  whole 
American  army  stole  out  of  the  captured 
salient  and  swung  west  and  north.  The 
long  roads  from  Flirey  and  Beaumont 
and  Thiaucourt,  white  and  silent  in  the 
daylight,  awoke  at  night  and  were 
jammed  like  the  Subway.  A great  feat 
of  the  war  was  taking  place.  Each  day 
the  “Yanks”  camped  in  new  woods, 
each  night  trod  new  roads;  soon  thpy 


were  in  the  Argonne  and  were  allowed 
scarce  a day’s  rest  to  peer  around  at 
Verdun  and  neighbor  Le  Mort  Homme. 

A little  before  the  hour  for  our  attack 
the  German  began  his  grand  propaganda 
raid.  He  had  been  ballooning  over  to 
us  for  some  months  past  the  issues  of 
The  Continental  Times  and  his  illustrated 
America  in  Europe,  which  informed  us 
that  we  were  Albion’s  cat’s-paws  and 
France’s  secret  hatred.  He  sent  leaflets 
also.  One  began: 

To  the  American  Soldiers  of  German 
Descent: 

Do  you  think  it  honorable  to  fight  the 
country  which  has  given  birth  to  your  fathers 
or  forefathers?  Do  you  think  it  honorable  to 
fall  upon  any  country  after  it  has  heroically 
defended  itself  for  four  years  against  a coali- 
tion of  peoples  tenfold  its  superior  in  num- 
bers? 

It  ended: 

Go  and  repent  ere  it  is  too  late;  we  shall 
welcome  every  lost  sheep  that  finds  its  way 
back  to  the  herd. 

Another  began: 

To  the  Colored  Soldiers  of  the  U.  S.  Army: 
Hallo,  boys.  What  are  you  doing  over  here? 

and  went  on  to  ask  about  the  war  for  de- 
mocracy in  “the  land  of  Jim  Crow  cars 
and  lynchings,”  adding  an  invitation  to 
come  to  Germany,  “where  they  do  like 
colored  citizens,”  and  where  “they  enjoy 
exactly  the  same  social  privileges  as 
every  white  man,  and  quite  a number  of 
colored  people  have  mighty  [si'cl  fine  po- 
sitions in  business  in  Berlin.” 

The  Germans  intended  these  for  a sec- 
tor full  of  negro  troops,  but  dropped 
them  the  day  after  those  troops  were 
withdrawn,  and  poilus  got  the  full  bene- 
fit of  English  leaflets. 

But  on  September  2Sd,  and  for  weeks 
thereafter,  every  sector  of  our  lines  was 
raided  by  aeroplanes  dropping  matter 
of  real  import \ 
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PEACE  IN  SIGHT 

Austria-Hungary  has  proposed  to  enter  into 
Negotiations  of  Peace 

Peace  is  close  at  hand. 

Peace  before  Winter. 

Peace,  the  yearning  of  all  nations. 

The  German  army’s  “strongly  forti- 
fied positions  were  also  in  that  leaflet 
and  “peace  by  understanding.” 

Too  late. 

On  September  26th  our  great  barrage 
was  laid  down  on  Vauquois,  Montfau- 
con.  Forges;  the  A.  E.  F.  hand  began 
closing  on  the  lying  throat  of  Germany. 
We  sent  back  America’s  answer;  un- 
emotional diagrams  of  the  ever-mount- 
ing American  troop  shipments;  the  un- 
sentimental war  map;  a few  plain  ques- 
tions: “Will  you  ever  again  be  as  strong 
as  you  were  in  July,  1918?  Will  your 
opponents  grow  stronger  or  weaker?” 
Ahead  of  the  doughboys,  straining 
through  the  gassed  Argonne,  in  picture 
and  type,  went  our  snow-storm  of  icy- 
meaning. 

On  many  days  the  storm  was  pretty 
thin.  Flying  weather  was  bad;  planes 
were  overtaxed ; the  battle,  as  Germany 
in  panic  threw  in  divisions  by  the  score, 

THE  FOLLOW1G  GENERAL  ORDER 
WILL  BE  COMMUNICATED  TO  THE  WHOLE 
AMERICAN  ARMY. 

(TRANSLATIONS 
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AMERICAN  EXPEDITIONARY  FORCES. 

CaarfOMs 
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Subject  : 

TREATMENT  OF  PRISONERS 

OF  WAR. 

L The  law  of  nature  and  of  nations  will  be 
sacredly  heeded  in  the  treatment  of  prisoners  of 
war.  They  will  be  accorded  every  consideration 
dictated  by  the  principles  of  humanity.  The 
behavior  of  a generous  and  chivalrous  people 
toward  enemy  prisoners  of  war  will  be  puncti- 
liously observed.  There  will  be  no  departure 
from  this  fixed  rule  of  conduct  unless  the  enemy 
by  the  mistreatment  of  American  prisoners  in 
his  hands  makes  it  necessary. 

2.  In  strict  compliance  with  The  Hague  Con- 
vention, prisoners  of  war  will  be  restrained 
within  fixed  limits,  but  they  will  not  be  confined 
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became  as  savage  and  shocking  as  any 
ever  fought.  It  was  an  earthquake  of 
arms. 

Calm  thinking  was  difficult.  We 
haunted  headquarters  maps  at  Rare- 
court  and  Rampont,  anxiously  asking  for 
“our  line,”  and  found  commanding  offi- 
cers doing  the  same  and  falling  on  the 
necks  of  bundled-up  aviators  just  landed 
with  new  glimpses  of  khaki  outposts. 
High  explosives  fell  as  far  back  as 
Souilly.  In  the  wake  of  the  offensive 
Lieutenants  Ifft  and  Griscom,  with  the 
balloon-sending  trucks,  made  their  way 
over  shell-torn  roads,  sleeping  in  dugouts 
just  vacated  by  the  Boche,  though  not 
by  his  cooties,  and,  as  like  as  not,  cook- 
ing their  mess  some  rainy  night  with 
strips  of  smokeless  powder  from  a dump 
in  an  old  artillery  position,  whether 
“Yank”  or  Boche  they  knew  not.  At 
Fromereville  the  two  came  under  heavy 
shell-fire  and,  being  unused  to  it,  stuck 
manfully  to  their  job  until  a house  near 
by  collapsed  in  a whirlwind  of  noise  and 
shards.  They  decided  it  was  about  time 
to  order  their  men  into  dugouts,  an  un- 
necessary decision,  for  the  men  were 
already  there.  Fifty  feet  from  this  dug- 
out  a “big  one”  demolished  another 
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house;  from  its  debris  they  rescued  a the  German  arm.v  did  blindly  fight.  But 
badly  wounded  soldier.  On  convening  its  body,  w wre  gmrr  nnd  more  oon- 
him  to  the  hospital  at  the  edge  of  the  vinged.  was  failing  a prey  to  despair, 
town,  they  found  it  being  evacuated  .and  How  long  would  the  desperate  autoraa- 
' suffering  from  casualties  of  the  hospital  tons  fight  on?  Through  the  winter? 
personnel  Their  balloons  traversed.  the  All  spring?  America  caused  tlte  despair., 
air  north  of  Verdun  without  mishap.  Suppose  America  meant  also  luSpe, 

Would  the  automatons  rise 
against  their  masters? 

It  was  in  the  press  that 
1 found  the  League  of  Na- 
tions speech  of  I’lcsadcat 
Wilson;  also  the  great 
speech  for  woman  suffrage, 
it  seemed  as  if  the  President 
had  been  standing  with  "us 
in  the  cages,  studying  the 
BtH.be  miud.  No  w rir  4 ? 
could  have  been  better 
timed,  better  put.  than  the 
speech  of  September  2?l;b 
to  vitalize  German  despair. 
It  meant  action,  even  the 
stony  preamble  that,  there 
could  be  no  peace  agree- 
ment with  the  German  $m>- 
ernrtieUf.  It  meant  peace: 
•'  The  League  of  Nations 
fjijJ  must  be  . ...  the  n tost  e.s- 
it**  sential  j*crt  «*f  the  peace 
•<*r  Settleme'at  ! i np  diserinji- 
uation  - those  to 

’AN  whpjpi;  to  be  just 

and  ihp!^e  to  whom  we  do 
not  wish  to  be  jOsi.”!  ’Strong- 
call  from  Lcuinc,  this  sjieeeh 
Would  ready  stir  the  hardened  soldier 
of  tfic  western  .front';  for  him  the  es- 
sential part  went  into  a le$ftei  entitled, 

" The  Way  to  Peace  and  LiistitwV-?.  . 

The  rift,  the  first  sure  sign  of  a deep 
craoh  in  German  momle.  appeared  in 
this  pregnant  Hue  iii  the  Kaiser's  rc- 
setip?  to  licrtlmg.  ■’!  wish  the  German 
people  to  cce^jperate  more  etfcctivbly 
thau  hifiiertojn  decid'uig  the  destinies:  of 
the  FaHierUind”  Quickly  atop  of  this, 
bn  October  4tli.  came  the  open  cry  to 
Wilson  for  an  armistice. 
v | The  President  answered  and  the  whole 
propaganda  war  was  lifted  from  the 
nibbling  process,  the  patient  pressure 


(i(«t  btt  Vnfiinft  AwfrifanifcfKr  2vuppem 

in  Hnv|M  w£t»r««fc  M fttlrpt*- 


CHAlrt  SrtOWING  BY  MONTHS  TOE  AHRIVAB  Of  AM 
TKOOVS  IN  EUROCK,  POK  t>] STR IB TOO V OVER 
GERMAN  UNEF, 


excepting  one,  shot  down  by  an  inquisi- 
tive American  gunner. 

Patiently,  as  the  cages  of  prisoners 
filled  and  emptied,  the  propaganda 
questioners  probed  and  probed  the 
German  mentality.  The  best  at  this 
was  a sergeant.,  grandson  of  that  Fried- 
rich Hecker  who  led  the  Baden  revo- 
lution in  '48,  and  fleeing  to  America 
became  a northern  colonel  in  the  Civil 
War.  From  every  kind  of  report  it 
seemed,  and  we  were  .skeptical  of  ' pc- 
ports,  that  the  German  morale  was 
going  down  faster  than  oiir  troop  com- 
manders believed.  “The  devils  fight  as 
hard  as  ever,”  the  colonels  Insist  cd 
And  to  the  Inst  the  strong  skeleton  of 
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with  limited  objectives,  to  the  drive  ol 
national  mind  on  mind.  Diplomatic 
pundits  in  Paris  warned  against  it,  but 
the  army  seized  on  the  President’s  revo- 
lution-making question  which  demanded 
if  the  Imperial  Chancellor  was  “speak- 
ing merely  for  the  constituted  authorities 
of  the  Empire  who  have  so  far  conducted 
the  war.’’  We  put  Germany’s  request 
and  America’s  answer,  bare  of  comment, 
on  one  sheet  and  winged  it  over. 

The  President’s  second  reply,  of  Octo- 
ber 14th,  went  flying  after,  with  its 
thrilling  words  addressed  to  the  German 
people,  especially  the  last  paragraph  re- 
minding Berlin  of  the  Mount  Vernon 
speech  of  July  4,  1918,  which  gave  as  a 
peace  condition 

the  destruction  of  every  arbitrary  power 
everywhere  that  can  separately,  secretly,  and 
of  its  single  choice  disturb  the  peace  of  the 
world.  . . . The  power  which  has  hitherto 
controlled  the  German  nation.  ...  It  is 
within  the  choice  of  the  German  nation  to 
alter  it. 

The  note  added. 

The  President’s  words  just  quoted  nat- 
urally constitute  a condition  precedent  to 
peace,  if  peace  is  to  come  by  the  action  of 
the  German  people  themselves. 

With  that  as  a leaflet,  we  reached  the 
“German  people  themselves”  in  the 
German  army. 

Those  were  days  of  suspense.  We 
found  in  the  mass  of  Intelligence  Sum- 
maries paragraphs  like  these: 

October  17th. 

Enclosed  leaflets  taken  from  prisoners  cap- 
tured October  15th,  one-half  kilometer  north 
of  Romagne.  They  said  that  the  leaflets 
were  eagerly  read  by  every  one  who  could 
get  hold  of  them  and  that  the  President’s 
answer  to  Germany’s  note  of  October  4th 
was  news  to  them.  K 

Another,  a field  interrogation  of  officers 
of  a division  whose  men  had  our  leaflets 
hid  in  their  cuffs,  read: 

Officers  said.  The  propaganda  which  your 
aviators  have  dropped  has  given  us  no  end 
of  trouble.  . . . When  home  on  leave  the  men 
circulate  these  pamphlets.  Civilians  write 
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to  men  at  the  front  begging  them  on  the 
score  of  your  propaganda  to  seize  the  first 
opportunity  to  desert. 

We  found  more  and  more  evidences 
of  outbreak,  more  avowed  Social  Demo- 
crats among  the  prisoners,  and  among 
the  Socialists  men  who  cursed  Scheide- 
mann  more  bitterly  than  the  Kaiser. 
We  found  mutineers. 

Over  on  the  Metz  front  we  found  a 
German  division  peculiarly  ripe  for  the 
most  direct  propaganda;  against  it  the 
astute  and  venturesome  Capt.  H.  E. 
Osann  attempted  the  only  raid  of  its 
kind  for  which  the  American  army  had 
opportunity  before  the  armistice.  Osann 
was  an  old  army  man,  of  Belgian  de- 
scent, speaking  German  like  a Guards 
officer  and  knowing  the  German  army, 
from  word  of  command  to  unit  insignia, 
as  few  American  officers  knew  it.  He 
was  restless;  only  raids  were  going  on 
on  his  front:  No  Man’s  Land  there 
was  a wide  belt  of  woods  and  swamps, 
prowled  by  patrols  of  both  armies, 
stealthy  groups  nosing  for  information, 
silently  overpowering  outposts  when 
possible,  or,  if  necessary,  shooting  for  the 
sake  of  documents  or  shoulder-straps  off 
corpses.  Osann  wanted  to  make  a noise 
in  No  Man’s  Land,  and  with  the  ap- 
V proval  of  Col.  Joseph  Stilwell,  always 
a propaganda  enthusiast,  he  laid  his 
scheme  before  us  as  follows: 

“This  is  my  funeral.  All  I want  is 
forty  thousand  leaflets  from  you.  That 
division  is  full  of  Alsace-Lorrainers.  I 
know  the  names  of  scores  of  men  in  it. 
We’ll  drop  special  leaflets  on  them  for  a 
few  days  and  after  these  have  soaked  in 
I’ll  take  a patrol  some  night  and  get  up 
to  their  wire  and  call  to  them:  ‘Don’t 
shoot;  I’m  not  going  to  shoot.  Is  Fritz 
Schneider  there?  1 want  to  talk  to  him. 
Where  is  Willy  Liebmann?’” 

“You’ll  get  a prompt  answer — from 
machine-guns,”  I observed. 

“Oh  yes,  but  only  a burst  or  two,” 
Osann  said.  “They’ll  miss  and  there’ll 
be  a pause  and  I’ll  call  more  names.  If  I 
get  somebody  out  there  to  argue  with 
I’ll  send  him  back  to  bring  his  whole 
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battalion  over.  That  outfit  is  rotten. 
We’ve  raided  them  three  times  in  one  bit 
of  woods  recently;  one  raid  got  twenty- 
eight  prisoners  in  forty  minutes.  The 
raiders  were  headed  by  five  men  speaking 
good  German  who  set  up  a yell:  ‘Get  out 
of  here!  What  the  hell  are  you  sticking 
round  for?  You  don’t  want  to  fight.’  One 
of  the  privates  who  surrendered  pointed 
out  a dugout  a hundred  yards  farther  on 
and  asked  us  to  go  down  there  and  cap- 
ture his  officer.  We  did  the  whole  thing 
without  a casualty.” 

We  sowed  them  with  Osann’s  leaflets 
in  French  and  German,  addressed  to 
Alsace-Lorrainers — simple  statements  of 
their  case  and  what  the  victory  of  one 
side  or  the  other  would  mean  to  them. 
Then  on  a quiet  night  Osann  and  a 
patrol  of  twelve  stole  along  the  railroad 
which  ran  into  the  enemy’s  lines  before 
Dampvitoux.  Alone,  our  John  the  Bap- 
tist made  his  way  to  within  thirty  yards 
of  an  observation  post  on  the  edge  of  a 
wired  woods;  boldly  he  set  up  his  call. 
Not  even  a shot  answered.  After  ten 
minutes  he  began  again,  “Men  of  the 
Sixty-first  Regiment,  listen.”  Then  the 
patrol  behind  him  commenced  to  hear 
voices;  in  the  Boche  trench  a discussion 
was  going  on,  guttural,  but  earnest. 
Again  Osann  shouted  names  he  knew;  in 
the  silence  the  whole  patrol  could  hear 
the  footsteps  of  a man  walking  along  the 
railroad  track  toward  Osann. 

“But  he  got  cold  feet  and  ran  back, 
and  we  had  to  come  away,”  Osann  re- 
ported, disgustedly.  “A  few  days  later 
prisoners  were  taken  on  this  front,  every 
man  with  copies  of  the  Alsace-Lorraine 
leaflet  in  his  pockets.  They  were  asked 
if  they  had  noticed  anything  recently,  in 
No  Man’s  Land,  at  night.  They  an- 
swered, ‘You  mean  the  ghost?’  A 
ghost  had  been  heard,  calling  to  soldiers 
by  name.  Their  officers  had  made  a 
report  of  the  ghost  to  the  Kommando. 
The  prisoners’  replies  were  solemnly  in- 
sistent. For  all  I know  the  Command 
may  have  issued  orders  about  it:  ‘In 
future  ghosts  will  be  met  with  five 
rounds  of  M.  G.  fire;  angels  with  ten.’  ” 


But  up  on  the  Argonne  front  American 
ambulances  were  coming  back  laden  more 
heavily  than  ever.  Our  planes  were  drop- 
ping on  the  Germans  what  was  known  as 
the  Commander-in-Chief’s  leaflet,  and 
on  our  own  troops  General  Pershing’s 
call  for  eveiy  ounce  of  fighting  energy. 
When  the  President  took  up  the  armistice 
with  Foch  we  sent  that  over,  too. 

Perhaps  this  text  will  illustrate  our 
task  at  the  end,  trying  to  unnerve  the 
German  machine-gunner  with  news  of 
his  latest  disasters.  This,  written  as  the 
army  began  the  great  break-through  to 
Sedan  and  the  *Montmddy-Mezi&es 
railroad,  was  dropped  on  the  foe  an  hour 
before  the  event  it  described  had  time 
to  go  into  effect  in  Italy. 

Austria  is  out  of  the  war. 

The  armistice,  signed  on  the  Allies’  terms, 
went  into  effect  at  three  o’clock,  November 
4th. 

Turkey  has  capitulated,  admitting  the 
Allied  fleets  to  the  Dardenelles. 

Germany  is  alone. 

Do  you  know  that  your  home  newspapers 
openly  admit  it?  That  Vorwaerts  said  on 
October  28th,  page  1:  ' 

“ The  Capitulation  of  Austria  means  our 
immediate  exclusion  from  important  sources 
of  raw  materials,  without  which  a con- 
tinuation OF  THE  WAR  18  IMPOSSIBLE.  It 
means  not  only  that  our  last  ally  is  leaving 
us,  but  much  more;  that  its  country  will 
become  an  instrument  of  war  in  the  hands  of 
our  enemies.  It  means  the  absolute  end 
of  our  ability  to  resist.  There  will  be  a 
moment  of  passionate  excitement,  and  the 
cry  for  a last  fight  of  despair  will  arouse  some 
latent  chords  of  our  sensibilities.  Then  we 
MUST  TELL  OURSELVES  THAT,  ALTHOUGH  WE 
HAVE  THE  RIGHT  TO  DIE  OURSELVES,  WE  HAVE 
NOT  THE  RIGHT  TO  MAKE  OTHERS  DIE.” 

All  the  world  knows  that  the  war  has 
gone  kaput. 

German  soldiers,  why  do  they  keep 

THESE  THINGS  FROM  YOU? 

Because  old  soldiers  know  how  to  save 
themselves  when  they  know  the  war  is  lost. 

By  night,  come  over  the  lines  by  twos  and 
threes. 

By  day,  stay  in  your  dugouts,  and  give 
yourselves  up  when  you  see  — 

The  Americans. 
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How  difficult  was  the  task  of  such 
leaflets  can  be  appreciated  only  by 
doughboys,  who  know  how  savagely  cer- 
tain German  first-line  troops  fought  even 
during  the  last  weeks  of  war.  On  No- 
vember 11th  at  eleven  o’clock  came  the 
real  zero  hour. 

When  the  great  silence  fell  we  had  put 
three  million  leaflets  over  the  German 
lines.  What  were  the  results?  The  ques- 
tion is  as  easy  to  answer,  as  sensible,  as 
the  query,  “Who  won  the  war?’’ 

A serious  estimate  will  be  impossible 
for  years.  Who  will  venture,  at  this  date, 
f to  calculate  the  part  played  in  winning 
the  war  by  a specified  battery?  Who 
will  give  the  percentages  of  victory  due 
to  any  arm  of  the  service,  the  air  ser- 
vice, for  example,  or  the  tanks,  or  even 
apportion  credits  between  the  different 
Allied  armies,  or  between  armies  and 
navies?  How  much  more  difficult  it  is, 
then,  to  weigh  imponderables,  states  of 
army  morale,  and  the  ideas  which  influ- 
enced them.  As  between  the  effects  of 
leaflets  and  shells  it  must  be  noted  that 
shell-fire  worked  in  plainer  view.  It  will 
be  hard  indeed  to  put  a yardstick  to 
results  produced  by  leaflets  picked  up 
unobserved,  pondered  unobserved,  and, 
even  if  acted  on,  probably  denied  by  the 
German  who  surrendered.  No  soldier 
likes  to  admit  that  bits  of  paper  caused 
his  surrender.  He  prefers  to  cite  shell-fire 
and  the  approaching  bayonet,  though  it 
may  have  been  a week  before  his  capt- 
ure, during  secret  perusal  of  a creased 
leaflet  in  billets,  that  he  resolved,  “ When 
1 go  up  this  time  it  will  be  to  face  the 
Americans  and  this  is  where  I quit.” 

Estimates  of  the  effects  of  all  Allied 
propaganda  had  best  wait  until  the 
German  High  Command  write  their 
memoirs  and  German  army  orders  are 
published.  It  will  be  interesting  to  com- 
pare reports  from  the  German  Militaiy 
Intelligence,  from  their  propaganda  offi- 
cers, and  from  their  censorship  of  Ger- 
man soldiers’  letters  with  the  files  of 
Allied  leaflets.  Allied  Intelligence  re- 
ports were  filled  with  letters  written  by 
German  soldiers  before  capture  or  by  their 


home-folks,  whose  expressions  often  par- 
alleled the  statements  in  our  leaflets; 
often  the  letters  referred  directly  to  the 
Flugblaetter  as  the  authoritative  source  of 
information.  The  credence  given  by  Ger- 
man soldiers  to  our  leaflets  always  sur- 
prised us.  They  took  our  figures  and  dia- 
grams at  face  value;  we  had  the  German 
self-discredited  press  to  thank  for  that. 

To  the  long  Allied  propaganda  cam- 
paign our  shorter  effort  bore  about 
the  same  proportion  as  did  our  com- 
bat forces  to  the  whole  Allied  army; 
there  was  in  it  the  same  element  of  the 
decisive  factor.  After  August  the  enemy 
General  Staff  issued  and  reissued  strin- 
gent orders  against  reading  Flugblaetter 
and  advertised  the  pay  offered  for  every 
Allied  leaflet  turned  in.  Hindenburg  in 
September  issued  a long  proclamation 
warning  the  nation  against  “ the  poisoned 
arrows” of  Allied  leaflets.  German  news- 
papers redoubled  their  warnings  against 
passing  around  the  leaflets  at  home. 

In  The  Kolnische  Zeitung,  in  the  end 
of  October,  a “High  Officer  on  the  West- 
ern Front,”  analyzing  the  German  mili- 
tary reverses,  wrote: 

What  caused  most  damage  was  the  paper 
war  waged  by  our  enemies,  who  daily  flooded 
us  with  some  hundred  thousand  leaflets, 
extraordinarily  well  arranged  and  well  edited. 

Such  testimony  is  anything  but  deci- 
sive; for  the  German  High  Command, 
unlike  the  captured  soldier,  hunted  very 
busily  for  explanations  of  disaster  rather 
than  an  old-time  military  defeat.  They 
liked  to  blame  the  “drum-fire  of  North- 
cliffe  propaganda.” 

No  such  reservation,  however,  at- 
taches to  German  secret  orders  captured 
by  the  Allies,  such  as  Ludendorff’s  order 
in  August  that  the  kits  of  German  sol- 
diers going  home  on  leave  be  first 
searched  for  concealed  bombs  and  other 
revolutionary  matter,  and  such  as  this, 
dated  the  day  after  Vienna  published 
the  peace  offer  which  America  scorned: 

Division  Headquarters, 

September  16, 1918 . 

Divisional  Order 

The  latest  peace  manifesto  carries  with  it 
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the  great  danger  of  weakening  the  fighting 
determination  of  our  troops.  . . . 

Among  the  men  the  idea  is  not  infre- 
quently met  with  that  any  resistance  will  now 
only  have  the  effect  of  prolonging  the  war, 
and  that  the  quicker  we  yield  ground  the 
sooner  we  will  have  peace.  This  despicable 
and  highly  treasonable  point  of  view  must  be 
countered  with  severity,  and,  at  the  same 
lime,  with  sound  reasoning.  . . . 

The  men  must  be  influenced,  in  a serious 
but  kindly  manner,  to  use  their  weapons  in 
order  to  withstand  the  enemy’s  attacks;  in 
case  of  necessity,  however,  they  must  be 
compelled  by  iron  discipline  and  force  to 
resist  the  enemy.  It  must  never  be  allowed 
to  happen  that  strong  detachments  should  be 
captured  by  the  enemy  close  in  front  of  our 
own  lines  without  any  noise  of  fighting  being 
heard,  or  that  a hostile  attack,  made  almost 
without  artillery  support,  should  meet  with 
success  and  cost  us  numerous  prisoners.  . ; • 

This  work  of  instructing  officers  and  men 
mid  of  winning  them  over  is  now  the  most 
important  duty  of  all  officers. 

[Signed]  Hagenburg. 

After  the  armistice,  Chaumont  made 
no  effort  to  collect  evidence  of  the  effects 
of  our  propaganda.  The  following  are 
notes  from  reports  which  came  casually 
to  my  attention.  One  was  from  a trans- 
lation of  a letter  from  a revolutionary 
leader  in  Berlin,  detailing  the  rising  there, 
dated  November  29th: 

Successes  in  the  field  always  gave  rise  to 
the  most  acute  apprehension,  since  we  were 
all  certain  that  nothing  but  defeat  could 
bring  about  upheavals.  . . . 

The  Independents  relied  solely  upon  pri* 
vate  soldiers  and  sailors.  Innumerable  let- 
ters recently  received  from  the  front  testified 
to  the  revolutionary  spirit  which  prevailed 
there. 

In  an  American  divisional  summary 
of  January  28,  1919,  will  be  found  this, 
from  the  interrogation  of  S , a de- 

mobilized German  infantryman: 

One  of  the  things  that  made  a great  im- 
pression on  the  German  soldiers  and  which, 
S * believes,  helped  to  shorten  the  war, 
was  the  propaganda  dropped  by  American 
planes.  . . . Despite  orders,  the  soldiers  con- 
tinued to  obtain  the  papers.  Many  sent 
them  home  to  their  families* 


This  is  from  a conversation  in  the 
occupied  region,  held  with  L , artil- 

lery lieutenant,  who  had  served  six  years 
in  the  German  army:  he  is  described  as 
44  an  admirer  of  Ludendorff: 

I can  only  talk  as  a soldier  at  the  front, 
but  there  its  [propaganda’s]  effects  were  dis- 
astrous, and  especially  so  in  the  last  six 
months.  Even  the  li  ttle  Flugblaetter,  af  ter  you 
read  them  you  imagined  you  read  the  truth, 
that  our  government  was  lying  to  us.  I re- 
member one,  after  I read  it,  I felt  like  blowing 
my  brains  out.  I never  let  one  of  our  men 
read  them — but  it  was  difficult — they  were 
everywhere. 

Finally  Ludendorff  was  quoted  by  a 
spokesman  in  February  of  this  year  as 
laying  the  heaviest  blame  on  “Secre- 
tary Baker’s  letter  to  President  Wilson 
about  American  troop  shipments,” 
dropped  as  a leaflet  by  our  Allies  in  July, 
saying, 44  This  caused  the  widest  discour- 
agement in  our  armies.”  Ludendorff’s 
judgment  is  discredited,  but  I think  he 
is  right  as  long  as  he  lays  most  blame  on 
44 American  troops!” 

When  future  historians  reckon  the 
causes  which  forced  an  armistice  in 
November,  and  weigh  the  French,  Brit- 
ish, and  American  blows,  the  Eastern 
collapse,  Bolshevik  infection,  and  the 
President’s  notes,  they  may  deem  it  not 
amiss  to  include  evidence  on  the  follow- 
ing minor  question.  Ludendorff,  we 
know,  vibrated  in  September  and  Octo- 
ber between  decisions  to  fight  and  to 
quit;  in  November  the  General  Staff 
wavered  between  orders  to  sign  and  not 
to  sign.  In  deciding  not  to  attempt  re- 
pression at  home  and  a withdrawal  to  a 
new  front  on  the  Rhine,  were  the  Ger- 
mans at  all  swayed  by  the  consideration 
that,  on  that  vital  Meuse  hinge  where 
they  had  piled  up  forty  divisions  in  vain 
against  Pershing’s  attack,  there  was  also 
a machinery  which  could  and  would  in- 
evitably tell  every  German  soldier  why 
there  was  no  armistice,  why  there  were 
bloody  riots  at  home,  exactly  why  and 
for  whom  Germans  were  still  asked  to 
die? 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


THE  TRAIL  THAT  IS  ALWAYS  NEW 


BY  FANNIE  HEASLIF  LEA 


THIS  is  the  story  of  Sally  Gaines,  of 
whom  it  used  to  be  said,  in  a cer- 
tain part  of  Virginia,  that  she  was  the 
best  little  girl  in  town  and  that  she 
could  make  a perfect  angel-cake,  by  her 
grandmother’s  recipe,  at  the  tender  age 
of  seven — also  that  if  she  ever  did  any- 
thing she  shouldn’t,  she  was  never  found 
out  in  it,  and  that  her  mother  would 
never  raise  her  because  she  looked  so  like 
a creature  of  another  world,  a better  one. 

She  had  long  gold  curls,  of  course,  and 
eyes  of  a heavenly  darkness,  set  about 
with  almost  incredible  eyelashes.  When 
she  smiled,  you  thought  with  regret  of 
the  beggar  to  whom  you  had  refused  a 
nickel  the  day  before,  because  you  were 
in  a hurry;  it  was  that  kind  of  a smile — 
filled  with  ineffable  wistfulness. 

Her  mother  did  raise  her,  however,  to 
the  eventual  exquisite  distress  of  about 
every  second  young  man  in  the  county, 
and  when  Sally  was  just  eighteen  that 
same  mother  married  her  off,  gently  but 
with  a perceptible  firmness,  to  Major 
Mark  Kerrigan,  down  from  Fort  Hamil- 
ton on  leave,  who  was  all  too  obviously 
clean  out  of  his  head,  poor  man! — as  a 
result  of  Sally’s  eyelashes  and  her  angel- 
cake  and  her  air  of  trusting  innocence. 

It  was  a beautiful  wedding  — six 
bridesmaids,  and  all  the  groomsmen  in 
uniform.  Sally’s  mother  gave  her  two- 
thirds  of  the  family  silver,  delicate  stuff 
worn  thin  with  time  and  many  years  of 
polishing.  The  veil,  which  Major  Kerri- 
gan put  back  from  the  bride’s  small  up- 
lifted face  after  the  ceremony,  was  rose- 
point  and  had  been  brought  over  by 
Sally’s  great-great-grandmother  from 
England.  There  was  an  organist  down 
from  Washington,  who  played  “Oh,  Per- 
fect Love”  during  the  signing  of  the 


register;  and  the  groom’s  gift  to  the 
bride  was  a string  of  pearls,  with  a little 
diamond  clasp  in  the  shape  of  a heart. 

That  Major  Kerrigan,  a fine,  upstand- 
ing figure  of  a man,  was  thirty-six  to 
Sally’s  eighteen  lingered  comfortably  in 
Mrs.  Gaines’s  mind  merely  as  an  earnest 
of  her  daughter’s  well-being  in  the 
future.  She  herself  had  been  married  at 
fifteen,  which  was  the  romantic  ante- 
bellum way  of  the  South,  to  Judge 
Gaines,  already  at  thirty-seven  a great 
man  in  his  community;  and  she  had 
never  known  an  unhappy  day  with  him 
— therefore  . . . 

The  night  before  the  wedding  there 
was  a party  at  which  most  of  the  grooms- 
men and  ushers,  not  omitting  the  groom, 
became  pleasantly  exhilarated.  This 
also  was  according  to  custom  and  of- 
fended no  one.  But  about  the  latter  part 
of  the  evening  Sally,  who  was  growing  a 
little  sleepy  and  who  wearied  of  dancing, 
slipped  away  from  the  house  and  down 
to  the  sunken  rose-garden  which  lay  at 
the  foot  of  the  terrace.  There  was  no 
moon,  but  the  sky  was  alive  with  stars. 
Many  a night  she  had  seen  it  so,  and 
now,  for  a time  at  least,  she  was  to  see  it 
no  more.  Who  knows?  She  may  only 
have  wanted  to  say  good-by  to  her  sis- 
ters, the  Duchesse  roses.  In  any  case — 

Through  the  dark  she  went,  and  past 
the  cypress-vine  beside  the  low  stone 
steps.  She  felt  her  way  very  softly,  but 
when  she  came  to  the  clump  of  white 
roses  (that  stood  beside  the  first  sharp 
turn  in  the  path,  once  you  had  entered 
the  garden)  she  bent  her  face  to  the 
masses  of  wet,  pale  bloom  and  caught 
her  breath  in  a little  shaken  sound  that 
might  have  been  a laugh  or  a sigh — or  a 
sob. 
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It  was  not,  however,  a signal,  though 
it  had  all  the  appearance  of  one,  to  a 
darker  more  definite  shadow  a bit  off  the 
path  beside  her. 

Sally  did  not  see  him  till  he  had  his 
arms  about  her — did  not  hear  him  till 
his  voice  was  drawling  pleasantly  in  her 
ear — barely  touched  him  with  two  star- 
tled and  fluttering  white  hands,  before 
he  had  kissed  her.  It  was  not,  at  that, 
an  impersonal  sort  of  kiss. 

His  arms  were  close  and  strong  about 
her  shoulders,  but  strangely  gentle;  his 
cheek,  was  warm  against  her  own;  his 
lips  brushed  her  eyelids  before,  with  a 
low  half-laugh  of  triumph,  they  found 
her  mouth — 

“Trix,  you  darling  . . .!”  he  said  in 
the  most  masterful  drawl  in  the  world. 
There  was  something  about  his  voice — 

Trix  was  the  second  bridesmaid,  an 
arrant  flirt,  and  the  prettiest  girl  in 
Roanoke,  from  which  delectable  spot  she 
had  come  to  help  Sally  get  married 

Sally  struggled,  of  course,  notwith- 
standing which  he  managed  to  kiss  her 
a second  time  before  she  wrenched  her 
small  self  free. 

And  the  second  kiss  was,  if  anything, 
less  impersonal  than  the  first.  Also, 
freedom  was  to  a certain  extent  delayed 
by  the  tangling  of  a strand  of  Sally’s 
soft  hair  about  the  crossed  guns  on  his 
collar. 

Obviously,  Trix  had  been  making  eyes 
at  one  of  the  groomsmen.  It  was  a game 
at  which  she  bore  no  negligible  reputa- 
tion. 

“It  isn’t  Trix,”  said  Sally,  in  a small, 
half-stifled  voice.  “It’s  me — Sally 
Gaines.  Will  you  please  let  me  go — at 
once!” 

There  was,  of  course,  a silence,  fraught 
with  a number  of  things.  Presently  the 
masterful  drawl  began  again,  a little  less 
masterful,  naturally,  full  of  sincere  sur- 
prise, touched  with  apology,  and  touched 
also,  if  the  truth  were  told,  with  a cer- 
tain audacious  humor. 

“ I do  beg  your  pardon.  I’m  sorry — ” 

“That  only  makes  it  worse,  doesn’t 
it?”  asked  Sally,  plaintively. 


She  moved  her  head. 

“Here — ! Please!  You’ll  hurt  your- 
self. . . .’’he  begged,  instantly. 

“It  hurts  right  now,”  murmured 
Sally. 

He  made  a nervous  business  of  disen- 
tangling the  fragrant  web. 

“Your  hair  smells  like  lilacs,”  he  ob- 
served, tentatively. 

“How  nice!”  said  Sally. 

She  was  not  being  worldly  nor  callous 
nor  wise — she  was  only  playing  the  only 
game  she  knew,  in  the  only  way  she 
knew,  as  generations  of  pretty  women, 
her  pampered  forebears,  had  handed  it 
down  to  her. 

The  fragrance  of  dew-wet  roses — than 
which  there  is  no  whiter  magic  in  the 
world — hung  in  the  air.  The  night  was 
still  as  a dream  and  the  stars  were  legion. 
Little  soft  winds  went  whispering  over 
the  rose-bushes.  Up  in  the  big,  white- 
pillared  house  at  the  top  of  the  terrace 
where  Sally  had  been  born,  and  where 
she  had  lived  for  all  of  her  seventeen 
lovely  uncaring  years,  there  were  lights, 
and  people  were  dancing.  The  sound  of 
violins  and  ’cellos  came  down  to  the  rose- 
garden  softly;  like  something  heard,  un- 
certain, and  half  forgotten. 

“I’m  afraid  you’ve  got  yourself  caught 
rather  badly,”  commented  the  voice 
above  Sally’s  head . “I’m  awfully  sorry !” 

“Cut  it,”  said  Sally,  gently. 

“Oh  no!  That  would  be  a shame — ” 

“Haven’t  you  got  a knife?” 

“Of  course  I’ve  got  a knife.” 

“Well,”  Sally  reminded  him,  “I’ve 
got  to  go  back  to  the  house.  I can’t 
stand  here  all  night  like  this.  . . . Be- 
sides, I’ve  lots  of  hair — it  doesn’t  mat- 
ter.” She  made  a shadowy  gesture  of 
decision.  “You  were  expecting — some 
one — weren’t  you,  anyhow?”  she  fin- 
ished, sweetly. 

“I  was — but  I’m  rather  hoping  now 
nobody  ’ll  come.” 

Sally  broke  into  a little-girl  laugh  of 
exquisite  mischief. 

“Cut  me  loose,  then!” 

He  produced  a small  pocket-knife, 
opened  it,  fingered  it  reluctantly — 
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“You’ve  got  such  wonderful  hair — it 
seems  a shame — ” 

“We  can’t  very  well  go  back  to  the 
house  and  ask  somebody  to  untangle  us, 
can  we?” 

He  admitted  that  it  didn’t  seem  feasi- 
ble. 

“And  I’m  getting  awfully  tired,  stand- 
ing sideways  like  this — ” 

“You  poor  little  thing!  I’m  a brute — 
not  to  have  thought — ” 

“And,  besides,”  said  Sally,  pathetic- 
ally, “ I don’t  even  know  which  one  you 
are  . . . the  long  one,  from  Georgia — or 
the  thin  one,  from  New  York — or  the 
very  shy  one — ” 

“I’m  Mark’s  third  or  fourth  cousin, 
Jim  Kerrigan — ” 

“Oh — well,  even  if  you  are — ” 

He  lifted  the  sacrificial  knife  in  rev- 
erent fingers.  “Give  me  the  piece  I 
cut?” 

“Yes,  Cousin  Jim,”  said  Sally,  inno- 
cently. 

“Put  your  head  down,  then,  and  keep 
very  still — ” 

She  thought  he  was  making  a lengthier 
business  of  it  than  he  need  have  done. 
She  stood  with  her  pretty  head  resting 
ever  so  lightly  against  his  shoulder,  and 
once,  just  at  the  end  of  that  extraordi- 
nary moment,  she  thought  she  felt  his 
lips  on  her  hair.  Her  heart  was  beating 
rather  heavily.  She  could  feel  that  his 
was,  too. 

“Hurry,  please!”  said  Sally,  in  a sud- 
den inexplicable  panic.  Her  soft  voice 
shook  a little. 

“It’s  all  right,”  said  Mark’s  third  or 
fourth  cousin,  Jim  Kerrigan,  and  re- 
leased her  very  gently.  Then  he  stood 
looking  down  at  her  through  the  dark- 
ness and  smoothing  something  around 
his  forefinger. 

“It’s  a sort  of  reddish  gold,  isn’t  it?” 
he  asked,  softly.  “ Next  time  I see  you — 
after  to-morrow,  of  course — it  ’ll  prob- 
ably be  a discreet  and  married  brown. 
Seems  rather  a shame,  doesn’t  it?” 

“Suppose  you  take  me  back  to  the 
house,”  Sally  suggested,  airily.  “Then 
you  can  look  for  Trix — and  I can  slip 


away  to  bed.  I’m  awfully  sleepy,  and — 
I’m  going  to  be  married  to-morrow.” 

“Seems  rather  a shame — ” he  said 
again. 

“Are  you  coming?”  asked  Sally.  And 
so  they  went. 

The  rose-garden  lay  lovely  and  silent 
behind  them.  Sally,  like  a little  Lot’s 
wife,  in  white  tulle  and  silvery  laces, 
turned  once,  at  the  edge  of  the  terrace, 
and  flung  it  a dreaming  glance. 

“I  wanted  to  say  good-by  to  my 
roses,”  she  sighed.  “You  know — I was 
bom  here.  ...” 

“Let  me  make  a wish  for  you!”  said 
the  man  beside  her  in  that  oddly  pleas- 
ant drawl  of  his.  He  laid  his  hand  on  her 
slim  white  arm  and  held  her,  smiling 
wistfully,  just  a moment,  back  in  the 
shadows,  away  from  the  lamp-light  and 
laughter  of  the  beckoning  house. 

“May  you  have  roses  wherever  you 
go,”  he  said,  very  low — “and  if  you 
go  too  far  for  that — may  you  find  your 
way  back  to  them!”  Then  he  began  to 
laugh  a little,  and  took  away  his  hand. 
“That’s  a good  wish,”  he  said — “if  you 
only  knew!  All  right — we  go  home  now. 
Aren’t  you  going  to  give  me  even  one 
dance — before  you  run  away?” 

“ I’m  too  sleepy,”  said  Sally.  “ I’ll  see 
you  to-morrow — at  my  wedding.” 

She  left  him,  at  the  foot  of  the  stair- 
case, widening  her  eyes  at  him  when  she 
said  good  night,  in  the  exact  manner 
of  an  adorably  drowsy  child. 

“Don’t  tell  any  one  where  I’ve  gone,” 
she  begged. 

“I  sha’n’t,”  said  Jim  Kerrigan, 
gravely. 

He  stood  very  straight  and  tall  in  his 
white  uniform,  with  a first  lieutenant’s 
single  bar  upon  his  shoulders.  His  brown 
hair  was  smooth  and  shining;  he  had  a 
clean  and,  at  the  moment,  unsmiling 
young  mouth.  There  was  something 
about  his  eyes,  as  there  was  something 
about  his  voice — something  that  ap- 
pealed while  it  compelled.  ... 

“Good  night,”  said  Sally,  softly. 

He  answered  her  more  softly  still: 

“You  mean  good-by.  . ....  .” 
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And  the  next  time  he  saw  her  she  was 
coming  down  those  same  broad,  stately 
stairs,  with  her  arms  full  of  white  roses 
and  her  great-great-grandmother’s  rose- 
point  veil  before  her  shining  eyes. 

At  which  point  the  story  of  Sally 
Gaines  skips  seven  years  or  so.  They  do 
that  sort  of  thing  very  neatly  in  the 
moving-pictures:  “ten  years  later”  an- 
nounces a passionless  cut-in;  the  heroine 
flickers  into  sight  in  a different  gown — 
and  there  you  are!  Life,  unhappily,  is 
not  so  simple.  We  give  or  we  get  with 
each  pitiless  year  that  breaks  over  our 
heads — give  what  we  wanted  most  of 
all  to  keep,  and  get,  nine  times  out  of 
ten,  the  thing  we  thought  to  have  no 
use  for.  Which  isn’t  saying  the  game 
isn’t  worth  the  candle.  However  . . . 

Upon  a lazily  beautiful  morning  in 
October,  about  seven  years  later,  Jim 
Kerrigan  (Major  now,  by  the  grace  of 
God  and  the  exigencies  of  the  War  De- 
partment) stood  on  the  dock  in  Honolulu 
and  watched  the  transport  Sherman 
come  into  port.  He  had  watched  a good 
many  transports  come  into  port  in  his 
time,  and  the  thing  had  no  especial 
charm  for  him.  Moreover,  he  was  wait- 
ing for  a man  whom  he  had  no  insatiable 
desire  to  see — a man  who  bored  him,  but 
to  whom  he  owed  certain  perfunctory 
courtesies,  and  of  whom  he  was  thinking, 
at  the  moment,  with  something  less  than 
pleasure.  The  sky  was  extraordinarily 
blue,  with  powder-puff  clouds  drifting 
over  the  mountains  back  of  the  town. 
The  harbor  waters  were  green  as  jade — 
but  the  Soul  of  any  harbor  is  the  ship 
that  comes  into  it,  and  Kerrigan  re- 
garded the  Sherman  with  disinterested 
eyes. 

“It’s  the  most  hopeless  nuisance,”  he 
was  thinking  to  himself. 

He  scowled  at  the  sunlight,  which  was 
brighter  than  he  liked,  and  thoughts  of  a 
cool,  gray,  overcast  morning  flashed 
across  his  mind  with  a certain  desirabil- 
ity— they  sometimes  do  in  the  semi- 
tropics. 

By  the  time  the  gang-plank  of  the 
Sherman  touched  the  dock  he  had  ad- 


mitted to  himself  an  absolute  dread  of 
the  long  and  undoubtedly  reminiscent 
hours  that  loomed  before  him,  which 
dread  was  unfounded,  after  all.  The  man 
he  had  come  down  to  meet  wasn’t  on 
board.  Kerrigan  found  it  out  inside  of 
five  minutes’  efficient  research.  He  lin- 
gered on  deck,  after  that,  feeling  like  a 
man  reprieved  from  hanging.  And  on 
deck,  with  the  despised  sunlight  about 
her  like  a cloak,  he  came  upon  Sally 
Gaines. 

Some  one  beside  him  said: 

“Well,,  good-by,  Mrs.  Kerrigan — ” 
and  Kerrigan  turned,  very  naturally, 
having  no  wife,  and  knowing  his  name 
when  he  heard  it. 

She  stood,  with  one  hand  on  the  back 
of  a steamer-chair,  the  other  in  the  clasp 
of  the  officer  who  had  said,  “Well,  good- 
by,  Mrs.  Kerrigan — ” and  she  was  no 
more  like  the  little  Sally  Gaines  whom 
Kerrigan  had  kissed  that  night  in  the 
sunken  rose-garden  than  a violet  in  a 
flower-shop  is  like  the  wild  ones  you 
find  on  the  edges  of  streams  in  a south- 
ern February. 

She  was  delicately  pretty,  of  course; 
she  was  well  turned  out  in  the  matter  of 
clothes  and  grooming;  beneath  the  edge 
of  her  small  and  adroitly  simple  hat  her 
hair  was  still  a lovely  reddish  gold;  she 
had  the  charming,  even  coloring  of  a 
Dresden  shepherdess — but  her  smile  was 
only  skin-deep,  and  her  eyes  were  hard. 

“As  hard  as  nails,”  thought  Kerri- 
gan, astoundedly.  “Good  Lord!  . . . 
what  has  she  done  to  herself?” 

But  he  put  out  both  hands  with  a smile 
of  his  own — 

“Sally  Gaines!”  he  said,  quickly. 

Mrs.  Kerrigan  turned,  the  color  flam- 
ing across  her  face.  . . . 

“That’s  real,  at  least,”  thought  Ker- 
rigan. 

And  they  shook  hands,  while  the  man 
who  had  spoken  her  name  at  first  drifted 
away  to  another  group. 

“It  isn’t  really  you?”  said  Kerrigan. 

“Why  not?  And  are  you  sure  it’s 
you?”  she  countered,  coolly. 

“I’m  Jim  Kerrigan—” 
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“I’m  Sally  Gaines — Kerrigan — ” 

“How  long  has  it  been?” 

She  smiled  in  a prettily  perfunctory 
way.  “Seven  years,  more  or  less.” 

“It  seems  absurd,”  said  Kerrigan. 
“You  can’t  be—” 

“ But  I am — seven  years  older,  if 
that’s  what  you  wish  to  convey.  Don’t 
bother  to  put  it  nicely.  Time  is  all  hand- 
of-steel  and  very  little  velvet-glove,  in 
the  Philippines.” 

“Is  that  where  you’ve  been?” 

“The  last  four  years — I’d  no  idea  you 
were  stationed  here.” 

“Been  here  since  June.  Four  years?” 
Kerrigan  looked  a certain  bewilderment. 
“How  did  that  happen?  Three  is  the 
regular  length  of  time — ” 

“ My  husband  died — at  the  end  of  his 
third  year  out  there.  I’m  just  going 
back  to  the  States,  now.  ...” 

“I  see,”  Kerrigan  muttered.  “Poor 
old  Mark!  I’m  sorry — ” 

“Thank  you,”  said  Sally,  evenly.  She 
looked  off  over  the  jade-green  water, 
across  the  masts  of  ships,  thin-etched 
against  the  sky,  across  the  low-hung 
dusty  roofs  of  other  wharves.  Her  eyes 
were  clear  and  cold. 

“Whom  are  you  with?”  asked  Kerri- 
gan, abruptly. 

“No  one.” 

“What  did  you  mean  to  do  to-day? 
You  don’t  sail,  you  know,  till  five  o’clock 
this  evening.” 

“Nothing.” 

“Oh,  good  Lord!” 

“Nothing,”  she  repeated,  smiling. 

“Come  ashore  with  me,  then!” 

She  looked  him  over  languidly.  There 
was  a very  thorough  knowledge  of  men, 
women,  and  affairs  in  the  eyes  of  this 
new  Sally. 

“ Do  you  promise  to  keep  me 
amused?” 

“I  promise  to  try,”  averred  Kerrigan, 
who  was  accustomed  to  a rather  more 
facile  acceptance  of  invitations  when  he 
condescended  to  make  them. 

“It  isn’t  necessarily  the  same  thing,” 
said  Sally.  “Still— ” 

“I’ve  got  my  car  over  yonder.  We 
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might  go  up  to  the  Country  Club  for 
lunch.  I’d  run  you  out  to  Haleiwa,  but 
I’m  afraid  there  isn’t  time.  Then  we 
might  get  in  a swim,  this  afternoon.” 

“I’m  not  awfully  keen  about  swim- 
ming,” mused  Sally. 

“Surfing?”  Kerrigan  exclaimed. 
“You’d  be  crazy  about  it.  ...” 

Curiously,  his  interest  mounted  as  he 
felt  her  slipping  away  from  him.  There 
was  such  an  unbelievable  aloofness  in 
the  curving  of  her  lips,  so  much  of  weari- 
ness in  her  lovely  eyes.  Even  the  move- 
ments of  her  small,  sunburnt  hands 
were  listless  and  without  spontaneity. 

“Oh,  very  well,”  she  said  at  last. 
“Suppose  we  do.  You’ll  have  me  back 
in  time  this  afternoon?” 

Kerrigan  promised. 

She  fetched  a gray-leather  bag  and 
a gray  steamer-coat. 

“It’s  really  rather  nice  to  see  you 
again.” 

“Which  is,”  said  Kerrigan,  thought- 
fully, “ the  first  personal  remark  you  have 
addressed  to  me — after  seven  years.” 

“Almost  a second  Jacob,  aren’t  you?” 
said  Sally,  unkindly. 

It  was  after  twelve  when  they  came  to 
the  Country  Club  and  to  the  intimate 
little  table,  set  in  a corner  of  the  wide 
lanai,  facing  the  mountains,  for  which 
Kerrigan’s  hurried  and  explicit  telephon- 
ing had  provided. 

There  were  a few  other  people  lunch- 
ing there,  golfers  mostly;  a woman  or  so 
— no  one  of  any  visible  importance. 

“ Let’s  see  what  we  want  to  eat,”  Ker- 
rigan suggested,  lightly,  “ then  we  can  go 
back 'and  begin  again  where  we  left  off, 
seven  years  ago — beside  a big  white  rose- 
bush, wasn’t  it?” 

It  was  a lead  not  many  women  would 
have  disdained.  Sally  met  it  with  lifted 
eyebrows  and  the  flicker  of  a smile.' 

“Did  you  ever  find  Trix?”  she  won- 
dered. “And  what  was  it  all  about?  I 
meant  to  find  out  next  day  . . . but 
what  with  the  wedding  and  all  that.  . . . 
Trix  was  a cunning  thing,  wasn’t  she? 
She  married  a man  from  Georgia.  How 
did  that  happen?” 
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Kerrigan  grinned  unexpectedly  above 
the  luncheon-card.  “How  should  I 
know?” 

“Weren’t  you  in  love  with  her?” 

“Not  that  I remember.” 

“But  you  kissed — ” 

“ It  wasn’t  Trix  I kissed,”  he  reminded 
her,  pleasantly. 

“Still,  after  all,”  said  Sally,  no  less 
pleasantly,  “it’s  the  intention  that 
counts,  isn’t  it?  You  meant  it  for  Trix — 
or  so  one  gathered.”  She  turned  a deli- 
cate profile  while  the  waiter  came  and 
went. 

“I  fancy  Trix  slew  her  thousands,” 
Kerrigan  observed,  a little  later. 

“ I dare  say  she  did.  I’ve  always  been 
sorry  she  didn’t  include  you  that  night.” 

“What  d’you  mean?”  inquired  Ker- 
rigan, busy  with  his  grape-fruit. 

“Why,  it  was  too  bad  she  shouldn’t 
have  known,  wasn’t  it?  That  you  sur- 
rendered. There’s  always  a certain  satis- 
faction in  seeing  the  man — ” 

“Oh,  good  Lord!”  said  Kerrigan,  in 
his  accustomed  phrase.  “I  wonder  if 
you  realize — ” 

“How  hard  I’ve  gotten?  Yes,”  said 
Sally  Gaines,  “I  realize  it  perfectly. 
May  I have  the  salt?  I haven’t  eaten 
fresh  celery  in  months.” 

They  looked  at  each  other  across  the 
little  table,  with  its  flaming  hibiscus 
flowers,  its  green-and-white  china,  and 
its  stiffly  clean  cloth,  until  one  pair  of 
eyes  darkened  and  turned  away. 

That  pair  was  not  Sally’s. 

“ May  I have  the  salt?”  she  repeated, 
in  a plaintive  monotone. 

Outside  the  shadow  of  the  club-house 
roof,  green  turf  stretched  far  and  smooth 
in  the  sunlight.  Back  of  the  turf  rose 
hills,  stark  and  bronze,  beneath  a mist 
of  young  trees.  The  sky  hung  brazenly 
clear,  and  away  from  the  hills  the  valley 
ran  gently  to  the  sea. 

“It’s  really  a lovely  place,  isn’t  it?” 
suggested  Sally,  hands  linked  on  the 
table  before  her,  eyes  tiredly  amused, 
mouth  wary.  . . . 

“Listen!”  said  Kerrigan,  abruptly. 
“Let’s  stop  all  this  fencing  and  come 


down  to  cases.  We’ve  only  got  two  or 
three  hours,  at  best,  before  your  boat 
sails.  What’s  the  good  of  frittering  it 
away  as  if  I were  going  to  see  you  again 
at  a dance  to-night,  or  go  swimming 
with  you  to-morrow.  I haven’t  seen  you 
in  seven  years — I might  not  see  you 
again  for  seven  more — ” 

“And  much  you’d  care  if  you  didn’t, 
so  why  the  melodramatics?”  inquired 
Sally,  sweetly.  She  brushed  the  back  of 
his  hand  with  one  sophisticated  finger- 
tip, and  smiled  into  his  annoyed  eyes. 

“You’re  changed — you’re  absolutely 
different — ” Kerrigan  broke  out 
sharply. 

“You  know  nothing  at  all  about  it,” 
said  Sally,  “having  known  me  just  one 
night — seven  years  ago,  at  that.” 

“You  were  the  sweetest,  most  un- 
worldly child — ” 

“What  am  I now?” 

She  was  not  looking  at  him,  but  at  the 
tracery  she  was  weaving  on  the  table- 
cloth with  one  faintly  pink  finger-nail. 

“You’re  a mighty  pretty  woman,” 
said  Kerrigan,  slowly,  “but  hard  as — 
ice.” 

“Or  nails,”  said  Sally,  stifling  a curi- 
ous little  smile.  “Why  don’t  you  say 
nails?  It’s  what  you’re  thinking — and 
it’s  what  I am.” 

“I’m  not  so  sure  of  that.  Ice  melts. 
Nails  don’t.” 

“ You  think  I might  melt,  under  auspi- 
cious circumstances?”  The  curl  of  her 
lip  was  not  encouraging. 

“I  keep  remembering — ” 

“Please  don’t!”  said  Sally,  bruskly. 
“I  wish  you  wouldn’t.” 

They  finished  the  meal  in  compara- 
tive silence.  When  they  were  once  more 
in  Kerrigan’s  low-slung  roadster,  he 
faced  her  resolutely. 

“Sally — I want  to  talk  to  you.  I’m 
going  to  take  you  over  on  the  other  side 
of  the  island,  to  a little  beach  I know, 
where  you  won’t  see  a soul  but  the  sand- 
crabs — and  where — well,  where  we  can 
talk.  I’ve  got  to  know  about  you — or 
wish  I’d  never  seen  you — one  of  the 
two—” 
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“You  cherish  your  peace  of  mind, 
don’t  you?”  she  asked  him,  without  a 
vestige  of  interest.  “You’ll  get  me  back 
in  time  for  my  boat,  of  course?” 

Kerrigan  said  that  he  would.  He 
drove  her  at  a rather  reckless  speed 
over  the  Pali  and  down  the  winding 
shadow-flecked  road  on  the  other  side. 

“It’s  extraordinary  scenery,”  he  ob- 
served in  passing,  “ but  I dare  say  you’re 
fed  up  with  that  sort  of  thing.” 

Sally  said  that  she  was. 

They  came  at  last  to  Kerrigan’s  beach, 
a strip  of  ivory  sand  melting  into  a 
lazy  and  murmurous  sea  of  a fairy-tale 
blue.  Back  of  the  beach,  fringing  it,  in 
fact,  were  wild  almond-trees,  thick  set 
with  wide,  dark,  shining,  crimson-edged 
leaves.  And  back  of  the  almond-trees, 
back  of  the  empty  road,  back  of  the 
empty  world,  were  mountains — naked 
and  dark  and  grim. 

“We’re  only  about  an  hour  out  of 
town,  but  we  might  as  well  be  east  of  the 
sun  and  west  of  the  moon,”  said  Kerri- 
gan, quietly. 

He  took  Sally  down  upon  the  beach 
and  spread  a rug  for  her  to  sit  on;  flung 
himself  down  beside  her.  The  sunlight 
struck  odd  gleams  of  bronze  from  his 
bared  dark  head.  His  mouth  was  older 
but  no  less  clean  than  the  mouth  of  that 
young  Jim  Kerrigan  who  had  said  good- 
by  to  Sally  the  night  before  her  wedding, 
seven  years  ago.  When  he  spoke,  it  was 
the  same  compelling  drawl,  only  Sally 
did  not  look  at  him  now.  She  was  twist- 
ing a bit  of  dry  seaweed — twisting  it 
between  small,  shaking  fingers— and  her 
eyes  were  busy  with  the  far  horizon. 

“Sally,”  said  Kerrigan,  very  gently, 
“go  on — tell  me  about  it!” 

“What  do  you  want  to  know?”  asked 
Sally. 

“Who  did  it?” 

“He  did.” 

Kerrigan  swore  softly  beneath  his 
breath.  “Not  Mark  — not  your  hus- 
band!” 

She  looked  at  him  straight,  with  eyes 
from  which  the  last  of  the  old,  sweet, 
childish  Sally  seemed  gone  forever. 


“You  knew  him.  You  must  have 
known  what  he  was  like — ” 

“Why  he  drank  a bit,  of  course,”  said 
Kerrigan,  reluctantly.  “He  was  decent 
enough  when  he  was  sober — ” 

“Exactly,”  said  Sally.  “Well,  he  was 
almost  never  sober — that  was  all — the 
last  four  years.  For  that  matter” — her 
voice  steadied  itself  with  difficulty — “he 
was — drunk — the  night  of  my  wedding- 
day.  I — I didn’t  begin — very  happily. 
And  the  tropics — finished  it.  They  do 
...  of  course  . . . for  that  sort — of 
man.”  She  tore  the  piece  of  seaweed 
across  and  threw  it  away.  “I’ve  always 
remembered  you''  she  added,  folding  her 
hands  tightly  together  in  her  lap,  “be- 
cause you  were  the  last  clean,  decent, 
young  thing  in  my  life — before  I be- 
longed to  him.” 

“ What  a shame — what  a rotten 
shame!”  said  Kerrigan,  presently. 

“Yes — wasn’t  it?”  said  Sally.  She 
added,  in  a voice  from  which  youth  had 
somehow  curiously  departed:  “It  was 
such  a waste,  you  see — apart  from  any 
other  consideration,  because  I think  I 
should  have  made  him  a good  wife — with 
half  a chance.  All  the  women  of  my 
family  have  been  good  wives.  There’s 
never  been  a divorced  woman  in  the  lot 
. . . which  made  it  a little  bit  worse  for 
me  . . . because  I couldn’t  tell  them 
anything — at  home.  I had  to  stick  it  out, 
by  myself.  ...” 

“You  mean  they  don’t  know — ” 
“Didn’t  know,”  she  corrected  him, 
quietly.  “My  mother  died  two  years 
ago.  She  used  to  write  him  the  most 
beautiful  letters  in  her  pretty,  old-fash- 
ioned handwriting,  beginning  ‘My  dear- 
est son — ’”  A quiver  passed  over  the 
soft  chin,  the  dark  eyes  closed  for  an 
instant.  “She’d  have  wanted  to  kill  him 
with  her  two  hands,”  said  Sally,  un- 
steadily— “if  she’d  known  what  he  did 
for  me.  You  see — I was  the  youngest — 
She  used  to  call  me  her — baby — ” 

“Sally — !”  The  name  broke  from 
Kerrigan  almost  like  a groan.  He  caught 
her  clenched  fingers  in  his — 

“Please  don’t!”  said  Sally,  tiredly. 

Original  fro-m 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  b' 


Google 


532 


HARPER’S  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE 


“ I don’t  want  to  ciy.  It  doesn’t  get  you 
anywhere.  I’ve  done  enough  of  it.” 

She  freed  her  hand  with  a hard  little 
laugh. 

■“I’ve  done  all  the  crying  I’m  ever 
going  to  do,”  said  Sally  Gaines,  “for  any 
man.  After  he  died  I stayed  out  there 
a year — one  whole,  long,  endless  year, 
pulling  myself  together — to  go  back  into 
my  old  world.  There  was  a woman — 
You  know  Mrs.  Shaffer?” 

“I  know  the  colonel,”  said  Kerrigan. 

“Well — I lived  with  them,  this  last 
ten  months.  I wasn’t  very  well — just  at 
first.  She  wouldn’t  let  me  go  back. 
She’s  the  sweetest  woman  in  the  world. 
She  made  me  sleep  and  eat,  and  that’s 
all  that—” 

“God  bless  her!”  said  Kerrigan,  very 
kw. 

Sally  drew  a long  breath,  setting  her 
teeth  together  hard. 

“Maybe  an  older  woman  might  have 
been  able  to  make  it  come  out  right — I 
couldn’t,”  she  said.  “I — I was  too  des- 
perately frightened — and  unhappy — at 
first.  Afterward— he  took  a sort  of  dis- 
like to  me — when  he  was  drinking.  And 
when  we  got  out  to  the  Philippines — the 
place  seemed  to — to  draw  out  that  side 
of  him.” 

“Drinking?”  said  Kerrigan,  grimly. 

“And  women,”  said  Sally.  The  word 
left  her  lips  with  an  unutterable  distaste. 

“ I don’t  see  how  he  got  away  with  it,” 
the  man  beside  her  offered,  slowly — 
“considering  his  rank — ” 

“Oh,  he  was  careful  enough!”  said 
Sally.  “People  knew,  of  course — but  it 
wasn’t  a conspicuous  fact — unless  you 
happened  to  be  living  with  him — as  I 
was.  ...” 

“Don’t!”  said  Kerrigan,  sharply. 

“Why  not?”  asked  Sally.  She  smiled 
faintly.  Then  she  unbuttoned  the  sleeve 
of  her  thin  white  blouse  and  pushed  it 
up  above  the  elbow.  There  was  a ragged, 
triangular  scar,  where  the  soft  arm 
rounded  to  the  shoulder. 

“He  threw  a spur  at  me  one  night — ” 

Kerrigan  got  to  his  feet  and  walked 
away  from  her.  He  stood  when  he  came 


to  the  nearest  wild  almond,  looking  out 
to  sea,  his  arms  tightly  folded. 

“Come  back!”  said  Sally,  presently. 
“I’ve  finished.  I’m  not  going  to  harrow 
your  feelings  any  further.  I shouldn’t 
have  told  you,  of  course — it  wasn’t  very 
sporting  of  me — but  you  asked,  didn’t 
you?” 

Kerrigan  came  back  and  knelt  down 
upon  the  sand  before  her,  taking  her  two 
chilly  little  hands  in  his. 

“Curse  him!”  he  said,  huskily.  . . . 

“And  that,  like  crying,”  said  Sally, 
wearily,  “gets  one  nowhere.  He’s  dead, 
you  see — he  died  quite  respectably  of 
pneumonia — a queer  thing  to  have  in  the 
tropics — wasn’t  it?  His  heart  wouldn’t 
stand  it — ” 

She  smiled  when  Kerrigan  put  his  lips 
to  her  fingers. 

“Now  you,”  she  said,  pleasantly. 
“What  have  you  been  doing — since  you 
wished  me  roses  wherever  I went — I’ve 
often  thought  of  that.  . . . My  father’s 
living  with  my  eldest  sister,  in  Rich- 
mond, you  know.  The  old  place  is 
rented — to  some  very  rich  man  from  up 
North.  The  rose-garden  is  probably 
beautifully  taken  care  of — which  it  never 
was  in  my  time — and  I’m  sure  the  house 
is  steam-heated.  Do  you  remember  the 
big  open  fireplaces — ” 

“Sally,”  said  Kerrigan,  “are  you 
afraid  to  look  at  me?” 

Sally  lifted  dark  eyes,  burning.  “I 
hate  sympathy.  You’re  sorry  for  me — 
but  you  are  not  to  say  so.  I forbid  it. 
I don’t  know  why  I told  you — anything 
— except  that  you’re — kinfolks  . . . sort 
of  . . . and  seeing  you,  like  this  ...” 

Her  voice  broke  over  the  homely 
phrase,  broke  and  steadied  again. 

“Please  help  me  up!  I’m  sure  it’s 
time  for  us  to  be  starting  back — ” 

Kerrigan  got  up,  helped  her  to  her 
feet,  and  put  both  arms  about  her. 

“Sally — you  told  me  because  I made 
you — ” He  caught  her  two  small  hands 
that  were  fending  him  off,  and  held  them 
close  against  his  heart.  “You  told  me 
because  you’ve  never  forgotten — ” 

Sally  laughed.  It  was  the  merest  ner- 
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vous  ripple.  He  dropped  her  hands  and 
stood  away  from  her  instantly. 

The  sunlight  fell  through  the  branches 
of  the  wild  almond-trees  and  made  a 
broken  pattern  on  the  sand.  The  sea  was 
smooth  as  silk.  It  purred,  in  the  silence, 
like  all  the  cats  of  a sleeping  world. 

“What  time  is  it,  if  you  please?” 
asked  Sally,  smoothing  her  hair. 

Kerrigan  looked  at  his  watch.  His 
eyes  were  inscrutable. 

“Just  half  past  three — anything  you 
want  to  do  in  town?” 

“Nothing,  thank  you.” 

“Then  we’ve  plenty  of  time.  Got  all 
your  belongings?” 

“I  think  so.” 

“Suppose  we  move  on,  then.” 

They  went  back  to  the  car,  and  spoke 
very  little  on  the  way  in  to  town. 

Once  Kerrigan  apologized  for  the  road. 

“It  doesn’t  matter,”  said  Sally,  “and 
I’ve  had  a wonderful  day — really.” 
Later  she  asked  him,  thoughtfully, 
“ Shall  you  be  out  here,  for  long?” 

“Probably  two  or  three  years,”  said 
Kerrigan,  evenly,  “unless  we  go  into 
the  war,  in  which  case,  with  any  sort  of 
luck,  I might  get  to  France.” 

“Do  you  think  we  shall  go  in?” 

“God  knows — I hope  so!”  said  Ker- 
rigan, curtly. 

They  crossed  the  Pali  and  drove 
through  the  town,  drowsing  in  afternoon 
warmth;  the  dock  was  crowded,  over- 
hung with  a lucent  haze  of  dust. 

“It  looks  rather  hot  and  dusty  and 
uninteresting  after  your  beautiful  beach 
— doesn’t  it?”  Sally  suggested,  lan- 
guidly. 

Kerrigan  said,  carefully,  his  hand 
steady  on  the  wheel,  his  eyes  on  the 
street  ahead: 

“ Let’s  get  away  from  here,  then ! I’ll 
drive  you  up  the  Diamond  Head  road. 
You  can  watch  the  transport  off  from 
there — ” 

“And  then  what?”  inquired  Sally, 
mockingly. 

“Then,”  Kerrigan  told  her,  without 
the  flicker  of  an  eyelash,  “ we  could  come 
back  into  town  and  be  married.” 


“Are  you  proposing  to  me,  Jim?” 

“To  the  best  of  my  ability,”  said  Ker- 
rigan. 

“Why?”  asked  Sally,  curiously. 

“ Do  you  want  me  to  tell  you,  here  and 
now?” 

She  nodded,  the  glimmer  of  a smile  in 
her  sideways  look. 

“All  right,”  said  Kerrigan,  “the  spot’s 
a bit  public,  but  it’s  up  to  you.  I love 
you — I want  you  to — ” 

A flame  of  color  swept  the  face  at  his 
shoulder;  Sally’s  smile  vanished,  from 
eyes  suddenly  blinded. 

“Please — please!”  she  begged.  . . . 
Then,  with  an  exquisite  break  in  her 
voice,  “Oh,  Jim — do  you?” 

Kerrigan  said  nothing  more.  He  sat 
with  one  hand  clenched  tight  upon  the 
rim  of  the  wheel,  his  own  eyes  steady 
upon  his  long,  brown  fingers. 

“All  my  clothes  are  on  the  boat,”  said 
Sally,  at  last,  in  a small,  shaken  voice. 

“I’ll  buy  you  some  clothes,”  drawled 
Kerrigan,  without  looking  up. 

“And  my  money — ” 

“His  money — you’d  never  need  that 
any  more — thank  God !” 

People  and  machines  slid  past  them. 
Sally’s  hand  stole  up,  tight  clenched,  to 
lie  above  her  heart — where  the  ice  was 
breaking. 

“Jim,”  she  whispered — “you  don’t 
know  what  you’re  doing.  Suppose  I 
cared — suppose  I — ” 

“ Look  at  me !”  said  Kerrigan,  very  low. 

When  she  lifted  her  heavy  lashes  he 
closed  his  hand  about  the  hand  upon  her 
breast — the  ice  was  going  fast! 

“Little  Sally  Gaines,”  he  said,  pas- 
sionately quiet,  “you  were  mine  all 
along — only  we  didn’t  know  it — ” 

Sally  stifled  a sob. 

“I  dreamed  about  you  that  night — 
oh,  the  nights  I’ve  dreamed  about  you !” 
All  at  once  she  turned  her  hand  within 
his  hold,  opening  it,  palm  to  palm  with 
an  ineffable  gesture  of  surrender. 

“Which  way,”  she  inquired,  youngly, 
“is  the  Diamond  Head  road?” 

And  her  eyes  were  the  eyes  of  the  girl 
in  the  rose-garden. 
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I AM  aware  that  the  title  of  this  article 
is  an  outrage.  Its  collocation  of  op- 
posites amounts  to  profanity.  The  asso- 
ciation of  the  cheapest  form  of  speed 
with  one  of  the  most  distinguished  of 
American  solitudes  is  at  least  an  in- 
congruity. One  might  indeed  plead  the 
example  of  the  immortal  author  of  Inno- 
cents Abroad , who  visited  various  Euro- 
pean shrines  in  a similar  cursory  manner, 
“doing”  St.  Peters  and  Jerusalem  alike 
with  a time-schedule  in  his  hand,  and 
ticking  off  show-places  and  celebrities 
with  the  like  irreverent  rapidity.  But 
then  to  Mark  Twain  all  things  are  very 
properly  forgiven.  And  perhaps,  too, 
to  have  loved  and  lost  the  Berkshires  in 
a jitney  is  better  than  never  to  have 
seen  the  Berkshires  at  all.  Doubtless 
the  Artist  and  I,  who  are  neither  of  us 
dead  to  all  esthetic  feelings,  would  have 
preferred  to  have  traveled  through  the 
Berkshires  by  stage-coach,  or,  better 
still,  to  have  loitered  through  them, 
knapsack  on  shoulder  and  hickory  stick 
in  hand.  Of  course,  to  walk  through 
them  thus  at  one’s  leisure  is  the  proper 
way.  The  silence  that  is  among  the 
lonely  hills  is  hardly  to  be  appreciated, 
it  may  naturally  be  thought,  on  the  fly. 
To  any  such  slow,  solemn  growths  of 
Time — or,  one  should  rather  say,  Eter- 
nity— as  Greylock  one  should  bring  a 
like  deliberate  contemplativeness  of  ob- 
servation, a Wordsworthian  slowness 
and  depth  of  emotional  acknowledg- 
ment; for  anything  that  has  taken  so 
long  to  make,  whether  it  be  the  hills  and 
lakes  of  Westmoreland,  or  the  hills  and 
lakes  and  rivers  of  the  Berkshires,  or  be 
it  merely  some  quiet  masterpiece  of 
man’s  own  patient,  prayerful  art,  is  not 
rightly  to  be  enjoyed  and  honored  in  one 


swift  tasting  moment.  All  the  same,  it 
is  not  possible  to  devote  the  lifetime  each 
deserves  to  the  many  masterpieces  of 
God  and  man  with  which  the  world  is 
enriched,  and  even  a rapid  glance  at 
some  of  them  may  bring  a harvest  to  the 
eye  and  the  spirit  neither  so  negligible 
nor  so  disrespectful  as,  at  first  sound, 
may  seem.  A glimpse  of  sublimities 
sometimes  caught  from  a rapidly  moving 
train  has  often  a value  that  lasts  a life- 
time, something  of  the  phantasmagoric 
intensity  of  swift-changing  dreams.  It 
is  equally  possible  to  look  too  long  at 
lovely  and  noble  things,  and  here  per- 
haps also  the  half  is  sometimes  better 
than  the  whole. 

Such  an  apologia  I would  make,  such 
a tentative  justification,  for  “doing” 
the  sacred  Berkshires  in  a jitney.  And 
I would  add  that  the  trip  was  made  more 
for  the  fun  of  a tour  de  force  than  from 
any  lack  of  understanding  that  the  way 
Bryant  and  Longfellow  and  Holmes  and 
Hawthorne  and  Thoreau  knew  the  Berk- 
shires— not  by  jitney — is,  of  course,  the 
only  real  way.  Some  day  I promise 
myself  to  know  Monument  Mountain 
and  Icy  Glen,  the  Stockbridge  Bowl, 
Green  River,  October  Mountain,  and  the 
rest,  the  way  they  knew  them,  to  climb 
the  hills  I only  gazed  at  from  my  seat 
on  our  thundering  sight-seeing  monster, 
and  to  know  the  Hoosac  and  Housatonic 
Rivers  for  more  than  moving  gleams  and 
glories  of  picturesque  waters. 

Meanwhile,  I will  take  courage  to  con- 
fess the  unregenerate  “modem”  pleas- 
ure I found  in  snatching  a fearful  joy 
where  I know  full  well  I should  have 
made  a long  and  lingering  pilgrimage. 
There  is,  after  all,  a certain  piquancy  of 
contrast  in  surprising  Quiet  at  full 
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speed,  though  a certain  vulgarity  in  the 
invasion  must,  I fear,  be  also  acknowl- 
edged. It  is  a form  of  reaping  where  one 
has  not  sown,  and  I am  not  sure  that  the 
robberies  of  slow-growing  peace  we  thus 
make  in  our  violent  passage  should  be 
forgiven.  I am  sure  that  the  anglers  one 
thus  disturbs  by  lonely  stream-sides  are 
the  last  to  forgive  us — those  professional 
lovers  of  Quiet.  A greater  contrast  than 
that  between  an  angler  and  a jitney  is 
probably  not  to  be  found  in  nature.  As 
we  speed  furiously  by  him  he  seems  a 
symbolic  figure  of  nature’s  own  delib- 
erate way  of  doing  things — “too  great 
for  haste,  too  high  for  rivalry.”  He 
casts  us  a glance  of  contempt  as  he  looks 
up  a moment  from  the  baiting  of  his 
hook.  By  the  time  he  leisurely  swings 
it  out  into  the  stream  we  shall  be  out  of 
sight  again,  and  the  tranquillity  thus 
momentarily  ruffled  will  settle  back  once 
more  about  him,  as  the  surface  of  a pool 
smoothes  itself  out  healingly  after  the 
irruption  of  a stone.  But,  though  he  re- 
gards us  as  his  natural  enemies,  for  us, 
unknowing,  he  has  proved  a friend,  a 
salutary  symbol  of  poise  and  quiet  pleas- 
ures, in  a fevered,  speed-distraught, 
world.  Had  the  jitney  but  given  us 
time,  we  might  have  called  out  to  him 
Arnold’s  admonition  to  his  “Scholar 
Gipsy”: 

But  fly  our  paths,  our  feverish  contact  fly! 

For  strong  the  infection  of  our  mental 
strife, 

Which,  though  it  gives  no  bliss,  yet 
spoils  for  rest; 

And  we  should  win  thee  from  thy  own  fair 
life. 

Like  us  distracted,  and  like  us  unblest. 

But  all  this  is  to  mqralize  in  advance, 
and  it  is  time  to  begin  our  trip  through 
the  Berkshires  at  the  beginning.  The 
first  step  was  to  catch  the  night  boat 
from  New  York  to  Albany,  in  itself  a 
pleasant  adventure,  one  of  those  easily 
accessible  adventures  into  the  wilder- 
ness which  I wonder  New  - Yorkers  do 
not  oftener  take.  No  great  city  has  such 
a door  of  escape  into  such  noble  refresh- 
ments of  solitude  as  the  Hudson  affords 


the  too  regardless  citizens  of  New  York. 
At  the  price  of  so  small  an  exertion  a 
man  may  close  his  office  desk,  and  in 
little  more  than  an  hour  afterward  be 
with  “the  huge  and  thoughtful  night” 
under  the  looming  majesties  of  the  High- 
lands. Probably  the  trip  is  not  fre- 
quently taken  in  this  lofty,  philosophic 
spirit.  Albany  as  a place  of  pilgrimage 
has  little  in  common  with  Chaucer’s 
Canterbury,  and  the  pilgrims  drawn  to 
its  lofty  dome  are  seldom  poetic  or  ideal- 
istic in  their  leanings.  As  a matter  of 
fact,  indeed,  that  grandiose  thorough- 
fare of  the  Hudson  is,  as  we  know,  all 
too  prosaically  employed  by  the  polit- 
ical and  layman  elements  of  humanity, 
though  the  name  of  one  of  its  steamship 
lines  suggests  a certain  connection  with 
romance.  Yet  human  beings  do  not 
need  consciously  to  seek  edification  to 
obtain  it.  Though  one  is  being  carried 
up  that  solemn  waterway  merely  in  the 
interests  of  some  bill  which  is  to  be  put 
through  at  the  Capitol  on  the  morrow; 
or  though  we  have  merely  embarked  for 
the  sake  of  having  a good  time  in  the 
restaurant,  with  lobster  d la  Newburg 
and  popping  corks,  yet  the  great  pres- 
ences that  hold  the  big  floating  cara- 
vansary in  the  hollow  of  their  hands  do 
not  fail  to  pervade  its  garish  saloons  with 
an  elemental  breath,  and  the  spirits  of 
the  waste  press  near'  the  lighted  win- 
dows, and,  for  him  who  paces  the  deck 
with  the  night  and  a lonely  cigar,  are 
to  be  heard  calling  and  whispering  very 
near  at  hand.  Even  that  business, 
pleasure  - seeking  boat  is  invaded  by 
them,  and  the  most  prosaic  or  frivolous 
nature  cannot  quite  escape  the  touch  of 
their  strangeness  upon  the  heart. 

One  recently  added  “ modern  ” feature 
of  the  trip,  of  which,  I presume,  the  shade 
t>f  N.  P.  Willis  scarcely  approves — the 
searchlight  revelations  of  the  sleeping 
banks — gave  me,  I own,  a profane  satis- 
faction. Searchlights  are  in  themselves 
beautiful  things,  and  their  intrusiveness 
in  illuminating  with  vivid  finger  scenes 
that  night  has  covered  up  with  her  man- 
tle of  country  rest,  while  an  undoubted 
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violation  of  riparian  rights,  with  some- 
thing in  it,  too,  of  sacrilege,  maybe,  has 
ah  undeniable  appeal  to  the  imagination. 
Suddenly  out  of  a patch  of  darkness  is 
created  as  by  magic  a whole  toy  village, 
with  its  church  spire  nestling  among 
trees,  gables,  and  the  little  empty  village 
street,  flung  into  radiance,  with  hard, 
bright  details  as  in  some  brilliant  poster. 
Ruthlessly  it  searches  each  sleeping  win- 
dow— one  can  all  but  see  the  sleepers 
between  the  blankets  inside — flits  here 
and  there,  with  the  startling  effect  of  a 
magic-lantern  slide,  as  though  throwing 
a picture  on  to  the  banks,  rather  than 
revealing  one;  then  suddenly  leaves  the 
little  discovered  village  to  its  peace 
again,  to  light  up  next  a lonely  upland 
field  where  the  mown  hay  lies  in  mounds 
as  the  harvesters  left  them  at  sundown — 
with  the  idle  reaping-machine  standing 
there  clearer  far  than  in  the  daylight. 
And  over  all  a curious  expression  of  the 
whole  countryside  lying  under  a spell, 
the  spell  of  an  enchanted  sleep. 

But  presently  the  showman  closed  his 
magic  apparatus  for  the  night,  and  I, 
too,  turned  in  to  sleep,  and  with  the 
morning  came  Albany,  and  my  friend, 
the  Artist,  waiting  for  me  at  the  gang- 
way. The  jitney  for  Pittsfield,  he  said, 
would  be  starting  in  a few  minutes.  Al- 
ready the  passengers  were  climbing  into 
their  places,  and,  as  it  proved,  we  were 
only  just  in  time  to  secure  the  last  two 
seats,  by  the  side  of — the  driver,  I was 
about  to  say,  but,  of  course,  and  alas! 
I mean  the  chauffeur.  We  had  the  box- 
seat.  But  how  different  from  the  box- 
seat  of  other  days — as  De  Quincey  and 
Dickens  and  Washington  Irving,  or 
Mark  Twain  knew  it.  There  is  no  use 
denying  that  the  human  scene  has  suf- 
fered a distressing  loss  in  the  passing 
away  of  the  old  coachman,  cabby,  and 
stage-driver,  and  the  coming  of  that  very 
cheap  substitute,  the  chauffeur.  The 
horse,  so  to  speak,  is  a human  animal, 
and  all  men  that  deal  with  horses,  now, 
alas!  a dwindling  minimum,  are,  what- 
ever the  reason,  attractively  human  as 
no  other  set  of  men  are.  The  care  of  and 


constant  companionship  with  automo- 
biles have  no  such  influence.  It  is  a 
case,  I suppose,  of  the  dyer’s  hand.  The 
man  who  handles  a machine  becomes 
machine-like  himself,  hard  and  clever 
and  cold,  with  little  of  that  milk — or  you 
may  say  rum — of  human  kindness  which 
has  always  run  in  the  veins  of  the  men 
who  deal  with  horses.  I have  even  no- 
tlfced  in  men,  once  coachmen  and  stage- 
drivers,  whom  the  necessity  of  changed 
times  has  transformed  into  chauffeurs,  a 
marked  deterioration  in  the  old  kindly 
human  qualities.  They  have  caught  the 
contagion  of  their  new  calling,  and  that 
milk  of  human  kindness  seems  to  have 
turned  into  gasolene. 

So  it  is  vain  to  pretend  that  the  chauf- 
feur of  our  Pittsfield  “coach,”  as  we 
tried  to  think  of  it,  was  anything  of  a 
“character,”  anything  but  a smart 
young  mechanician  with  a chauffeur’s  li- 
cense. Of  the  country  he  drove  us 
through  he  seemed  to  know  little  and 
care  less,  and  we  soon  gave  up  asking 
him  questions  which  he  either  couldn’t 
or  didn’t  care  to  answer;  questions 
which,  had  we  been  behind  four  spank- 
ing bays,  with  a much  overcoated  stage- 
driver  at  our  side,  would  have  evoked  a 
stream  of  quaint  comment  and  racy 
stories.  As  it  was,  we  sat,  as  on  a swiftly 
propelled  platform,  and  looked  out  on 
the  country  hurtling  past  us,  limited  to 
such  satisfaction  as  it  gave  our  eyes, 
and  knowing  little  more  about  it  than 
that  it  was  made  up  of  rather  usual- 
looking fields  and  trees.  As  a matter  of 
fact,  the  country  between  Albany  and 
Pittsfield  is  not  very  striking  in  its  char- 
acter— just  prosperous,  rather  prosaic, 
rolling  farm  land,  and  the  broad,  straight 
business-like  road  which  for  the  greater 
part  of  the  way  sweeps  through  it  does 
little  to  help  it  out  in  picturesqueness. 
Far  off,  indeed,  in  the  distance,  our  eyes 
were  gladdened  by  rounded  and  soaring 
outlines  which  told  us  that  we  were  ap- 
proaching our  promised  land,  and,  as 
Albany  fell  farther  behind  us  and  Pitts- 
field drew  nearer,  the  smoothed  and 
rolled  aspect  of  the  landscape  began  to 
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give  way  to  more  rugged  and  friendly 
pastures,  arid  the  roadside  to  \>e  fringed 
with  very  old  and  beautiful  willows — 
trees  that,  more  than  any  other,  give  a 
sense  of  quaint  age  to  a countryside. 
The  road  itself,  too,  began  to  grow  less 
itneompromi si ngly  straight,  and  gen- 
erally we  began  to  feel  that  we  were 
getting  into  "the  country  ” at  last,  as 
distinct  from  miles  of  prim,  scientifically 


and  “baited”  our  ear  with  more  gaso- 
lene. Our  new  chauffeur  was  a big, 
rough  country  fellow,  who  drove  un- 
ceremoniously without  hat,  coat,  or 
waistcoat — just  shirt,  pants,  and  one 
suspender  for  his  costume.  Once  more 
recall  that  old  pomp  of  beaver  hat  and 
innumerable  capes  on  the  box-seat!  He, 
as  I said,  proved  a little  more  human. 
Something  of  the  kindness  of  the  stable 
still  clung  to  him,  and  he 
was  able  to  gossip  a little 
with  us  about  the  country 
we  were  passing  through. 


WHITE  iUUaiES  OF  THE  OUEEN  MOUNTAINS 


tilled  farms.  Also  something  more  hu- 
man in  the  shape  of  a chauffeur  joined 
us  at  what  would  in  old  times  have  been 
called  a baiting-place,  but  now  was 
merely  a sort  of  junction  for  jitneys,  mid 
where,  instead  of  making  a change  of 
horses,  we  made  a change  of  chauffeurs. 


achosb  -'TtHsa.fi  Fields  . «*as  ewooitr' tub  battle  of  d ENrxrs, gtox 


named  "The  Wendell, ’*  after  his.  sturdy 
grandfather,  JjM.ob  Wendell.  Then  in 
East  Street  there  still  stands  the  old 
house  ttihere  Longfellow  wrote  “The 
Old  f lock  no  the  Stairs,”  with  the  old 
clock  stilt  in  it.  Herman:  Melville,  too, 
lived  near  by  at  Arrowhead;  ah«  Haw- 
thorne 


that  finds  the  “Tales  of  st  Way  sale  Inn”  thorne  — “hint  even”  — once  took  the 
still  the  most  eomt)a»jiOmdiie of  narrative  road  itetween  Pittsfield  and  North 
poetry,  and  regards  Bryant  as  a poet  Ad;ints  hy  stftgtveoHfhf  as  weWere  now 
of  nature  whom  Wordsworth  would I,  have  about  to  take  if  by  trolley  , 
gratefully  tetfdgaized,  as  an  invobmlaty  Yt^  j I lennied  at  Pittefield  that  the 

disciple.,  there  was  no  little  of  a thrill  rest  of  our  pnarney  was  to  he  by  trolley, 
in  the  ihotigTtt  that  these  friendly  inere  Erroneuiistyyi  had  thought  tfaatil  was 
tors  of  opes  boyhood  luid  once  ajfjiypt  tp  be  by  jitney'  all  tin:  way.  and  to  this 
aboul  this  pleasant  little  city  as  h«-  extent ' the .title  of  this  artiefe  is  mislead-: 
manly  as  the  folk  just,  at  the  moment  lag.  Yet  I have  hopes  that  the  reader 
i crossing  the  street,  still  alive,  and  «»-  ' will  sympathize  with  the  Artist  and  me 
immortal.  Why,  IWistkld  is  actually  h\  the  satisfaction.  we  found  in  the 
ths*  scene  of  EUie  1Vt«jsr*  .whfehT  sup-  rfiknge ;-tif  vniuefe;  and I hope  I may  be 
pn.se  no  one  reads  tbit  Which  I happen  able  to  convey  to  him,  too,  the  surpris- 
yividly  to  tePteteb»?r»:  ffiid'  the  kindly  mg  sense'  of  the  ttwlley  gave 

little  doctor  lived: for  a while  within  two  us  after  our  three  hours  in  the  jitney, 
miles  of  the  city-  One  of  Hie  most  re-  Tune,  oven,  twtw.1*  • faster  nowadays 
speetable  hotels  hi  a city  Where,  of  than  heretofore,  and.  therefore,  an- 
oourse,  all  hotels:  are  respw  tabled  lis  tiquify  h a thing  of .’quicker  growth. 
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Even  h trolley  at  express  speed  bus  Great  Seal  of  England  which.  James  II 
already  .something  nf  a venerable  air;  dropped  wbo  • th£ 'Thames  on-  Ids  flight 
something  human  and  comforting  about  to  France.  “ Watch  for  the  Bed  Seal” 
it.  We  have  been  used  to  long  that  .is  the  "kg* nd”  on  the  folder;  and  as 
it  has  eorufi  to  have  stinreUiing  of  the  you  wind  tthppt  the  tfaeks  that  once 
chami  of  the  atage-<?oaeb,  or,  at  least,  were  Indian  trails  you  suddenly  catch 
the  ^omnibus.”  So.  with  * : welcome  sight  of  tali,  white-painted  -jHfsts,  bea'r- 
sen.se  of  safety  from  recytut  sci^ntltvc.  in-  ing  a sort  of  St  Andrew’s  Gros.s  ou  which 
ventions;  we  stepped  into  thy,  m to  «ty<.  appears  a red  disk,  something  like  a 
Ipy-clad  tmlley  of  the  Iferfeldne  Street  circular  saw,  or  those  large  adhesive 
Railway  Company,  at  E»*t  Street,  and  wafers  which  English  lawyers  affix  to 
proceeded  to  jog  along  at  forty  mites  or  their  pjvrchments.  Each  of  these  smirks 
so  an  hour  right  into  the  heart  of  the  some  spot  where  some  great  man  or 
hills,  lulls  doming,  sw  iftly  into  real  tnomv  woman  <nr  soitr;  great  deed 

tains,  hills  and  streams  and  lakes,  nod  has  beep  done.  "■'*  Pause,  Stranger,”  st 
all  thick  .with  memories,  in  which.  with  says,  Mh»sr  here  ...”  though  l am 
an  original  combination  of  the  hoimd  to  the  trolley  does  not 

and  business  senses,  few  winch  drur  ir^ui  pause.  You  .catch  a whiff  pf  iwmiortal- 
Scarcely  he  too  grateful,  the  Berkshire  by  as-  ym  p«#s  --^fter.  ?dh  M $ sjiid.  it 
Street  Railway  Company  te  manifested  is  hut - Inntxvtibi  AhtmdA  little  ** sjieeded 
an  sntkpuirian  solicitude  which  would  tip” — and  that  is  all  the  vsmtpany  can 
delight  the  shade  of  Waiter  Scott.  When  afford  to  give  yogat  a fate  so  reasonable 
you  step  aboard  die  ■."ear  you  arc  pre-  ips  thirty  cents  for  almost  its  many  miles, 
sented  with  a blue  folder  with  a two-  Yet.  there  were  one  or  two  places 
inch-diameter  red  iwal.  suggesting  that  maxfchd  with  - ' the  lied  Seal  ”— of  im- 
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whence  the  road  leads  to  Dalton,  where 
paper  has  been  made  for  over  a century, 
and  where  the  paper  of  our  dollar  and 
five-dollar  bills  is  manufactured  for  the 
United  States  Government.  Among 
those  lonely  hills  and  to  the  song  of  those 
mountain  streams  is  the  paper  money 
of  the  United  States  so  innocently  cre- 
ated. The  spot,  too,  winch  marks  the 
dividing  line  between  the  water-sheds  of 
the  Housatonic  and  the  Hoosac  Rivers, 


mortality — where  I should  have  liked  to 
have  the  opportunity  of  stopping;  and, 
if  I may  make  a suggestion  to  the 
Berkshire  Street  Railway  Company, 
which,  so  far  as  it  goes,  has  so  wisely 
conceived  of  its  “territory”  as  a his- 
torical museum,  I would  say  that  even 
its  shareholders  would  profit  by  its  issu- 
ing “stop-off”  transfers  at  one  or  two 
points  of  its  rapid  pilgrimage.  I could 
bear  to  speed  by  Coltsville,  for  instance. 
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I could  pass  with  comparative  calm.  But  ready,  if  so  minded,  to  rummage  the 
the  lane  that  leads  to  Lanesboro  Village,  files  of  Sunday  supplements  and  disap- 
where  Josh  Billings  was  born,  gave  me  a pearing  magazines.  You  have  still  for 
real  pang  to  pass  so  swiftly  by.  Had  I audience  and  immortality  the  morning 
only  been  able  to  read  the  “ Red  Seal”  laughter  of  the  Berkshire  Hills, 
sign  quickly  enough,  I should  certainly  As  a Cheshire  man,  I should  have 
have  pulled  the  cord  and  been  set  down  liked,  too,  to  stop  off  for  a while  at  the 

cozy  little  village  of  Cheshire, 
for,  like  all  the  towns 

and  villages  of  the  Berk- 
^*reSv  us  ^ie  general  land- 
scape  of  the  Berkshire  hilts 
themselves,  it  had  so  English 
a *°°k  that  it  was  difficult 
to  believe  that  one  was  not 
back  home  again  in  that 
fBfo  pretty  and  comfortable  Eng- 

1 ish  county.  Only  an  Eng- 


tavern  of  that  name — the 
tavern  where  *■  the  great 
lexicographer”  lorded  it  in. 
his  great  arm-chair,  and 
when,  in  a day,  as  he  would 
have  considered,  of  smaller 
men  and  degenerate  talents, 
the  fragile  Ernest  Dowson 
read  for  the  first  time,  to  his 
fellows  of  the  Rhymers’  Club, 
his  poem,  “Cynara,”  a poem 
different  indeed  from  the 
great  doctors  poem  on  “The  Vanity 
of  Human  Wishes,”  and  ‘‘London,” 
but  a poem  perhaps  more  secure  of  im- 
mortality among  the  great  lyric  poems  of 
England-  I mention  the  old  tavern 
merely  to  emphasize  that  the  cheese  of 
Cheshire  had,  as  it  still  has,  a national 
importance,  rivaled  only  by  the  cheese  of 
Devonshire.  There  is  an  element  of 
pathos,  therefore,  in  the  tribute  which 
the  colonists  of  Cheshire,  Massachusetts, 
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by  the  roadside,  among  the  silences  of 
the  hilts,  to  walk  leisurely,  and  with  that 
grave  reflectiveness  of  mood  which  only 
the  memory  of  Yorick  evokes  in  any 
land.  Alas!  poor  Yorick,  your  imitators 
are  paid  a dollar  a word  where  you  were 
paid  scarcely  a cent.  You  planted  the 
seed  for  all  to  grow  the  flower.  Yet,  who 
cares? — you  least  of  all.  The  Berkshire 
Hills  are  your  monument  and  remem- 
brancer. For  your  imitators  one  has  al- 
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offered  to  Thnapts  Jefferson  in  !$>!,  brings  back  tuemorie.s  of  that  early 
Like  Ati&tole  FrkuceV  juggler,  they  manulaetunti|r  Enifhuid  from  w’hWi 
could  thiuJc  of  only  one  way . to  honor  Amertr-uj  oumstriahsm  Iranicd  its  first 
him.  They  did  for  him  the  one  thing  fat  til  lessons.  (ireyiiK-k.  the  Mont  Bhdie 
they  knew  supremely  how  to  dd.  They  of  the.  Berkshire^,  is  bed  appnatehed 
knew  how  to  make  cheese.  -Sti'  they  from  iTieyhire  by  a,  tnul  of  sootf*  fonr 
molded  in  a eider-pressS  y cheese  weighing  miles;  though  one  does  not  get  a really 
1,535  pounds,  made  from  milk  eoll^etad  good  view  of  it  till  one  has  passed 
in  cniC  day  from  the  On-shire  dairies,  had  Adams,  a little  town  which,  in  its  name, 
ii  battled  by  oxen  to  Hudson  ferry,  and  deliberately  changed  in  1778  from  East 
earned  thence  lo  VVadiiugtrm.  In  those  liuoaack,  still  honors  the  wise  and  c-ouvn« 
days  fheshire  made  as  much  as  k2O0,«XW)  ge*>us  Samuel  Adams,  whose  insistent 
pounds  *>f  cheese  hnijuaUy.  but  now  for  common  sense  and  sturdy  resolution 
cheese  slid  fwts  sulistituted  iroo  ore,  and  were  among  the  -*nod ; rtwwaswbne.  of  the 
sand  for  glares -Umking,  one  of  the  busiest  driving  forces  behind  the  HeciaratioU  of 
industries  m the  fioosac  Valley.  IndcjwMidenoe. 

At  GbeshMowc:  feel  for  i he  first  time  A little  Wycaid  Adam^  tfiew  is  a lane 
what  Oja-  might  e>.U  the  “smell”  of  the  entrance  to  which  U marked  eon- 
mountains.  and  about.  one  is  the  sound  spseuoU.dv  by  tbo  Bid  Seal,  and  perhaps 
of  mountain  streams  runuiiig  lonely  fin  » of  ail  plivei  s of  pilgriimige  in  the  Bcrk- 
tories  by  their  power,  as  oiie  hegrs  them  shires  this  lane  iv  that  at  which  most  of 
in  cotton  - spinning  Lancashire*  in  Eng~  u*  nowadays  would  wish  to  stop,  for  up 
laud,  close  by  the  spurs  of!  lu*  Yorkshire  this  lane  the  old  house  still  stands  in 
wolds— for  ail  this  part  of  the  Berkshires  which  was  born  the  chief  fighter  in  an- 
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other  war  of  independence — Susan  B. 
Anthony,  one  of  those  half  a dozen 
fighting  - women  who  demanded  and 
prophesied  woman  suffrage  when  even 
to  raise  the  question  meant  a real  fight — 
a fight,  not  a parade.  Just  beyond  this 
illustrious  lane-end  one  at  last  sees  Grey- 
lock,  “unmixed  with  baser  matter.”  It 
is,  they  say,  but  3,505  feet  high,  but  for 
me  that  trigonometrical  knowledge  in  no 
wise  added  to,  or  detracted  from,  the 
impression  made  upon  me  of  a sacred 
hill  that  might  well  dominate  the  lives  of 
generations  bom  and  dying  beneath  its 
shadow.  I recalled  Thoreau:  “It  were 
as  well  to  be  educated  in  the  shadow  of 
a mountain  as  in  more  classical  shades. 
Some  will  remember,  no  doubt,  not  only 
that  they  went  to  the  college,  but  that 
they  went  to  the  mountain.” 

Thoreau  was  thinking  of  Williams 
College,  which  later  we  were  to  visit. 
Meanwhile  the  trolley  was  resolutely 
climbing  foot-hills,  and  rounding  rocky 
comers,  and  making  rapid  pictures  of 
long-skirted  hills  and  a broad,  flat  val- 
ley, which  narrowed,  as  three  states 
prepared  to  meet  together  at  one  point 
— Vermont,  Massachusetts,  and*’ New 
York. 

Before  we  reached  that  point,  how- 
ever, we  had  left  the  trolley  at  North 
Adams  and  started  to  walk  to  Williams- 
town  and  Williams  College.  North 
Adams  has  the  real  savor  of  a mountain 
town,  a mill  town,  the  hills  at  its  back, 
and  the  working  river  at  its  feet.  As  we 
walked  through  it,  and  on  toward  Will- 
iamstown,  a thunder-storm  threw  purple 
mantles  across  the  hills  and  jagged  with 
lightning  and  wild  summer  rain  the 
August  day.  We  took  shelter  on  a 
bridge,  overshadowed  with  maples,  the 
Hoosac  River  running  beneath  it,  and 
it  was  not  till  the  storm  had  subsided 
and  we  were  once  more  on  our  way  that 
we  realized  that  we  had  just  crossed  the 
Old  Mohawk  Trail,  the  ford  in  the 
Hoosac  River  used  by  the  Indians  of  the 
Five  Nations  on  their  trips  from  the 
Hudson  to  the  Connecticut. 

Memories  which  are  familiar  to  every 
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American  school  - boy  that  loves  the 
heroes  of  his  country  crowded  about  us 
as  we  took  our  way  toward  Williams- 
town,  where  our  chief  destination  was, 
naturally,  Williams  College,  towered 
over  by  Mount  Williams,  the  college  and 
the  mountain  alike  keeping  green  the 
memory  of  Col.  Ephraim  Williams,  who 
also  built  that  brave  little  Fort  Massa- 
chusetts which,  one  hundred  and  seventy 
Augusts  ago,  almost  to  the  very  day  on 
which  we  walked  by  the  meadows  where 
it  once  stood,  now  a place  of  peace  and 
waving  corn,  was  captured  and  de- 
stroyed by  General  Vaudreuil,  with 
eight  hundred  French  regulars  and  In- 
dians— its  brave  defenders,  including 
women  and  children,  being  marched 
away  to  Canada.  Williams  College  it- 
self was  very  quiet  with  its  green  lawns 
and  old  buildings,  as  all  universities  are 
in  vacation-time,  as  the. Artist  and  I 
sauntered  about  it  that  afternoon,  our 
thoughts  of  Bryant,  who  had  once  called 
it  “Gulielmopolis,”  and  of  its  great 
president,  Mark  Hopkins,  being  quite 
uninterrupted  by  the  presence  of  living 
undergraduates.  Mark  Hopkins  seems 
to  have  been  one  of  those  great  school- 
masters whom  one  thinks  of  in  the  same 
class  as  Arnold  of  Rugby;  and  not 
Arnold  himself  has  better  stated  the  true 
principle  of  the  difficult  art  of  educating 
the  young  than  he  in  his  famous  address 
to  the  alumni  in  1843.  “They  have 
come  from  the  yeomanry  of  the  coun- 
try,” he  said,  “from  the  plow  and  the 
workshops,  with  clean  heads,  and  firm 
nerves,  and  industrious  habits,  and  un- 
perverted tastes — in  need,  it  may  be,  of 
polish,  but  susceptible  of  the  highest. 

. . . The  progress  of  knowledge  and  im- 
provement is  like  the  gradual  accumu- 
lation of  a pile  to  which  every  scholar 
may  be  expected  to  add  something,  as 
every  Indian  is  said  to  have  laid  a 
stone  upon  the  pile  at  the  foot  of  Monu- 
ment Mountain,  but  in  other  respects 
it  is  more  like  the  progress  of  a fire 
which  is  set  at  certain  points  and  spreads 
on  every  side.  Luther,  and  Bacon,  and 
Newton,  and  Carey,  and  Samuel  T. 
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Mills  set  fires,  and  he  who  does  this  to 
any  extent  does  something  for  the  race, 
even  though  that  which  kindled  the 
blaze  was  but  a spark  and  was  lost  in  the 
brightness  and  the  glow  of  the  succeed- 
ing conflagration.  . . . The  teacher  is  to 
make  Nature  the  principle,  and,  as  far 
as  possible,  is  to  let  Nature  do  her  own 
teaching.  . . . Here  are  the  means  and 
apparatus  to  do  this  fully,  and  your 
course  loses  the  character  of  mere  book- 
learning. 

“The  student  is  led  to  direct  com- 
munion with  Nature  and  with  Nature’s. 
God,  and  though  you  do  not  advance 
science  immediately,  yet  you  kindle 
fires.  You  incorporate  your  course 
into  -the  very  being.  You  awake 
thoughts  and  feeling  ‘that  shall  perish 
never.’  ” 

From  Williams  town  we  took  the  trol- 
ley once  more,  making  for  Bennington, 
where  we  arrived  about  dusk.  Lexing- 
ton is  hardly  more  significant  in  the 
story  of  the  American  Revolution  than 
Bennington.  The  old  bridge  at  the 
northern  end  of  which  Col.  Ethan  Allen 
posted  his  Bennington  Sentinels,  “the 
Green  Mountain  Boys”  of  Vermont,  to 
defy  the  King’s  writ  of  Sheriff  Ten  Eyck, 
is  still  there  to  be  mused  over  by  the 
pilgrim,  and  it  is  hard  to  realize,  as  in 
other  such  quiet  places  of  green  pastures 
and  still  waters,  how  serious  and  violent 
a spot  it  was  on  July  29,  1771. 

Colonel  Allen’s  proclamation,  in  an- 
swer to  that  of  Governor  Tryon  of  New 
York  of  a reward  of  £150  for  his  capture, 
and  of  £50  for  the  capture  of  each  of  his 
captains,  is  still  a delight. 

Printed  sentences  of  death  [said  he]  are 
not  very  alarming.  ...  If  the  governor 
sends  his  executioners,  they  have  only  to  try 
the  titles  to  see  who  shall  prove  the  criminals 
and  die  first;  and  if  the  authorities  of  New 
York  insist  upon  killing  us  to  take  possession 
of  our  vineyards,  come  on,  we  are  ready  with 
a game  of  scalping  with  them. 


On  the  way  to  Bennington  the  trolley 
had  allowed  us  a glimpse  of  the  White 
Oaks  Road  up  which,  the  historian  of 
“the  Red  Seal”  reminded  us,  the  Ben- 
nington men  had  marched  in  August, 
1777,  to  fight  the  British  at  Barrington. 
Two  months  after,  Burgoyne’s  men  had 
walked  along  the  same  road  as  prisoners 
of  war.  One  feels  that  Nature,  roads  and 
hills,  and  bridges  and  rivers  and  past- 
ures, should  herself  show  some  marks  of 
the  passage  of  events  like  this.  But,  as 
the  passage  of  Hannibal  across  the  Alps 
has  left  those  august  watchers  without  a 
wrinkle  across  their  brows,  so  is  it  with 
Bennington  and  the  roads  once  so  loud 
with  “the  drums  and  tramplings”  of  a 
tyranny  that  in  vain  marched  against 
free  men. 

At  Bennington  the  weather  had 
turned  so  decidedly  against  us,  with 
great  mantles  of  rain  across  the  hills,  and 
sweeping  mists,  and  falling  twilight,  that 
we  decided  we  had  seen  all  there 
was  to  see  of  the  Berkshires  in  that  day. 
So  we  boarded  a quaint  little  steam-car, 
and  coasted,  rather  by  the  force  of  grav- 
ity than  steam,  to  Petersburg  Junction, 
where. we  caught  a train,  dropping  the 
Artist  at  Hoosac  and  taking  me  on  to 
Troy,  whence  I managed  to  complete 
the  circle  of  catching  the  night  boat  from 
Albany  to  New  York.  As  I arrived  there 
at  breakfast-time,  and  saw  subways  and 
trolleys  and  overhead  railways  pouring 
forth  their  swarms  of  hurrying  men  and 
women,  I looked  into  the  tired  and 
anxious  faces  and  realized  that  even  so 
swift  and  unceremonious  a pilgrimage  as 
I had  just  made  into  the  quiet  heart  of 
nature  was  better  than  nothing;  for  not 
even  all  the  clamor  of  crowds  and  the 
clangor  of  steam-drills  could  drown  for 
me  the  sound  of  mountain  rivers,  or  rob 
me  of  the  huge  friendship  of  Greylock 
laying  a hand  of  reassurance  on  my 
shoulder,  as  I once  more  stepped  out 
into  a smaller  world. 
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ONCE  upon  a time  he  bad  been 
white;  you  knew  that.  Gazing 
down  idly  from  the  eminence  of  the 
Royal  Mail  in  some  azure  roadstead  of 
the  islands,  you  may  have  seen  him  gaz- 
ing back  at  you  as  idly  from  the  blister- 
ing deck  of  his  schooner. 

As  long  as  you  cared  to  stare  at  him, 
he  stared  at  you.  He  had  nothing  else 
to  do.  He  would  be  waiting  for  lighters 
and  lighter-boys,  his  business  inter- 
rupted by  the  coming  of  your  huge, 
smoke-grimed,  iron-skinned  6owi-ship 
from  the  north;  waiting  silently  and 
without  pain  till  God  chose  to  move  you 
on  again  over  the  purple  rim  of  the 
world — as  one  learns  to  wait  in  the 
Caribbees. 

Or  again,  you  may  have  seen  him  as  I 
saw  him  once,  passing  across  the  trade- 
wind  in  the  swift  splendor  of  a tropic 
dusk,  his  sails  amazingly  pink  against  a 
sea  colored  like  a peacock’s  breast,  his 
deck-load  of  fruit — limes  and  mangoes 
and  shaddock  from  the  Guiana  river- 
bottoms — giving  back  the  level  rays  in  a 
thousand  tones  of  vert  and  chrome,  a 
negro,  his  blue-black  torso  naked  to  the 
waist,  standing  at  the  wheel  behind  him, 
and  another  as  red  as  raw  gold  paring 
yams  on  the  house.  Like  another  argosy 
of  gold  and  gossamer  she  passed  swiftly 
away  and  vanished  in  the  deepening 
shadows  where  the  mountain  of  Grenada 
burned,  faint  and  fainter,  above  the  on- 
rushing  night. 

And  to  the  last,  1 am  sure,  Johnson 
leaned  there  unstirring,  his  forearms 
crossed  on  his  sleeping-box  and  his  large, 
brown,  heavy-lidded  eyes  fixed  upon  us 
with  an  expression  of  somnolent  disdain. 
He  had  been  a white  man  once  upon 


a time,  and  in  his  own  country  he  had 
loved  and  been  beloved  of  a woman. 
Frailty  was  her  name.  It  had  taken  him 
an  absurdly  long  time  to  find  this  out. 
He  might  have  done  something  violent. 
In  place  of  that  he  vanished.  First  there 
was  the  briefest  sort  of  an  interview,  in 
which  he  pointed  out  to  her  with  a pas- 
sionate and  prophetic  clarity  the  inev- 
itable course  of  all  her  future  career,  and 
then,  as  I say,  he  vanished,  quietly,  com- 
pletely, and  came  away  to  be  a white 
man  all  alone.  Had  you  told  him  now 
that  he  was  no  better  than  a Quashie 
black  man,  that  already  he  had  fallen 
under  another,  the  darker  and  yet  more 
blighting  dominion  of  a ship,  I am  sure 
he  would  have  laughed  at  you. 

As  to  the  schooner,  she,  too,  was  an 
exile.  I cannot  say  where  she  had  come 
from,  precisely,  but  from  the  curve  of  her 
cutwater  and  the  set  of  her  masts,  divid- 
ing the  room  fairly,  like  the  eyes  in  a 
man’s  face,  I can  make  a guess  that  in 
her  early  days  she  had  gone  home  to 
Provincetown  or  Gloucester  with  her 
black  hull  full  of  groundfish  and  the  rime 
of  the  Georgias  frosting  her  bows. 

But  now  she  was  white,  as  white  as  a 
northern  snowbank  from  water  to  tops, 
as  befits  an  exile  trading  in  the  islands  of 
pitiless  light.  He  kept  her  well,  that 
must  be  admitted.  He  used  to  say  of  her 
that  many  men  had  had  her;  that  now, 
when  the  charm  of  her  youth  was  gone 
and  she  had  come  to  him  in  a far  land 
where  no  one  knew  her,  a bit  the  worse 
for  wear,  just  a bit  passe,  you  under- 
stand, he  would  be  good  to  her.  And  as 
he  said  this  he  allowed  a faintly  ironical 
smile  to  play  about  the  comers  of  his  lips 
and  shrugged  his  shoulders  ever  so 
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slightly,  as  if  he  were  thinking  perhaps 
not  quite  of  her,  but  of  some  one  else. 

A ship,  at  best,  is  a queer  kind  of 
woman.  I.am  inclined  to  believe  there 
was  never  a queerer  one  than  this 
schooner  of  Johnson’s.  Lovely,  yes; 
illogical,  crochety,  stubborn,  and  (as  it 
turned  out)  infinitely  jealous.  One  has 
heard  of  man-killing  ships,  of  ships  with 
a taste  for  a certain  wind  and  a distinct 
aversion  to  all  others,  of  ships  willing  and 
unwilling,  faithful,  treacherous,  and  of 
ships  prone  to  nostalgia.  But  I,  at  least, 
have  never  heard  of  another  craft  that, 
taking  an*  unaccountable  dislike  to  a 
certain  place,  refused  consistently  there- 
after to  be  lured  or  dragged  or  driven 
into  the  neighborhood  of  that  place. 

Call  it  coincidence,  if  you  will.  John- 
son did,  at  first.  But  the  fact  remains 
that  for  a space  ranging  upward  of  fif- 
teen months  the  British  island  of  Do- 
minica was  dropped  from  the  schooner’s 
more  or  less  regular  route  of  call;  the 
cocoa-palms  parading  the  beach  looked 
out  no  longer  in  the  dawn  to  find  her 
slim,  snowy  presence  at  rest  upon  the 
mirror  of  the  roadstead,  nor  was  the 
voice  of  “Bigboy”  Johnson  heard  again 
over  the  tinkling  glasses  in  the  green, 
sepulchral  cavern  of  Sutro’s  warehouse 
on  the  quay  at  Roseau. 

Neither  was  it  any  fault  of  Johnson’s, 
nor  of  his  factor’s.  Indeed,  Sutro’s  last 
words  as  he  stood  on  the  beach  were,  “I 
say,  old  man,  you  won’t  fail  me?”  And 
to  him,  from  the  dinghy  that  drew  away 
swiftly  under  the  strong  oar-strokes  of 
black  Siza  and  gold-red  ’Ti  Josef,  John- 
son’s words  came  rolling  back:  “My 
word  on  it,  Sutro!  Look  for  me  the  first 
week  in  July!” 

When  it  came  as  far  as  the  third  week  in 
July,  the  factor  took  himself  to  the  corru- 
gated-iron cable-office.  But  send  where 
he  might — Bridgetown,  French  Islands — 
Port  of  Spain — no  one  could  give  him 
news  of  Johnson  and  the  schooner.  None 
of  them  was  aware  that  at  that  moment, 
in  the  blind,  white  loneliness  of  the 
Grenadines,  Johnson  and  his  boys  were 
“sweating  blood”  to  get  the  vessel  off 


the  sandy  beach  where,  most  unaccount- 
ably, on  the  brightest  of  moqplit  nights, 
she  had  somehow  managed  to  run  herself 
aground. 

Late  that  year,  toward  the  end  of  the 
rains,  Sutro  sent  a cablegram  which 
found  Johnson  lying  behind  the  mole  at 
Bridgetown,  Barbados.  It  read: 

Important  you  should  call  here  earliest 
opportunity. 

The  same  evening  he  had  an  answer: 

Am  sailing  immediately. — Johnson. 

It  is  not  a long  run  from  Barbados — sixty 
hours  at  the  worst.  Little  more  than 
that  had  elapsed  when  he  received  the 
wire: 

Disabled;  have  put  in  Fort-d  e-France. 

The  factor  began  to  lose  patience. 
Three  days  later  the  cable  gave  him  to 
know,  briefly,  that  Johnson,  with  a 
broken  steering-gear,  had  taken  a tow 
back  to  Barbados. 

Once  after  that,  when  winter  was  gone 
and  the  rains  set  in  again,  Sutro  went  up 
the  pig-littered  alley  to  the  cable-office. 

Most  important  you  should  call  here 
immediately. 

he  sent  into  the  unknown. 

Immediately. 

This  time  Johnson  answered  from  the 
water-front  at  Demerara  in  British 
Guiana,  on  the  mainland: 

Just  now  loading  jute  for  Dominica.  Will 
sail  in  three  days. 

And  this  time  it  was  the  whip-end  of 
the  spring  hurricane  that  caught  him 
off  the  coast  of  St.  Vincent  and  sent  the 
schooner  limping  home,  ragged  and 
splintered,  and  her  cargo  fit  only  for  the 
ministrations  of  the  underwriters,  .into 
the  basin  at  Bridgetown. 

This  time,  at  least,  you  will  say  it  was 
not  her  fault.  A matter  of  coincidence, 
pure  and  simple,  a catastrophe  which 
would  have  occurred  to  the  schooner  had 
she  been  steering  to  any  one  of  a dozen 
other  islands  in  the  archipelago.  ...  I 
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am  sure  Johnson  called  it  nothing  but 
that  as  yet.  No,  as  yet  his  proud,  dis- 
dainful spirit  would  “have  no  truck  with 
niggers.”  He  probably  laughed  to  him- 
self in  that  indolent,  sardonic  way  of  his 
as,  lying  full  length  on  the  deck-house 
through  the  watches  of  a white  night,  he 
listened  to  *Ti  Josef,  the  red  boy  from 
Catholic  Guadeloupe,  and  John  Bull,  the 
brown  boy  from  Episcopalian  Grenada, 
comparing  murmurous  theories  and  sus- 
picions in  the  waist  below  him. 

The  good  Protestant  expressed  it  as 
his  opinion  that  the  island  had  been 
“dressed”;  that  some  old  black  witch- 
doctor had  set  a sorcery  against  the 
schooner’s  coming — a long,  low,  heath- 
en-hearted rigamarole  of  “Obeah-bags” 
and  “spell-water”  and  the  bodies  of 
drowned  cockroaches.  . . . 

At  all  of  this  the  good  Catholic  would 
shake  his  head,  and  lift  his  eyes  to  the 
topsails  swimming  small  and  pale  against 
the  moonstruck  sky.  And  then,  moved, 
perchance,  by  a sense  of  her  soaring  and 
majestic  mien,  he  would  begin  to  recite 
the  dogma  of  the  “devil-woman” — 
La  Guiablesse. 

As  he  spoke,  making  the  sign  of  the 
cross  from  time  to  time  over  his  naked 
breast,  his  voice  seemed  to  emerge  by 
degrees  from  his  throat  and  hang  before 
his  palate,  advancing  and  receding  in  the 
bony  roof  of  his  mouth  with  a monoto- 
nous beat  of  syllables,  like  the  rhythm  of 
a wide  and  shallow  drum  pounding  in 
the  heart  of  a jungle  night.  . . . 

And  one  saw  the  tall,  sleek,  satiny 
woman,  the  goblin  - woman,  moving 
soundlessly  in  the  white  hush  of 
noon.  . . . 

"La  Guiablesse ! Ah  oui!" 

Squatting  on  the  moonlit  deck,  his 
gold-red  body  swaying  slowly,  his  head 
thrown  back,  and  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
gossamer  flesh  of  that  towering  and  lone- 
ly creature,  the  ship,  the  grandchild  of 
the  Congo  repeated  it  again  and  again: 
"La  Guiablesse!  La  Guiablesse!” 

Johnson,  sprawled  on  the  house, 
laughed  silently  to  himself  and  shook 
his  large,  unkempt  head,  as  much  as  to 


say,  “Can  you  beat  that,  now?  A 
white  man  will  never  be  able  to  get  at 
the  bottom  of  these  children  of  darkness 
— never!” 

But  once,  when  on  a night  like  this 
the  schooner  was  standing  north  for 
Marie  Galante,  and  a little  to  the  west 
of  them  Dominica  itself  lay  outspread 
in  full,  pale  view.  Johnson  forgot  to 
laugh. 

He  had  been  watching  it  for  an  hour, 
perhaps,  his  eyes  half  closed  and  his  chin 
propped  in  the  heels  of  his  hands. 
Buried  in  fancy,  he  had  been  thinking 
how  like  an  animal  it  looked,  sleeping 
there  on  the  sea;  one  protruding,  velvet 
hip,  a gaunt  barrel,  a high  bulwark  of 
shoulder,  a short,  thick  paw  shielding 
the  slumbering  head.  Beyond  the  veil  of 
his  reverie  the  voice  of  Ti  Josef  carried 
on  and  on,  advancing  and  receding, 
touching  with  its  colorless  and  insidious 
pulsations  the  nervous  fibers  of  the  man 
who  had  been  white.  . . . 

Johnson  roused  himself  with  a half- 
strangled  oath  and  thrust  his  head  over 
the  edge  of  the  house 

“Quit  it!”  he  yelled.  “I  tell  you,  quit 
it!” 

In  the  bland  light  he  saw  their  faces 
lifted,  their  thick,  brown  lips  half  parted, 
their  disconcerted  eyes  scrutinizing  him 
palely. 

“Good  God  Almighty!  All  this  infer- 
nal clap-trap!  This  jungle-nigger  babble 
that  never  ends !” 

His  discomfort  increased; 

“Look  here!  I’ve  had  enough  of  it. 
I’ll  show  you.  When  we’re  cleared  in 
Marie  Galante  I’ll  bring  her  back  here 
and  go  in  to  that  island.  Under- 
stand? I’ll  run  her  into  the  roads  there, 
fair  and  square,  and  we’ll  hear  the  end 
of  this.  Now  that’s  enough!” 

Turning  away,  he  rolled  over  on  his 
back  again  and  stared  at  the  sky.  His 
face  reddened  slowly  under  its  tan. 

“Say!”  he  muttered.  “I’ll' be  getting 
as  bad  as  a nigger.” 

He  was  ashamed  of  himself  without 
quite  knowing  why,  and  altogether  un- 
comfortable. 
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“What  the  devil?  What’s  ailing  me?” 

I have  the  story  of  what  happened  in 
Demerara  six  months  later  from  a man 
named  Malverde.  Malverde,  a mulatto, 
half  - owner  and  manager  of  a large 
chandlery  establishment  in  River  Street, 
is  a person  of  education  and  of  consid- 
erable native  acumen.  Of  his  shrewdness 
in  the  way  of  judging  character  it  is 
enough  to  say,  perhaps,  that  he  has 
prospered  in  a credit  business  on  a tropi- 
cal river.  When  he  says  that  there  had 
been  a great  change  in  Johnson  since 
his  last  appearance  in  the  river  (some 
eight  or  nine  months  before)  one  may 
be  sure  he  knows  what  he  is  talking 
about. 

He  says  he  was  shocked.  After  the 
custom,  he  had  Johnson  up  to  the  cool 
Captains’  Room  on  the  second  floor  of  his 
emporium.  There,  ministered  to  by  the 
soft-footed  China  boy,  it  was  their  habit 
to  talk,  lazily  and  at  large,  surrounded 
by  the  wide,  uneasy  hush  of  the  city 
noon,  toying  half-heartedly  with  the 
mist-rimed  glasses  of  lime-and-rum  till 
the  breeze  sprang  up  again  and  business 
affairs  became  tolerable. 

Malverde  had  always  liked  Johnson; 
that  is  to  say,  he  had  always  trusted  him, 
admired  him,  and  perhaps  envied  him  a 
little  that  quality  of  aloof  disdain,  of 
cool  and  painless  separation  from  the 
ambitions  and  complexities  of  life,. and 
especially  from  that  particular  group  of 
human  aspirations  conveniently  sym- 
bolized in  “wine,  women,  and  song.” 

“But  he  was  not  the  same  chap,  sir. 
Jolly  quick  I saw  that.  . . . By  two 
o’clock  in  the  afternoon,  I give  you  my 
word,  he  was  drinking  like  a lord,  like  a 
lord,  sir.” 

He  had  not  begun  his  lordly  drinking 
right  away,  it  seems.  For  a while,  in  the 
languorous  twilight  of  the  room,  he  had  sat 
in  his  long  chair  listening  to  Malverde’s 
small-talk,  curiously  mute,  gray,  inat- 
tentive, relaxed.  So  he  had  continued, 
according  to  the  evidence,  until  Mal- 
verde began  to  “talk  business.”  Of 
course,  the  ship-chandler  had  something 


in  train  for  him  (had  been  awaiting  his 
arrival  for  a month,  in  fact). 

“I  understand,”  he  said  to  Johnson, 
“that  your  factor,  Sutro,  is  on  the  look- 
out for  a deal  in  jute  just  now.  I happen 
to  have  the  goods  in  hand.  You  could 
take  it  on  in  .the  stream  and  be  at 
Dominica  in  six  days’  time,  and  a jolly 
pretty  thing  for  all  concerned.  What?” 

Johnson,  still  stretched  out  in  his  at- 
titude of  somber  separation,  gazed  at  the 
ceiling  and  answered,  slowly. 

“No,”  he  said.  “You’re  one  jump  too 
late,  Malverde.  Sutro’s  had  that  fixed 
up  in  Barbados — almost  a month  ago. 
Thom  & Knight  handled  it.” 

The  ship-chandler  was  surprised  and 
disconcerted.  He  was  more  deeply 
shocked  than  before.  Having  Sutro’s 
week-old  letter  in  his  pocket,  he  was  in 
a position  to  know  that  Johnson  had  told 
a lie.  Being  a business  man  and  at  the 
same- time  a gentleman,  he  could  do  no 
more  than  mention  the  fact  of  the  letter 
as  casually  as  possible,  with  the  still 
more  casual  comment  that  there  must 
have  been  some  mistake — somewhere  or 
other — on  Johnson’s  part.  And  now,  the 
misapprehension  having  been  cleared  up, 
what  did  he  say  to  the  proposition? 

But  Johnson  had  got  up  and  gone  to 
the  balcony.  There  he  stood  staring  out 
over  the  house-tops  to  where  his 
schooner  lay  at  anchor  in  the  stream, 
staring  at  her  (as  Malverde  expresses  it) 

“in  the  rummest  way  imaginable.”  The 
ship-chandler  began,  as  he  says,  to  be 
“a  bit  fed  up  with  it.” 

“Well,”  he  persisted,  coughing  slight- 
ly behind  a hand,  “and  what  do  you 
say?” 

Johnson  heard  him.  Coming  back 
from  the  balcony,  he  resumed  his  chair 
and  lifted  the  glass  of  lime-and-rum 
which  the  China  boy  had  just  refilled. 

His  face  was  the  color  of  ivory,  and  his 
teeth  seemed  to  be  knocking  gently  to- 
gether. 

“What  do  I say?”  he  echoed.  “I  say 
that  this  is  damn  good  stuff,  Malverde, 
old  man!” 

With  that  be  drained  it  and  clapped 
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his  hands  for  the  boy  again.  His  course 
from  then  on  may  best  be  left  to  the 
ship-chandler’s  words  and  the  gesture 
with  which  he  accompanies  them: 

“You  may  imagine,  sir.  I was  quite 
helpless.  I am  not  prepared,  here,  in  my 
own  house,  as  you  might  say,  to — well — 
to  put  a lock  on  the  sideboard.  . . . 
And  by  two  o’clock,  as  I say,  sir,  he  was 
quite  thoroughly  befuddled.” 

In  the  end  Malverde  had  to  ask  him 
to  go.  Some  of  his  more  respectable 
clients  were  coming  into  the  place,  and 
Johnson  had  begun  to  mumble  into  his 
glass — an  interminable,  half-coherent 
rigamarole  about  a woman  named 
Minna,  a woman  who  had  deceived  him, 
“double-crossed  ” him,  and  somehow, 
incomprehensibly,  driven  him  out  to  this 
God-forsaken  hole  of  the  world.  When 
be  had  been  sober  he  had  stared  at  his 
ship;  when  he  was  drunk  he  talked 
about  a woman.  He  continued  to  talk 
about  her  when  the  ship-chandler,  hav- 
ing received  no  reply  to  his  request  that 
he  get  out,  and  being  withheld  by  some 
remnant  of  friendly  shame  from  having 
the  China  boy  do  it,  led  him  in  person 
down  the  dark  back  stairs  of  the  estab- 
lishment. 

In  the  close,  sticky  gloom  of  the  de- 
scent his  voice  echoed,  loud  and  full  of 
self-pity.  It  was  evident  that  his  mind 
had  relapsed  into  the  past.  He  told  this 
imagined  woman  that  she  might  go  the 
way  she  had  chosen,  that  it  might  be 
nice  now  with  this  one,  but  that  there 
would  be  a next  one  not  quite  so  nice, 
and  a next  one,  and  so  on,  down  and 
down  and  down,  till  she  came  to  the  end 
of  her  rope. 

Malverde  had  him  out  of  the  back 
door  by  that,  and  into  the  blank  sun- 
light of  the  dock.  But  he  was  not  yet 
done  with  him.  Johnson,  holding  the 
door  open  with  one  hand  and  imprecat- 
ing him  wildly  with  the  other,  addressed 
him  with  glazed  and  evidently  unseeing 
eyes. 

“And  when  you  come  to  the  end  of 
your  rope,  I know  how  it  ’ll  be,  Minna, 
my  girl!  You’ll  come  crawling  back  to 


me,  and  I’ll  have  to  be  good  to  you. 
Yes,  damn  my  soul — ” 

Malverde  tells  me  he  got  the  door 
closed  then. 

“Shameful?  Bather!  We  bad  always 
been  friends.  I give  you  my  word  I 
should  jolly  well  rather  have  lost  a hun- 
dred pounds — a thousand!” 

But  as  it  turned  out,  the  rupture  in 
that  five-year-old  friendship,  distressing 
as  it  had  been,  was  not  complete.  On  the 
evening  of  the  day  following,  Malverde 
met  Johnson  on  the  sea-wall,  where  he 
had  gone  to  hear  the  band. 

I say  they  met.  In  reality  it  was  not  a 
question  of  meeting.  Johnson,  overtak- 
ing him  from  the  rear,  gave  him  a 
friendly  greeting  and  fell  in  step.  It 
became  evident  to  Malverde  that  one  of 
two  things  had  happened:  either  John- 
son had  been  so  far  gone  yesterday  that 
the  whole  episode  had  failed  to  leave  a 
trace  in  his  memory,  or  else  he  had  come 
so  low  that  it  made  no  difference.  Per- 
haps the  truth  lay  between  them. 

If  he  recollected  anything,  Johnson’s 
only  reference  to  it  was  hidden  in  the 
casual  bit  of  information  which  he  of- 
fered as  they  walked  along. 

“I’ve  had  the  fever.  Don’t  know 
whether  you  knew,  Malverde.  Yes, 
seven  weeks  of  it.  Bad  time.  I don’t 
amount  to  much  these  days.” 

The  other,  always  a gentleman,  and 
not  entirely  certain  as  to  what  was  ex- 
pected of  him,  murmured  that  he  was 
sorry  to  hear  it. 

“But  then,”  he  went  on,  “it  was  long 
overdue  you.  You’re  apt  to  be  a jolly 
sight  better  for  it  in  the  long  nm.  Cleans 
the  blood  out.” 

“Yes.”  Johnson  nodded  his  head 
thoughtfully.  They  walked  on  in  silence, 
their  white-garbed  figures  floating  ghost- 
like through  the  gloom.  “Yes,”  he  re- 
peated, “it’s  cleaned  my  blood  out,  I 
guess;  washed  out  all  the  old  red  things 
that  trouble  a man,  that  keep  him  rest- 
less and  uncomfortable,  and — well — 
white.  Yes,  I suppose  I’m  all  right  now. 

I suppose  I’m  branded  now — as  good  as 
a Creole  now,  I guess.” 
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He  said  this,  not  with  his  old  laugh 
and  shrug  of  irony,  but  as  a matter  of 
fact,  wistful,  and  at  the  same  time  ac- 
quiescent. Put  rather  more  at  his  ease 
by  the  tone,  the  ship-chandler  suggested 
that  they  take  a seat.  They  found  one 
not  far  from  the  band-stand,  where  an 
artificial  twilight  flowed  over  them  from 
the  clustered  arcs. 

“I  say” — Malverde  returned  to  the 
subject  which,  as  a man  of  business,  he 
could  not  very  well  afford  to  abandon — 
“and  what  about  the  little  matter  for 
our  friend  Sutro?  You’ll  remember  we 
were  speaking  of  it  yesterday  when — ah 
— we  were  interrupted,  you  know.” 

“No,  I didn’t  know.”  Johnson  looked 
at  him  calmly.  “ I didn’t  know  we  were 
interrupted.  And  I had  it  in  my  head, 
somehow,  that  I told  you  I couldn’t  do 
it — couldn’t  go  to  that  island.” 

“Ah?”  Malverde  was  taken  by  sur- 
prise. “By  Jove!  I did  not  know. 
There  has  been  some  trouble  with  Sutro? 
I had  not  heard.” 

“No,  no  trouble  with  Sutro.  It’s  a 
simple  matter  of  geography.  Being  an 
island,  a man’s  got  to  go  there  in  a ship, 
and  if  a man’s  ship  won’t  go  to  that 
particular  island,  why — ” He  lifted  his 
palms,  as  much  as  to  say,  “Why,  there 
you  are.” 

Malverde  was  at  a loss.  As  he  puts  it : 
“Fancy  my  position.  We  had  been 
friends.  . . . Well,  sir,  to  make  a long 
story  short,  I told  him  quite  frankly  that 
he  had  been  drinking  too  much.” 

Even  at  this  charge,  bald  as  it  was, 
Johnson  betrayed  no  anger.  His  calm 
grew,  if  anything,  deeper,  more  solici- 
tous, more  indecent.  Leaning  over  and 
tapping  Malverde’s  knee  with  a fore- 
finger, he  went  on: 

“ Do  you  know  what  happened  the  last 
time  I tried  to  go  there  in  the  schooner? 
No?  Well,  I’ll  tell  you.  She  tried  to 
kill  me,  in  broad  daylight,  in  cold  blood. 
No  doubt  of  it.  There  were  witnesses. 
Ask  Siza.  Ask  John  Bull.” 

He  paused,  not  so  much  for  effect,  but 
as  if  to  pin  the  other  down  the  more 
firmly  with  his  long,  solicitous  forefinger. 


“ It  was  like  this,”  he  went  on.  “ I was 
coming  out  of  Marie  Galante  in  ballast. 

I said  to  myself,  ‘Now  I’ll  see  what  there 
is  in  all  this  claptrap  about  that  island 
and  this  ship  and  me.’  I don’t  know 
whether  you  knew,  Malverde,  but  there 
had  been  a lot  of  talk.  Among  the  nig- 
gers. I had  a little  boy  from  the  French 
islands  called  ’Ti  Josef.  He  was  the 
worst.  He  called  her  La  Guiablesse. 
Well,  it’s  hard  to  make  you  understand; 

I haven’t  the  words.  But  you  got  the 
feeling,  anyhow,  to  hear  him,  that  that 
schooner  was  really  a woman,  or  more 
like  the  spirit  of  a woman,  a tall,  white, 
beautiful,  and  bedeviling  woman — and 
that  I was  the  one  bedeviled.  That  she 
wanted  me  to  herself;  that  she  kept  her 
woman’s  eye  on  me;  that  she  had  me, 
well,  let’s  say,  pretty  well  under  her 
thumb.  And  that,  woman-like,  there  was 
something  in  Dominica  she  mistrusted — 
in  connection  with  me,  you  understand. 
Sounds  silly!  But  hang  it!” 

Johnson  edged  an  inch  or  so  nearer  on 
the  bench. 

“Listen,  Malverde.  I came  out  of 
Marie  Galante  and  laid  south  by  east, 
thinking  to  fetch  around  the  south’ard 
end  of  Dominica.  ‘ Once  for  all !’  I said. 

’Ti  Josef  came  to  me.  ‘Don’t  do  it!’  he 
said.  He  was  scared — you  could  see 
that,  Malverde,  scared  to  death.  You 
could  see  it  in  his  eyes.  If  a red  boy 
could  grow  white,  he  was  white.  He  fell 
to  work  crossing  himself;  got  down  on 
his  knees  and  begged  me  not  to  do  it.” 

“I  wouldn’t  listen.  I’ll  never  forget 
I wouldn’t  listen  to  him.  I thought  I 
knew  everything.  Coming  clear  of  the 
south’ard  end  of  Dominica,  I hailed  all 
hands  to  stand  by  to  luff.  I put  the  helm 
hard  a-weather.  ‘Once  for  all!’  I said. 

“Well,  she  came  around — slow — too 
slow.  I remember  the  French  boy  beg- 
ging, ‘Don’t  do  it,  sir!’  but  just  then  my 
eye  fell  on  a free  end  of  the  main-boom 
lacing  afoul  the  galley  pipe.  I didn’t 
want  the  galley  pipe  carried  away  when 
she  jibed  over,  you  know,  and  I yelled 
at  Josef  to  clear  it;  he  was  nearest.  He 
looked  at  the  house,  but  he  never  moved. 
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I was  mad.  But  there  was  no  time.  She 
was  still  coming  around — slow.  Seeing 
him  still  standing  there,  scared  stiff,  I 
suppose,  I ran  and  jumped  on  the  house 
myself.  I guess  that  jarred  him,  for  he 
was  right  after  me,  squealing  something 
about  his  Guiablesse,  his  interminable 
Guidblesse. 

“Well,  she  must  have  come  faster  all 
of  a sudden.  I didn’t  see,  but  I heard 
Siza  yell.  I knew.  I fell  flat,  right  flat 
down  on  the  house.  And  as  I went  I felt 
the  boom  going  over  me;  I felt  the  wind 
of  it,  I tell  you,  on  the  back  of  my  neck — 
whisk!  Wicked!  Yes,  I was  too  quick 
for  her.  But  if  you  knew  how  wicked  it 
was — and  how  deliberate! 

“ When  she  fetched  up  I thought  she’d 
tear  the  mast  out  of  her.  I got  on  my 
feet  and  looked  around.  * Where’s  Josef?’ 
I asked.  Siza  and  John  Bull  were  look- 
ing alee  with  their  mouths  open.  And 
when  I looked  there  I knew  where  ’Ti 
Josef  had  gone.  He  hadn’t  been  quick 
enough,  you  see. 

“We  never  got  him.  That  boom  must 
have  broken  his  back  like  a wheat-straw. 
We  came  about  and  looked  for  him,  but 
we  never  got  him.  He  had  begged  me 
not  to  do  it,  begged  me  on  his  two  knees. 
And  I wouldn’t  listen.  And  he  got  what 
was  meant  for  me!  ...  I laid  a course 
for  Bridgetown.  That  was  where  I had 
the  fever.  ...” 

In  the  following  silence,  filled  with 
diffused  and  inconsequential  sound — the 
vagrant,  brassy  pulse  of  music,  the  slow 
slapping  of  surf , the  shuffling  of  feet,  and 
low  confusion  of  promenaders’  voices, 
Johnson  sat  staring  down  at  his  own 
knees. 

“Why?”  he  asked,  at  length.  “What 
is  it  in  that  island?” 

“Perhaps  it’s  a woman.”  For  the  first 
time  in  their  acquaintance  a hint  of 
irony  crept  into  the  mulatto’s  voice. 

Johnson  lifted  his  eyes  and  looked  at 
the  ship-chandler,  calmly.  “A  woman? 
No,  there’s  nothing  in  that,  Malverde. 

I — It  sounds  like  the  cheapest  sort  of 
melodrama,  I know — but  I guess  I’m 
done  with  women,  Malverde.” 
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He  went  on  without  passion  or  espe- 
cial emphasis: 

“Have  you  ever  heard  of  what  they 
call  the  ‘double  standard  of  morality’ — 
the  one  for  men  and  the  other  for  wom- 
en? Well,  anyway,  I used  .to  be  down 
on  it.  I used  to  argue  for  hours;  it 
seemed  to  me  unfair  and  abominable  and 
indecent.  Until  I ran  up  against  it — 
well — much  nearer  home.  No,  Mal- 
verde, I guess  I’m  done  with  women. 
And  so — ” 

His  voice  died  out.  He  got  to  his  feet 
abruptly,  awkwardly,  his  face  flushing 
in  the  faint  light 

“By  jingo!”  he  stammered.  “Well, 
I— I’ll  be  damned!” 

Looking  up,  Malverde  beheld  a 
stranger  turning  out  of  the  crowd.  He 
saw  a typical  British  Colonial  padding 
forward  in  his  slightly  bulging  linen  suit, 
a large  white  Panama  pushed  back  on 
his  thinning  hair,  a cigarette  dependent 
between  his  drooping  mustaches,  and  the 
never  - failing  black  - cotton  umbrella 
tucked  under  his  arm.  And  he,  too,  was 
exclaiming:  “By  Jove!”  and,  “I  say, 
Bigboy!  I’ll  be  damned! 

“See  here,”  he  went  on,  as  he  shook 
Johnson’s  hand.  “I’ve  a bone  to  pick 
with  you.  You  had  my  letter?” 

“Letter?”  Johnson  echoed. 

“At  Grenada.  I heard  you  were 
looked  for  there  in  June.” 

“No,  I was  down  with  the  fever  in 
Barbados.  No,  I didn’t  get  your  letter.” 
Johnson  shook  his  head.  “ By  the  way,” 
he  shifted,  “you  know  Malverde,  don’t 
you?  Malverde,  you’re  acquainted  with 
Sutro?” 

At  the  name  of  the  Roseau  factor 
Malverde  was  on  his  feet. 

“Oh,  by  George!  Surely!”  He  smiled, 
showing  his  extremely  white  teeth.  “By 
correspondence,  though — in  a business 
way.  Charmed !” 

And  then,  breaking  in  smoothly  on  the 
other’s  return  of  the  compliment: 

“I  say,  Mr.  Sutro,  you’ll  be  glad  to 
know  I have  that  little  matter  of  jute 
in  hand  now.  As  I was  saying  to  Big- 
boy—” 
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“Yes,  yes,  indeed!”  It  was  Sutro’s 
turn  to  interrupt.  “Quite  right,  surely; 
but  to-morrow — to-morrow ! Thanks, 
awfully.  And  now,  Bigboy,  I’m  amazed. 
I — That  puts  another  light  on  the  mat- 
ter, altogether.  So  you  hadn’t  my  letter 
— at  all!  Mmmm!  So!  By  Jove!” 

Naturally  the  ship-chandler’s  feelings 
were  not  of  the  pleasantest,  but,  being  a 
gentleman  and  feeling  himself  “quite 
obviously  a bit  in  the  way,”  he  made  his 
excuses  and  departed.  As  he  moved  off, 
however,  down  the  turf-covered  em- 
bankment in  the  shade  of  the  double  row 
of  mahogany-trees,  he  could  not  help 
catching  the  sound  of  Johnson’s  voice. 

“W-h-a-t?” 

It  was  not  loud.  Against  the  back- 
ground of  all  the  small,  chaotic  mur- 
murings  of  the  night  it  sounded  scarcely 
more  than  a whisper.  And  yet  it  had  in 
it  a quality,  somehow,  of  stentorian  and 
commanding  appeal : 

“ W-h-a-t?  S-u-t-r-o!” 

Malverde  took  a tram  home  to  his 
lodgings  in  Queen  Street  and  went  to  bed 
and  to  sleep.  It  could  not  have  been 
more  than  five  in  the  morning,  tree-frogs 
piping  and  the  night  mist  still  overhang- 
ing the  canals,  when  he  was  aroused  by 
a voice  and  a thumping  on  his  blinds. 
At  such  an  hour  the  complaisance  of 
even  the  most  complaisant  man  is  apt 
to  be  at  its  lowest  ebb. 

Nor  was  Johnson’s  proposal,  called  in 
through  the  blinds,  calculated  to  restore 
it,  being  no  less  than  this — that  he,  Mal- 
verde, should  turn  out,  dress  himself, 
and  come  down  to  his  warehouse  in 
River  Street.  At  five  in  the  morning! 
What  Johnson  wanted  was  salt  fish  (a 
small  quantity),  two  hams,  a dozen  of 
tinned  milk,  and  fifty  kilos  of  yams. 
And  all  this  immediately!  In  an  hour’s 
time,  he  said,  he  must  be  out  of  the  river. 

“ But  my — my  dear  chap!”  The  ship- 
chandler,  pale-pajamad  and  irate,  let 
out  his  exasperation.  “But  my  dear 
chap!”  he  called  through  the  blind. 
“ You  can’t  be  serious.  You  can’t  be  off 
like  this.  My  jute!  What  of  my  jute? 
For  of  course  it’s  Dominica?” 


“ Who  said  so?  Who  said  it  was — that 
island?  Hush  up!  My  men  are  here, 
waiting;  so  for  Heaven’s  sake  don’t  go 
off  half-cocked  like  that  any  more.  And 
get  a move  on.  Come!” 

“But  my  jute!”  the  other  continued 
to  insist.  “And  Sutro!  Take  my  word 
for  it,  when  Sutro  hears  of  this — ” 

“Sutro. is  here  with  me.” 

Malverde,  peeping  through  the  blind, 
was  disconcerted,  puzzled,  and  more 
than  ever  “fed  up  with  it  all.”  He  began 
to  dress  hastily,  however,  calling  out 
from  time  to  time:  “Yes.  Well,  well! 
Presently!  Presently!” 

About  the  departure  of  any  ship,  ajiy 
fragile,  man-made  shell  whatever  of  skin 
or  wood  or  iron,  wheeling  outward,  with- 
drawing, diminishing,  merging  by  im- 
perceptible degrees  with  the  mystery 
and  the  brooding  and  implacable  im- 
mensity of  the  ocean,  there  can  never 
fail  a sense  of  romance,  a moment  in- 
stinct with  the  illusion  of  wild  and  ad- 
venturous heroism  touched  with  pathos. 

. . . About  the  departure  of  Johnson’s 
ship  in  the  heart  of  the  dead-hot  tropic 
dawn  there  was  all  this,  and  there  was 
something  more,  a kind  of  an  especial 
pomp  and  circumstance  of  mystery,  of 
blind  presumption  and  confidential  haste. 

Even  to  Malverde  there  came  a mo- 
mentary sense  of  poetic  and  uneasy 
wonder  as  he  stood  with  Sutro  on  the 
mud -caked  dock,  watching  Johnson 
away.  It  crowded  out  even  his  disgrun- 
tlement,  dulled  even  the  edge  of  his  re- 
sentment at  what  he  called  “being  kept 
so  infernally  in  the  dark  about  the  whole 
bally  undertaking.”  For  a moment,  as 
the  schooner,  swingly  slowly  across  the 
stream,  came  in  strong  silhouette  against 
the  flaming  mountain  of  dawn,  he  was 
moved  by  a sense  of  admiration,  fore- 
boding and  pity.  For  she  rode  high  on 
the  water,  as  light  and  unreliable  as  a 
feather.  Johnson  had  come  into  the 
river  laden  down.  Now,  in  his  haste,  he 
had  not  so  much  as  a bag  of  sand  in  her. 

Malverde  mentioned  it  to  Sutro  in  a 
tone  half-petulant,  half-awed. 
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“It’s  quite  mad!  He’ll  be  jolly 
lucky,  you  know,  not  to  lose  her  before 
he’s  half  there — and  himself  in  the  bar- 
gain.” 

“Yes,”  said  Sutro,  not  removing  his 
somber  gaze  from  the  schooner.  “But, 
after  all,  I can’t  say  that  it  matters 
much — Blast  it!” 

And  Malverde,  glancing  around,  was 
dumfounded  to  see  a large,  bright,  p;r- 
fectly  spherical  tear-drop  trembling  in 
the  corner  of  the  man’s  eye.  The  ship- 
chandler  was  embarrassed.  The  thing 
was  so  unexpected,  so  (as  it  were)  un- 
called for,  in  a paunchy,  leathery,  bald- 
pated  island  factor  like  Sutro.  Sutro 
struck  the  moisture  away  with  a pudgy 
hand. 

“Confound  it!  Malverde,  but  I liked 
tliat  chap ! No  end ! I shouldn’t  have 
told  him,  Malverde!” 

“I  beg  pardon?  Shouldn’t  have  told 
him — what?” 

“Why,  bless  my  heart!”  Sutro 
blinked  his  eyes  with  an  apologetic  recol- 
lection. “You  don't  know,  do  you?  I 
say,  the  sun  begins  to  tell  a bit.  If  we 
could  get  under  cover  somewhere — 
where  we  might  talk. . . .What?  . . . Oh, 
thanks.  Quite  right!”  And,  giving  a 
last  look  at  the  schooner,  already  no 
more  than  a vague  loom  on  the  farther 
reaches  of  the  muddy,  red-flecked  river, 
he  turned  and  followed  the  other  into 
the  shadow  of  the  great,  cool  warehouse. 
“Yes,  a blasted  awkward,  deplorable 
business — for  all  concerned!” 

For  an  hour  his  voice  could  be  heard, 
occasional  and  fragmentary,  floating 
down  from  the  latticed  balcony  of  the 
Captains’  Room.  . . . 

“.  . . But  you  may  fancy  my  posi- 
tion. My  responsibility.  . . . An  island 
of  that  sort.  And  for  upwards  of  a year. 
. . .Yes,  that  was  all  quite  natural.  I 
was  her  only  point  of  departure.  She 
had  been  to  the  Royal  Mail  in  New 
York.  Quite  natural.  It  was  known 
there  that  I was  her  husband’s  factor  in 
the  islands.  What  more  logical?  . . . 
But  you  must  see,  Malverde,  I was 
always  looking  for  the  beggar  to  turn  up 


any  moment.  And  so  I would  tell  her; 
‘This  week,’  I would  tell  her,  or  ‘Some- 
time within  a fortnight,  surely’.  . . . Yes, 
a blasted  awkward  bit  of  business  for 
the  lot  of  us,  I say. . . . Thanks!  Make 
the  better  part  soda  if  you  will.  ...” 

It  grew  toward  night  of  the  third  day. 
The  sun  had  set,  or,  rather,  swinging 
low  to  the  western  water,  it  had  seemed 
of  a sudden  to  let  go  and  plunge,  a sullen, 
red,  lopsided  plummet,  beneath  the  sur- 
face of  the  sea.  For  a moment  a dome  of 
pinkish  light  stood  up  half-way  to  the 
zenith  in  the  eastern  heaven;  for  a mo- 
ment its  effulgence  warmed  the  wind- 
ward slopes  of  the  waves  and  touched 
with  rose  the  spiring  canvas  of  the 
schooner;  then  abruptly  it  was  gone, 
too,  and  an  immeasurable  shadow  over- 
lay the  ocean. 

John  Bull,  the  brown  boy,  came  aft 
along  the  weather-side  of  the  house. 

“Yes,  sah,”  he  began,  addressing  him- 
self to  the  master  at  the  wheel,  his  head 
bowed  in  the  extremity  of  diffidence — 
“yes,  sah.  Beg  pahdan,  sah;  but  thaih 
was  a land,  sah — some  land,  sah.  I 
can’t  rightly  say,  sah,  but  just  when  the 
sun  he  da  go  set  I think  I see  a land  thaih 
to  leewud?  Yes,  sah?” 

From  his  seat  on  the  wheel-box  John- 
son gave  him  the  grudging  and  watchful 
assent  of  a nod.  He  had  seen  the  land 
himself,  a tiny  pyramid  of  rose  glimpsed 
for  a moment  on  the  western  sky-line, 
their  first  landfall  among  the  islands. 
And  since  then  he  had  been  waiting  to 
hear  of  it,  preparing  himself  for  the  in- 
evitable, recurrent  question. 

The  brown  boy  returned  to  the  shy 
attack: 

“ I can’t  rightly  say,  sah,  but  that  land 
thaih  he  da  go  look  very  much  like 
Mome  Agarou,  sah.  Very  much  like 
St.  Vincent,  sah.  Yes,  sah?” 

And  again,  evading  his  eyes  by  star- 
ing hard  at  the  deck,  Johnson  gave  him 
the  constrained  assent  of  a nod.  When 
he  looked  up  he  saw  that  Siza,  the  Bar- 
badian, had  come  noiselessly  to  stand 
behind  his  mate.  The  black  had  more 
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dignity  and  self-assurance  by  half  than 
the  mixed-blood;  he  had  gone  to  the 
board-schools  in  Bridgetown  and  his 
English  was  excellent,  with  a strong 
flavor  of  Piccadilly. 

“We  would  be  obliged,  sir,”  he  said, 
speaking  quietly  over  John  Bull’s  shoul- 
der, “to  know  where  we  are  bound,  sir.” 

“ Bound,  eh?”  Johnson  regarded  them 
angrily.  “Bound,  eh?”  He  got  to  his 
feet.  “By  heavens!”  he  muttered, 
“if  you  will  have  it  out  of  me,  why — ” 
And  then,  for  perhaps  the  tenth  time 
in  the  course  of  the  voyage,  the  de- 
termination went  out  of  him,  and,  lift- 
ing an  arm,  he  waved  it  savagely  toward 
the  bows.  “To  the  north ’ard!  We’re 
bound  to  the  north’ard,  I tell  you!  Now 
look  here,  the  two  of  you.  I don’t  want 
you  loafing  around.  Do  something! 
Take  a lick  at  the  pump.  The  pump. 
D’you  hear?” 

He  turned  his  back  on  them. 

“They’re  like  children,”  he  told  him- 
self. The  thought  gave  him  no  comfort. 

Letting  himself  down  on  the  wheel- 
box  once  more,  he  fell  into  a prolonged, 
sardonic  reverie. 

“What  a damned  fool  I am!” he  mut- 
tered from  time  to  time. 

At  rest  so,  he  looked  worn  and  ema- 
ciated. His  face  was  bloodless  under  its 
tan,  lending  the  skin  a yellow  cast.  A 
three  days’  growth  of  beard  deepened 
the  hollows  under  his  cheek-bones.  The 
fever,  not  wholly  gone  out,  had  returned 
a little  during  the  voyage,  giving  to  his 
mind  at  times  a queer  slant  of  flighti- 
ness, and  this  reverie  into  which  he  had 
fallen  on  each  succeeding  night,  followed 
on  each  succeeding  night  the  same  un- 
varying course  to  the  same  invariable 
end. 

The  darkness  deepened.  The  schoon- 
er’s wake  became  visible,  stretching 
away,  glimmering,  corruscating,  a dozen 
eable-lengths  to  the  south.  From  the 
waist  came  in  monotonous  pulsations  the 
dank  and  sough  of  the  bilge-pump,  and 
the  muffled,  melancholy  chanty  that 
went  with  the  work. 

“What  a damned  fool  I am!”  Johnson 


repeated  from  time  to  time,  nodding  his 
head  in  the  same  self-pitying,  sardonic 
abstraction. 

He  got  up  and,  leaving  the  wheel,  went 
forward.  At  the  break  he  paused  to 
tell  Siza  to  take  the  helm,  and  then  he 
continued  on  his  way,  past  the  foremast 
and  the  capstan,  picking  his  path  over 
lines  and  gear  till  he  came  where  he  could 
lean  with  one  arm  on  the  rail  and  the 
other  over  the  smooth  barrel  of  the  bow- 
sprit. There,  with  his  eyes  brooding  into 
the  empty  darkness  ahead  and  his  ears 
filled  with  the  soft  thunder  of  the  cut- 
water beneath,  he  fell  into  the  second 
phase  of  his  reverie. 

“What  a damned  fool  I am!” 

They  were  the  same  words  as  before, 
but  between  the  sense  of  them  now  and 
the  sense  before  there  lay  a distance  not 
to  be  measured  by  the  mere  ship’s-length 
his  body  had  traversed.  Whereas,  be- 
fore, he  had  spoken  in  ironical  self- 
mockery, as  much  as  to  say,  “What  a 
fool  I am  to  come 7”  now  in  his  tone  there 
was  nothing  but  the  bitterest  of  self- 
abasement,  self-reproach:  “What  a fool 
I am  not  to  have  come  before!  To  have  let 
myself  be  hoaxed  and  bullied  and  turned 
back  by — well,  by  nothing  at  all!” 

It  was  as  if  he  said  all  that.  . . . 

And  into  his  mind  there  came  a small, 
bright  picture.  He  saw  a room  bathed 
in  a frank,  incandescent  glare.  He  saw 
it  vividly,  in  detail — the  maroon-and- 
silver  wall-paper,  the  gilded  steam-radi- 
ator, the  let-in  sideboard,  the  photo- 
graph of  his  senior  crew  framed  above 
the  gas-grate.  He  saw  the  table  laid  for 
dinner,  the  white  cloth,  the  broken 
bread,  the  spot  where  last  Sunday’s 
gravy  had  spilled,  the  untidy  pile  of 
shameful  letters.  He  saw  her  facing  him 
across  the  table.  She  was  standing,  just 
as  he  was  standing,  leaning  forward  with 
her  hands  on  the  table  as  he  was  leaning, 
her  cheeks  flushed,  her  eyes  defiant,  as 
were  his.  And  in  that  heavy  brightness, 
as  in  an  intolerable  vacuum,  he  heard 
his  own  voice  crying,  faintly:  “And 
then,  when  you’ve  come  to  the  end  of 
your  rope,  I know  how  it  will  be;  well 
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enough  I know.  You’ll  come  crawling 
back  to  me,  Minna,  and  I’ll  be  good  to 
you — yes — damn  my  soul  to  hell  for  a 
poor,  soft  fool! — I’ll  have  to  be  good  to 
you!” 

He  stirred  and  passed  his  bare  fore- 
arm over  his  eyes.  And  then  he  seemed 
to  hear  another  voice,  her  voice  this 
time:  “That’s  very  fine,  very  fine.  And 
yet  who  knows  if  it  won’t  be  I that  will 
have  to  be  good  to  you.  There  may  be 
an  end  to  your  rope,  too.  Stranger 
things  have  happened.” 

Yes,  far  stranger  things  indeed  had 
happened. 

Again  he  stirred,  and  again  he  passed 
his  forearm  over  his  eyes.  And  imme- 
diately, without  apparent  transition,  he 
was  in  the  third  phase  of  his  reverie. 
Leaving  the  bow,  he  began  to  pace  the 
deck,  all  the  way  aft  and  forward  again, 
his  hands  locked  behind  him,  his  head 
thrown  back,  his  eyes  fixed  in  the  tower- 
ing, dim  cloud  of  the  schooner’s  rigging. 

“To-morrow!”  he  said  to  himself, 
aloud.  “By  this  time  to-morrow  we 
shall  see ! 

In  the  sunlight  each  day  he  had  been 
able  to  keep  it  out  of  sight  in  the  back- 
ground of  his  mind.  But  as  night  drew 
on,  as  the  brightness  and  all  the  visible 
amplitude  of  sky  and  sea  went  out,  cast- 
ing him  back  inexorably  upon  the  com- 
panionship of  the  vessel,  under  the 
thrall,  as  it  were,  of  this  mistress  and 
sharer  of  his  exile;  then,  pacing  back  and 
forth,  back  and  forth  in  the  starlight,  he 
began  to  feel  the  weight  of  the  oncoming 
event,  the  inevitable,  oncoming  moment 
of  struggle,  of  anger,  perhaps,  and  vio- 
lence, when  one  of  their  two  wills,  his  or 
the  ship’s,  must  be  definitely  and  for- 
ever broken. 

As  the  day  of  the  voyage  might  be,  he 
had  said  to  himself:  “Three  days!  By 
this  time,  three  days!”  or,  “The  day 
after  to-morrow!” 

Now  it  was  “to-morrow”! 

Leaning  in  the  bows,  he  had  had  a 
vision  of  a woman.  Now  he  had  another 
vision,  of  another  woman.  He  saw  the 
ship  as  another  woman,  a woman  with 


pale,  long-curving,  diaphanous  flesh,  a 
woman  too  wise  to  be  any  longer  young 
or  any  longer  profligate,  a woman  in  the 
last  full  flower  of  desire,  spending  her 
loveliness  now  with  a fierce  singleness  of 
eye,  a late,  twilight  chastity,  an  extor- 
tionate faithfulness  to  the  one  love,  the 
love  that  must  not  be  let  go,  since  it 
could  not  be  other  than  the  last. 

“La  Guiablesse!”  It  was  almost  as  if 
he  heard  the  whisper  of  the  golden  boy 
wandering  the  star-filled  spaces  of  the 
rigging.  “La  Guiablesse!  Ah  out.  La 
Guiablesse!” 

For  the  moment  he  felt  the  utter  hope- 
lessness of  struggling  against  that.  . . . 

He  had  slept  poorly  each  night.  To- 
night he  did  not  sleep  at  all.  A dozen 
times  he  was  out  of  his  sleeping-box  for 
a restless  circuit  of  the  decks.  At  three 
o’clock,  driven  by  some  obscure  gnawing 
of  apprehension,  he  relieved  the  brown 
boy  at  the  helm. 

In  reality  there  was  no  need  of  any  one 
at  all  at  that  helm.  The  voyage  had 
been  remarkable,  almost  too  remarkable. 
Not  once  since  leaving  the  Guiana  coast 
had  the  trade-wind  veered  or  fallen;  a 
steady  topsail  breeze  against  which,  on 
the  one  long  reach,  the  vessel  stayed  her- 
self impeccably  from  one  day’s  end  to 
another,  helm  one  point  aweather  and 
headsails  hauled.  It  had  been  remarka- 
ble. The  day’s  runs  had  been  big — al- 
most too  big. 

Johnson  took  the  wheel  “for  a couple 
of  hours.”  He  had  held  it  for  fifteen  of 
them  before  he  was  through.  Sitting 
there  on  the  box,  his  weight  eased 
against  the  metal  rim,  he  saw  the  dawn, 
like  a vast,  silent  explosion,  half-hidden 
by  the  blue  wall  of  Martinique  and  the 
shoulders  of  Pel6e. 

The  French  island  went  away  slowly, 
withdrawing  its  velvet  headlands  little 
by  little  and  folding  up  its  purple  valleys, 
till  it  became  a cloud,  and  then  no  more 
than  the  shadow  of  a cloud  hanging  for 
a moment  on  the  sky-line  far  astern. 

• On  the  horizon  beyond  the  bows  there 
lay  the  shadow  of  another  cloud.  John 
Bull,  going  into  the  forward  works. 


Digitized  by 


Go  'gle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


558 


HARPER’S  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE 


studied  it  for  a long  while  from  beneath 
his  shading  palm.  Then  he  came  aft. 
He  said  nothing.  But  in  the  flat  white 
tide  of  the  sunlight  Johnson  felt  him 
standing  there  at  the  comer  of  the 
house,,  waiting.  He  aroused  himself. 

“ Get  Siza  out,”  he  said. 

When  the  Barbadian  had  come  above- 
decks, blinking  with  sleep,  Johnson  had 
the  two  of  them  stand  before  him.  With 
their  eyes  on  the  blazing  deck  they  heard 
what  he  had  to  say.  He  spoke  in  a low 
tone,  without  especial  emphasis. 

“And  now  we’ll  have  no  monkey 
business,”  he  concluded.  “No  more  of 
this  heathen  rubbish,  you  understand. 
You  at  least,  Siza,  ought  to  know  better. 
All  that  has  happened  has  just  happened 
to  happen.  You’ll  see.  It  will  be  per- 
fectly simple,  perfectly  easy.  All  I want 
you  to  remember  is  that  I’m  master  of 
this  vessel — and  that  I won’t  stand  any 
monkey  business;  not  for  a minute. 
Now  go.  Both  of  you  can  turn  in  if  you 
want  to.” 

It  was  evident  that  they  did  not  want 
to.  They  went  off  forward,  out  of  sight 
beyond  the  house.  If  they  conversed,  it 
must  have  been  in  whispers,  for  Johnson 
heard  nothing  more  of  them. 

Noon  came.  The  slow,  hot,  early 
hours  of  afternoon  began  to  tick  away 
on  the  ship’s  clock  under  the  companion- 
way  hatch.  And  then,  as  slowly,  the 
later  hours.  ... 

At  half  past  five,  feeling  a slight  lurch 
of  the  deck  beneath  him,  Johnson  lifted 
his  head.  Although  he  had  been  under 
its  lee  for  an  hour,  to  the  casual  glance 
it  might  have  seemed  that  he  was  now, 
for  the  first  time,  conscious  of  the  isl- 
and’s proximity — as  if,  had  it  not  been 
for  that  sudden,  soft  flaw  in  the  wind 
under  the  shelter  of  towering  Diablotin, 
he  might  have  passed  it  by  and  gone  on 
sailing  to  the  northward  unawares. 

He  had  not  been  there  for  upward 
of  fifteen  months.  Unconsciously  he 
brushed  a hand  over  his  eyes.  As  it 
were  but  a long  stone’s-throw  across  the 
gently  stirring  water,  he  saw  the  curve  of 
the  white  beach,  the  even  feathering  of 


palms,  the  yellow  stucco  of  the  custom- 
house; beyond  them  the  town  itself 
half-buried  in  the  immense  inundation 
of  its  greenery;  behind  and  above  all, 
the  majestic  presence  of  the  mountain, 
hiding  its  head  in  a cloud  that  sent  gray 
tentacles  of  mist  and  sudden  wind  feeling 
down  its  deep,  jungled  ravines. 

“Well,”  he  said  to  himself.  It  was 
only  a whisper.  He  found  that  his  lips 
were  dry,  and  wet  them  with  his  tongue. 
“Well,  here  we  are,”  he  said.  “That’s 
simple  enough.” 

He  felt  tired.  An  extraordinary  sensa- 
tion of  inertia  came  over  him,  and  of  a 
sudden  it  seemed  that  the  simple  act  of 
bringing  the  schooner  about  on  the  other 
tack  to  come  up  into  the  roadstead  was 
too  much  to  think  of.  It  became  better 
just  to  sit  there,  saying  to  himself, 
“Well,  here  we  are,  here  we  are.” 

He  had  to  take  hold  of  himself,  for 
already  they  were  beginning  to  draw 
past.  He  got  to  his  feet  with  an  effort, 
and  calling,  “John!  Siza!”  whirled  the 
spokes. 

“Hard-a-lee!”  he  shouted.  “Standby! 
Stand  by!”  His  voice  sounded  high  and 
tenuous  in  his  own  ears.  Perhaps  it  was 
the  fault  of  his  ears.  “Too  much  qui- 
nine,” he  muttered.  He  was  conscious 
of  Siza  and  the  brown  boy  staring  at  him 
across  the  roof  of  the  house,  just  their 
heads  showing,  sullen,  inert. 

“To  the  devil  with  them!”  he  mut- 
tered. 

She  came  up  to  the  wind,  swinging 
slowly  and  more  slowly  to  starboard;  or, 
rather,  it  seemed  that  while  she  remained 
stationary,  the  visible  world — the  island, 
the  mountain,  and  the  cloud — swept 
slowly  and  more  slowly  to  port.  He 
heard  the  first  flutter  as  the  throat  of 
the  mainsail  lost  the  wind,  and  then  the 
foresail  slatting  and  banging,  slatting 
and  banging.  It  kept  on  slatting  and 
banging  too  long.  And  then  he  saw  that 
the  visible  world  had  ceased  revolving. 

He  understood,  and  a groan  came  out 
of  his  throat.  He  was  caught  there  “in 
irons.”  She  hung  there  in  the  eye  of  the 
wind,  stock-still,  looking  at  the  shore. 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Google 


I 


V f?,  f -mu  i rrw 


-ip.' 

':*•  wn'ru;-  ikv.no  soimi^nn.  i.  Tfeij: 


YOU'1 


I 


Digitized  by 


Go  gle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


“LA  GUIABLESSE  ** 


55  9 


And  now  that  she  had  lost  her  mo- 
mentum nothing  he  could  do,  nothing  in 
the  world,  indeed,  but  some  chance  flaw 
of  cross-wind,  would  bring  her  over  on 
the  other  tack. 

“She’s  too  light,”  he  groaned.  “Too 
high,  I tell  you!  Too  high  in  the  water! 
Give  me  a flaw!”  he  cried. 

A flaw  came,  but  it  was  on  the  wrong 
hand.  The  vessel  fell  away,  slowly,  less 
slowly,  on  the  old  tack;  slowly  and  then 
less  slowly  the  island,  the  mountain,  and 
the  cloud  swept  back  again.  Another 
flaw,  stronger  yet  and  chill  with  a breath 
of  mountain  rain,  bellied  the  canvas. 
White  crept  into  the  wake.  And  as  if  she 
had  given  enough  of  her  precious  time 
in  that  passing  gesture,  that  brief  and 
scornful  obeisance  to  the  land,  the 
schooner  stood  on  swiftly  again  toward 
the  loom  of  Guadeloupe  and  the  islands 
to  the  north. 

“Too  light!”  he  kept  repeating  to  him- 
self in  a thick  whisper,  as  it  were  in 
absence  of  mind.  “Too  high  in  the 
water!  Too  much  freeboard!” 

His  hands  lay  idle  on  the  wheel. 
Somewhere  in  the  back  of  his  brain  the 
thought  kept  drumming:  “Look  here,  if 
you’re  to  try  again  you’ve  got  to  be 
quick  about  it!  Look  here,  if  you’re  to 
try  again  ...” 

But  all  he  could  seem  to  think  of  was 
that  monotonous  reiteration: 

“Too  light!  Too  high!  I might  have 
known.” 

His  heavy  eyes  left  the  shore  and  went 
up  to  the  soaring  fabric  of  the  ship.  The 
moment  of  evening  had  come  again;  the 
sun,  distorted  and  sultry,  hung  a hand’s- 
breadth  over  the  sea,  and  in  its  level 
rays  the  canvas  burned  with  a lambent 
flame,  like  the  flush  of  a woman  trans- 
figured by  a swift  and  painless  triumph. 

Johnson’s  face  grew  red,  too,  redder 
than  the  sun.  His  eyes  narrowed,  and 
into  them  came  a new  kind  of  a light. 
His  teeth  chattered  and  he  began  to 
shiver. 

“You  wiU?  You  will,  eh?” 

Behind  him  the  mountain  had  been 
swallowed  quite  suddenly  by  the  cloud. 
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Broad,  dark-blue  arrows  ran  here  and 
there  over  the  water.  Squalls  make 
quickly  in  the  lee  sides  of  these  high 
islands,  quickly  and  without  warning. 
The  broad  arrows  collided;  lost  them- 
selves in  a broader,  darker  sheet.  But 
Johnson  did  not  see. 

The  shivering  fit  passed. 

“You  will,  eh?”  His  lips  drew  back 
against  his  teeth.  “We’U  see.  If  you 
won’t  go  one  way,  then  you'U  go  the 
other.  If  you  won’t  tack,  by  God!  you’ll 
wear!” 

His  voice  rose  of  a sudden,  powerful, 
strident: 

“Hard  aweather!  Stand  by  to  luff! 
Mainsheetr 

What  happened  in  the  moment  while 
the  vessel’s  head  was  swinging  away 
from  the  wind  will  always  remain  frag- 
mentary and  confused  in  the  telling.  For 
one  thing,  you  know,  Johnson  was  not 
quite  himself.  And  for  another,  his  eyes 
were  half  blinded  by  the  reclining  disk  of 
the  sun. 

At  least  this  time  the  negroes  were  on 
the  move.  He  seemed  to  see  John  Bull 
making  terrified  gestures  astern,  and  to 
hear  his  voice,  thin  and  high:  “Don’t  do 
it,  sah ! Fo’  dearie  God,  sah !”  And  then 
there  was  Siza.  Siza  had  to  be  dealt  with. 
The  large,  glossy  creature  was  laying 
hands  on  the  wheel;  actually  striving, 
with  the  silent  arrogance  of  panic,  to 
tear  his,  Johnson’s,  away. 

Johnson  struck  him,  driving  his  knuc- 
kles with  all  his  strength  into  the  black 
meat  of  the  negro’s  face.  He  saw  him 
falling  away  in  a slow,  sick  arc.  And 
after  that  he  saw  no  more.  A sudden 
shadow  engulfed  the  ship.  For  an  in- 
stant she  stood  perfectly  upright,  breath- 
less; then,  as  if  under  the  blow  of  an- 
other hand,  she  jibed  over  on  the  striking 
squall. 

Johnson  felt  the  main-boom  cutting 
the  air  over  his  bent  head,  and,  as  if  in 
the  same  instant  with  it,  the  splintering 
crash  of  the  thing  fetching  up  on  the 
sheet.  He  felt  the  deck  turning  over.  He 
felt  himself  carried  clumsily  through  the 
opaque  air.  And  that  was  the  last  he  felt. 
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Johnson  was  insensible  for  eight  min- 
utes and  some  seconds.  The  ship’s  clock 
had  been  striking  four  bells-«-that  is  to 
say,  six  o’clock — at  the  moment  when  he 
had  put  the  helm  aweather.  And  when 
he  opened  his  eyes  again  it  was  precisely 
nine  minutes  after  the  hour.  It  is  strange 
that  he  should  remember  it  so  definitely. 
Perhaps  not  so  strange,  though;  for,  ly- 
ing on  his  shoulder  in  the  break  of  the 
companionway,  against  the  side  of  which 
his  flying  head  had  struck,  his  first  con- 
scious sight  was  of  the  chronometer’s 
face  staring  down  at  him,  its  broad  brass 
hands  pointing  to  nine  minutes  after  the 
hour  of  six. 

There  was  a welter  of  rain  in  the  wind. 
It  made  a thunder  along  the  decks. 
Johnson  sat  up.  So  he  found  himself 
face  to  face  with  Siza,  who  was  also  sit- 
ting up.  For  a moment  they  stared  at 
each  other. 

“Where  are  we?”  Johnson  asked. 

The  Barbadian  shook  his  mauled 
head. 

“What  beats  me,”  Johnson  resumed, 
in  a dull,  querulous  fashion — “what 
beats  me  is  why  we  didn’t  go  right  on 
over,  bottom  up.” 

Siza  nodded  aloft.  “Mainsail  went 
instead,  sir.” 

Craning  up,  Johnson  saw  the  boom 
stripped  naked,  sagging  at  the  end  of  the 
topping-lift.  That  seemed  to  bring  him 
around.  He  jumped  up,  brushed  the 
water  from  his  eyes,  and,  turning  for- 
ward, took  stock  of  the  schooner’s  condi- 
tion. She  had  been  pretty  well  swept  clean. 
The  mainsail,  the  tops,  and  all  the  head- 
sails  were  gone,  blown  tidily  out  of  their 
ring-bolts.  Only  the  foresail  remained. 
And  after  he  had  looked  at  the  foresail 
for  a moment  or  so  he  wiped  his  eyes 
again. 

“ Good  Lord  alive!”  he  said  to  himself. 
He  turned  to  glance  over  the  stem.  As 
far  as  he  could  see  under  the  blanket  of 
the  squall,  the  schooner’s  wake  made  off, 
boiling  and  white.  Yes,  they  were  mak- 
ing way.  There  could  be  no  doubt  of  it, 
they  were  making  way,  considerable 
way,  and  on  the  right  tack,  what  was 


more.  In  the  streaming  wind,  with  only 
the  one  sail  left  and  the  helm  holding  her 
up,  she  stayed  herself  with  a kind  of 
drunken  rectitude  and  swept  forward 
swiftly  and  blindly  on  the  landward 
course — his  course. 

The  pain  in  his  head  became  nothing. 
He  felt  himself  of  a sudden  heroic,  puis- 
sant, indomitable.  He  sprang  here  and 
there;  shouted  strong  commands. 

“Siza!  On  your  feet!  Get  forward 
with  the  lead,  my  boy.  The  lead!  Look 
alive,  or  we’ll  run  the  island  down.  . . . 
Where’s  John  Bull?  John  Bull!  Ai! 
There!  Look  up,  boy;  it’s  all  over!  Get 
out  of  this!  Confound  your  hide!  Get 
out  of  this  and  tumble  forward  there. 
Stand  by  to  lower  away  on  the  foresail 
when  Siza  sings!  . . . Siza,  look  here! 
When  you  have  four  fathom,  sing  out, 
and  sing  out  loud!  ...” 

So  his  voice  continued  to  ring  along 
the  decks  above  the  tumult  of  the  wind 
and  rain,  questioning,  commanding. 

“Five  fathom,  Siza?  Keep  an  eye! 
Four  fathom?  All  right,  my  boy!  Lay 
aft  at  the  double  now  and  give  John  a 
hand  with  the  fore.  Let  her  run!  Let 
her  rim!  . . . Now  clear  that  starboard 
anchor,  quick!  Plenty  of  chain,  plenty 
of  chain.  ...” 

So  it  rang  over  the  decks  while  the 
cloud  tumbled  to  pieces  and  the  wind 
went  out.  These  lee-side  squalls  are  gone 
as  abruptly  as  they  come.  One  moment 
there  was  a black  veil,  a voice  half 
drowned  by  falling  water,  the  long- 
drawn  rumble  of  chain  paid  through  an 
iron  hawse-hole.  . . . And,  as  if  it  were 
the  moment  following,  a crystal  clarity 
poured  through  the  sky,  and  in  the  lofty 
afterglow  of  day  the  cocoa-palms  on  the 
beach  looked  out  to  find  a shape  at  rest 
upon  the  waters  of  the  roadstead  three 
cables  off  the  beach,  the  loom  of  an 
island  trading-schooner,  half  naked  and 
half  wrecked  and  somehow  vaguely 
familiar. 

Johnson,  looking  back  at  her  from  the 
custom-house  landing  over  the  bare 
shoulders  of  his  oarsmen,  felt  for  a mo- 
ment a pang  of  pity.  He  had  a vision  of 
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the  warm  yellow  years  that  were  done 
and  of  the  strange,  deep  bond  in  exile 
that  was  broken.  Just  for  a moment  as 
he  gazed  back  at  her  across  the  darken- 
ing mirror  of  the  water,  her  will  subdued, 
her  passionate  spirit  conquered,  her 
body  stripped  of  its  old,  extortionate 
loveliness,  he  felt  the  tragedy  and  the 
pathos  of  the  thing. 

He  shook  himself  uneasily.  “But,  all 
the  same,”  he  muttered,  “it  had  to  be.” 

And,  turning  his  back  on  her,  he 
walked  through  the  shadowed  arch  that 
cut  the  custom-house  in  half. 

“Minna!”  He  lifted  his  arms  impul- 
sively in  the  gloom.  “Minna!  Oh,  my 
Minna,  my  Minna!” 

Yes,  stranger  things  indeed  had  hap- 
pened. It  did  not  sound,  somehow,  as  if 
he  had  come  “to  be  good  to  her.” 

In  the  squalid  darkness  of  the  street 
beyond  he  caught  a black  boy  by  the 
shirt. 

“Where  is  the  lady?  You  know,  the 
American  lady  from  New  York  who  has 
been  here  for  a year  perhaps?  The  lady 
called  Mrs.  Johnson?  . . . What?  At 
the  Callend’s  place  under  the  Mome 
Bruce?  You’re  sure  of  that?  Well,  son, 
here’s  a black  penny  for  you.  I know 
the  way.” 

The  boy  stared  after  him  as  with  long, 
swift  strides  he  vanished  among  the  lit- 
tle houses  of  mud  and  thatch.  Others, 
too,  as  he  passed  their  dimly  lighted 
doorways,  stared  after  him.  He  had 
meant  to  shave,  but  he  had  forgotten  it. 
He  had  meant  to  shift  to  his  shore  things, 
but  he  had  forgotten  that,  too.  He  had 
no  hat  on,  his  feet  were  bare,  and  his 
thin,  drenched  shirt  lay  open  at  the 
breast.  And  the  blood  from  his  scalp- 
wound,  mixed  with  water  and  dried, 
spread  a pinkish  blur  over  one  side  of 
his  fever-wasted  face. 

Nothing  of  this  occurred  to  him  until, 
done  with  the  crowded  darkness  of  the 
town,  he  found  himself  on  a hillside, 
climbing  a gravel  roadway  between 
thick,  heavy-scented  banks  of  foliage. 
An  oppressive  silence  lay  here,  ruffled 
only  by  the  infinitesimal  whine  of 
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mosquitoes  and  the  rare  flicker  of 
bats. 

“ I wonder,”  he  said,  and  his  pace  grew 
a hint  less  headlong.  His  hands,  groping 
blindly,  touched  his  damp  garments  here 
and  there,  his  stubbled,  sunken  cheeks, 
his  unkempt  hair. 

“I  wonder,  Minna — ” And  then  it 
came  out,  what  he  had  studied  so  long  to 
keep  hidden  away  in  the  darkness  of  his 
heart.  “I  wonder — if  you — what  you 
will  think — of  me." 

He  had  come  to  a wider  place  over- 
topping a thick-grown  cliff.  In  the  warm 
night  he  felt  cold.  He  saw  the  house 
across  the  graveled  dooryard.  On  the 
second  floor  there  was  a long,  dark  gal- 
lery with  blinds,  on  the  ground  floor 
nothing  but  a wall  of  stucco,  all  blank 
save  for  a door  in  the  center  buried 
under  a deep  arch  of  twining  Bougain- 
villea. The  door  was  open.  In  the  door- 
way, shadowed  against  a dim  interior 
glow  of  candles,  he  saw  a figure  waiting. 

Johnson  walked  forward  slowly,  as  if 
his  feet  had  become  lead.  All  the  while 
he  said  to  himself:  “It  can’t  be  you! 
It  can’t  be  you!” 

His  hands  were  held  out  the  least  way 
in  front  of  him,  their  palms  upward.  And 
he  said,  “No,  no,  it  can’t  be  Minna!” 

The  figure  left  the  shadow  under  the 
vine  and  came  to  meet  him,  moving 
slowly,  too.  And  then  in  the  faint  sheen 
of  the  moonlight  he  saw  that  it  was  the 
figure  of  an  island  priest. 

He  stopped,  with  a sudden  sense  of 
suffocation. 

“But — but  I have  come l” 

The  priest,  startled  and  mystified  by 
this  extraordinary  outburst,  regarded 
him  in  silence. 

“But  she  is  here!”  Johnson  protested, 
huskily.  “I — I am  he!  I am  the  man! 

I am  Johnson — Albert  M.  Johnson! 
Don’t  you  understand?  I was — I am — 
her  husband!” 

The  priest,  moved  perhaps  by  habit, 
or  perhaps  altogether  by  compassion, 
bowed  his  head. 

“My  son,”  he  murmured,  “she  waited 
a long  while.” 
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Turning  on  his  heel,  he  moved  back 
slowly  into  the  house.  Johnson  followed 
him.  He  saw  her  lying  on  the  bed  under 
the  light  of  two  tall  candles.  By  the  look 
on  her  dead  face  he  saw  that  the  priest 
had  spoken  the  truth,  perhaps  more  of 
the  truth  than  he  knew.  For  she  had 
waited  a very  long  while  indeed. 

The  man  lifted  his  face  from  the  cover- 
let of  the  bed  where  for  a time  it  had 
lain  hidden  and  motionless.  There  had 
been  no  sound  in  the  roqm  save  the  tick- 
ing of  a nickel  dock  on  an  ant-bitten 
shelf  in  the  farther  corner;  Johnson  had 
thought  that  the  priest  was  gone.  When 
he  saw  the  dark-robed  figure  standing  at 
the  bed’s  foot  the  muscles  of  his  gaunt  face 
moved  with  a scarcely  perceptible  spasm. 

“What  time  was  it.  Father?” 

' “What  time?” 

“When  she — went.  When  she  died.** 

“I  have  said,  my  son,  but  just  now. 
Had  you  been  but  a little  sooner — ” 

“Yes,  yes,  Father;  but  what  hour? 
What  minute  of  the  hour?” 

“Ah,  but  my  son!”  The  priest  lifted 
his  hands  in  a gesture  of  deprecation. 
“As  to  the  hour  and  minute — ” 

“Never  mind,”  said  Johnson. 

He  got  to  his  feet  and,  without  looking 
again  at  the  priest  or  at  the  figure  of  the 
woman  lying  on  the  bed,  he  passed  out 
of  the  door.  Crossing  the  level  bit,  he 
came  to  the  edge  of  the  jungled  declivity. 
With  his  hands  locked  behind  him  he 
stood  there  gazing  out  across  the  dark 
huddle  of  the  town  to  where,  shadowed 
forth  with  the  faintest  silver  penciling  of 
the  sickle  moon,  the  schooner  lay  at  rest 
upon  the  water.  And  as  he  remembered 
the  moment  of  pity  he  had  felt  for  her 
his  face  grew  paler  yet  and  his  teeth 
nipped  tighter  into  the  flesh  of  his  lip. 
For  now  across  the  dim-lit  space  between 
them  he  seemed  to  catch  the  gesture  of 
her  quiescence,  the  sense  of  her  mute 
and  tranquil  mockery. 

“I  might  have  known,”  he  said,  in  a 
whisper,“whenshedidn’tfight.  And  I can 
see  now  that  she  didn’t  fight;  she  came.” 
“Yes,”  he  repeated,  after  another  mo- 


ment, “she  came  of  her  own  will.  She 
had  me  down.  And  then  something  hap- 
pened, and  she  came.” 

He  turned  at  sound  of  a gentle  cough 
behind  him. 

“Were  you  still  curious  as  to  the  time, 
my  son?”  The  priest  studied  him 
thoughtfully.  “For  if  you  are,  the  maid 
who  was  with  her  has  just  now  come  in.” 

“Thank  you.  Father,  but  you  needn’t 
trouble.”  Johnson  turned  back  to  the 
cliff  again.  “For  I know  now,”  he  said. 
“Minna  died  just  after  six — sometime 
between  six  and  nine  minutes  after  six 
o’clock  this  evening.” 

“Ah!”  murmured  the  priest.  “Yes,  so 
I was  told.  . . .” 

I am  aware  that  it  would  make  a bet- 
ter story  if  I could  tell  how  Johnson  took 
vengeance  on  his  ship  that  night;  how 
he  rowed  out  to  her  alone,  opened  a seam 
with  his  own  hands,  and  sent  her  reeling 
and  bubbling  down  under  the  black 
waters  of  the  roadstead.  Or  how,  with  a 
finer  irony  of  imagination,  he  slipped  her 
cable  and  let  the  wind  take  her  out  and 
away  into  the  immeasurably  empty 
spaces  of  ocean,  to  wait,  as  the  other  had 
waited,  till  a lonely  derelict  went  down. 

But  the  truth  of  the  thing  is  that  I 
have  seen  them  both  within  a year.  As 
I was  coming  into  the  bay  at  Barbados 
she  was  making  out,  full  before  the  wind. 
And  as  she  passed  under  our  counter  I 
saw  him  leaning  on  the  wheel,  gazing  up 
at  us  (apparently)  as  he  always  had, 
with  at  least  a ghost  of  that  same  old 
somnolent  expression  of  disdain. 

I don’t  know  how  it  really  was,  but 
outwardly  there  seemed  little  change  in 
either  of  them.  Neither  of  them  seemed 
much  older.  In  the  sanguine  air  of  dawn 
I had  the  bizarre  thought  that  they  had 
somehow  found  their  way  to  the  far  land 
and  drunk  of  the  waters  of  eternal  youth. 
I don’t  know.  Only  one  real  change  was 
apparent.  As  she  passed  close  by  I saw 
that  the  name  under  her  taffrail  had  been 
changed.  It  caught  the  sun  and  glittered 
when  she  careened  to  our  bow-wave: 

La  Guiablesse. 
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II.— TURKISH  TRAINS  AND  BRITISH  TOMMIES 
BY  CAPTAIN  ALAN  BOTT,  N.  C.,  R.  A.  F. 


MADE  desperate  by  our  failure  to 
escape  from  Damascus,  we  were 
ready  to  try  without  forethought  any 
impossible  plan  that  might  be  suggested 
between  a halt  and  a halt,  as  we  jour- 
neyed toward  Aleppo.  H.  'and  I de- 
cided that  if  the  train  slowed  down  we 
would  jump  from  it  and  make  for'  the 
mountains.  Then,  at  evening,  we  would 
find  the  German  aerodrome  and  try 
to  steal  a machine,  if  this  could  be  done 
against  such  possible  odds  as  alert 
sentries,  well-guarded  hangars,  and 
empty  gasolene  tanks.  Once  aboard 
the  aeroplane,  we  would  fly  southeast- 
ward to  the  Palestine  front.  Luckily, 
perhaps,  the  train  continued  at  a speed 
which  precluded  any  leap  from  it;  so 
that  we  abandoned  the  wild  scheme. 

Two  rather  better  opportunities  were 
made  possible  by  the  officer  in  charge 
of  our  guards — a young  Turk  who  was 
fanatical  and  unbelievably  stupid.  The 
party  occupied  two  compartments,  one 
containing  three  prisoners',  the ''officer, 
and  a Turkish  private,  and  the  other 
the  remaining  four  prisoners,  a cor- 
poral, and  a second  soldier.  The  officer 
paid  us  not  the  least  attention,  whether 
to  prevent  a possible  escape,  to  pro- 
vide us  with  food,  or  even  to  count  his 
prisoners  from  time  to  time.  At  sun- 
set he  turned  to  the  east  and  murmured 
his  prayers,  and  at  odd  moments 
throughout  the  day,  with  head  on 
breast,  he  muttered  passages  from  the 
Koran.  Nobody  but  Allah,  Moham- 
med, and  his  fanatical  little  self  seemed 
to  interest  him.  He  had  a basket  of 
bread  and  dried  meat  for  himself— but 
only  for  himself. 


After  ten  hours  of  hunger  we  stopped 
for  a while  at  Homs,  and  in  broken 
Arabic  demanded  food.  He  pointed  to 
a man  who  was  selling  bread  and  hard- 
boiled  eggs  on  the  platform,  explained 
that  we  were  at  liberty  to  buy  from 
this  hawker,  and  resumed  his  medita- 
tion. We  left  the  train  without  hin- 
drance, and  mingled  with  the  people 
on  the  station.  It  would  have  been 
easy  for  at  least  two  of  us  to  slip  away, 
with  the  crowd  as  screen.  But  the 
nearest  point  on  the  coast  was  far  away; 
and,  as  we  had  neither  compass  nor  a 
supply  of  food,  to  make  the  attempt  in 
our  uniforms  would  have  been  madness. 

At  this  station  I got  into  conversa- 
tion with  a Syrian  woman  from  Leb- 
anon, and  from  her  learned  of  the 
dreadful  conditions  in  that  province. 
The  crops  had  been  commandeered, 
the  cedars  and  the  fruit-trees  cut  down 
by  the  Turks  for  fuel,  the  population 
was  being  systematically  starved.  Al- 
ready thirty  per  cent,  had  died  of  des- 
titution, she  declared,  including  her 
father  and  her  two  children.  She  her- 
self had  come  to  Homs  because  there 
food  and  money  were  rather  more 
plentiful. 

“The  people  of  Lebanon  perish,  and 
neither  God  nor  any  one  else  helps  us.” 
This  in  a tone  of  dull  hopelessness,  as  if 
she  was  beyond  even  despair.  And 
even  as  she  said  it,  many  a train-load 
of  grain  was  en  route  for  Germany,  via 
Syria  and  Anatolia. 

The  second  chance  came  at  Hamah, 
where  we  halted  at  dusk  for  half  an 
hour.  A little  restaurant  faced  our 
compartment,  and,  still  being  hungry. 
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we  made  for  it.  The  young  officer 
ordered  us  to  stop,  and  a guard,  running 
from  the  train,  clutched  at  H.’s  arm. 
H.  shook  him  off,  like  a horse  shaking 
off  a fly,  said,  “ Mungaree”  (his  version 
of  the  Arabic  word  for  food),  and  con- 
tinued toward  the  restaurant.  The 
Turkish  officer  continued  to  protest,  but 
when  we  took  not  the  slightest  notice 
he  joined  us  at  the  buffet,  where  for  the 
price  of  two  dollars  one  could  buy  a 
plate  of  goat’s  meat,  with  bread  and 
coffee. 

Afterward,  while  the  Turk  went 
outside  with  four  of  our  number,  H., 
M.,  and  I remained  to  buy  bread. 
When  we  returned  to  the  platform  not 
a guard  was  in  sight.  Moreover,  our 
train  had  shunted  backward.  To  reach 
it  we  should  have  to  walk  over  fifty 
yards.  We  could  see  the  little  fanatic, 
stupidly  unconscious  as  ever  of  what  was 
happening,  walking  ahead  of  us  between 
the  rails,  with  the  remainder  of  the 
party. 

“You’re  the  linguist,”  said  H.  to 
me.  “ Hop  back  quickly  and  buy  all  the 
grub  you  can  find.  Get  enough  to  last 
us  to  the  coast.” 

“Six  loaves  of  bread,  twelve  hard- 
boiled  eggs,  and  some  raisins,”  I said  to 
the  waiter  in  the  buffet. 

He  disappeared  into  the  back  room, 
while  I waited,  uncomfortable  under  the 
curious  looks  of  the  diners  at  my  uni- 
form. 

“A  German  officer,”  I heard  one  man 
tell  his  woman  companion;  and  I tried 
to  look  disdainful  enough  for  the  part. 

The  waiter  found  that  he  could  sup- 
ply only  three  small  loaves  and 
a dozen  eggs.  With  these  tied  in  a 
bundle,  I returned  to  H.  and  M.  The 
military  guard  of  the  station  was  at  the 
farther  end  of  the  platform,  and  to 
avoid  him  we  had  to  walk  along  the 
line,  in  the  direction  of  our  own  train. 
We  intended  to  dodge  behind  some 
waiting  trucks,  about  twenty  yards 
ahead,  slip  over  the  siding  on  which 
they  stood,  and  so  to  open  country. 

Then,  as  we  were  moving  up  the  line, 


the  mad  adventure  was  made  impos- 
sible. Two  guards  came  running  tow- 
ard us  from  the  train.  We  walked  on 
calmly  in  their  direction,  so  that  they 
showed  no  suspicions,  and  evidently 
thought  we  were  alone  as  a result  of 
misunderstanding. 

“ Saa-eeda,”  said  H.,  blandly,  as  he 
offered  them  cigarettes;  and  this  greeting 
disposed  of  whatever  doubts  they  may 
have  had.  Yet  the  state  of  funk  into 
which  our  short  absence  plunged  the 
Turkish  officer  had  the  effect  of  a shower- 
bath  upon  him.  He  roused  himself  from 
his  former  unintelligent  disregard,  and 
for  the  rest  of  the  journey  we  were  never 
allowed  outside  the  carriage.  Thus, 
once  again,  an  absurd  plan  fell  through 
at  the  outset;  for,  with  no  guide,  no 
compass,  no  water,  and  the  necessity 
of  buying  more  food,  the  odds  would 
have  been  a hundred  to  one  against 
our  reaching  the  coast.  And  even  if 
we  had  reached  the  coast  it  was  im- 
probable that  we  should  have  found  a 
sailing-boat,  ready  to  be  stolen. 

At  Aleppo  we  came  upon  some  In- 
dian prisoners.  Carrying  our  packs, 
we  were  trudging  along  the  hot,  uneven 
road  from  the  railway  station  when 
three  white-turbaned  figures  in  khaki 
saluted  from  the  balcony  of  a hospital. 
One  of  them  put  a crutch  under  his  left 
armpit,  I noticed,  as  he  stood  to  atten- 
tion. This  simple  salute  warmed  the 
heart,  with  its  reminder  that  we  were 
not  altogether  outcasts.  We  returned 
it  with  gusto — as  did  a passing  German 
officer,  who  thought  it  was  meant  for 
him. 

We  were  taken  to  a hotel  where  tran- 
sient Turkish  officers  stayed  on  their 
way  to  Palestine  and  Mesopotamia.  Re- 
calling our  attempted  escape  at  Damas- 
cus, we  were  not  surprised  at  never  being 
allowed  to  leave  the  building.  Indeed, 

I was  astonished  at  not  being  sent  to 
some  prison,  and  surmised — rightly,  as 
it  turned  out — that  punishment  must 
be  in  store  for  us  farther  down  the  line. 
For  the  rest,  we  spent  several  by  no 
means  uncomfortable  days  at  Aleppo, 
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with  many  an  interesting  hour  of  sight- 
seeing from  the  balcony. 

The  market-place  fronting  the  street 
corner  below  was  used  as  a food  bazaar. 
Each  evening  Arab  and  Syrian  huck- 
sters arrived  with  flat  barrows,  or 
erected  rickety  stalls.  Then,  from  bas- 
kets and  panniers,  they  produced  their 
wares,  which  they  laid  out  for  inspec- 
tion— loaves  of  bread,  bowls  of  soured 
milk,  basins  of  stew,  cooked  potatoes, 
roasted  meats,  boiled  vegetables,  cakes, 
nuts,  or  lengths  of  flexible  candy. 
Some  cooked  meat  or  vegetables  over 
metal  bars,  placed  across  a char- 
coal fire.  As  the  crowd  began  to 
gather,  the  policeman  circulated  among 
the  vendors,  looking  for  such  as  had 
not  paid  the  police  baksheesh  for  their 
stand.  Having  found  a victim,  the 
gendarme  would  lead  him  gently  around 
the  corner  to  settle  accounts;  after 
which  the  stallkeeper  was  at  liberty  to 
trade  for  the  rest  of  the  evening.  Any 
who  could  not  or  would  not  pay  were 
hustled  from  the  market-place. 

Then,  until  about  midnight,  was 
acted  a succession  of  minor  comedies. 
In  this  bazaar  trial  by  taste  is  evidently 
the  cust  m;  and  since  Allah  has  pro- 
vided us  with  hands  and  mouths,  why 
use  forks  and  spoons?  An  intending 
buyer  digs  finger  and  thumb  into  some 
steaming  dish,  pulls  out  a chunk  of  meat 
or  vegetable,  and  chews  reflectively. 
Then  he  either  purchases  or  passes  on 
to  the  next  stall,  while  somebody  else 
follows  and  stuffs  a hand  into  the  same 
dish.  I traced  a few  men  and  women 
who,  by  tasting  meat  at  one  stall, 
potato  at  another,  and  bread  at  a third, 
must  have  eaten  quite  a meal  for 
nothing.  This  feat  was  difficult,  how- 
ever, for  the  stallkeeper  had  an  uncanny 
instinct  for  bona-fide  buyers,  and  ready 
kicks  for  such  as  were  not. 

Over  there  is  a potato-man  who  has 
dodged  his  dues  to  the  gendarme,  ap- 
parently because  his  ready  cash  is  in- 
sufficient. As  the  gendarme  approaches 
he  picks  up  his  basket,  with  the  wooden 
box  on  which  it  rests,  and  fades  into 


the  crowd.  When  the  policeman  has 
left  he  reappears  and  resumes  business. 
Twice  more  he  must  shut  up  shop,  for 
a quarter  of  an  hour  at  a time,  until 
finally  his  takings  allow  him  to  pay  the 
bribe.  His  wife  guards  the  stall  while 
he  meets  the  policeman  ’round  the  comer. 

He  reappears,  and,  no  longer  obliged 
to  shun  overmuch  attention,  cries  his 
wares  loudly  and  does  a roaring  trade. 

The  candy-barrows  are  mostly,  kept 
by  small  boys,  comically  dignified  in 
apron  and  fez.  Useless  to  think  that 
youth  makes  them  easy  game,  for 
they  are  sharp  as  pawnbrokers  and 
can  tell  in  the  fraction  of  a second  a 
bad  note  or  coin.  Most  of  them  seem 
to  have  a working  arrangement  with 
some  gendarme,  whereby  if  an  adult 
tries  to  take  advantage  of  their  physi- 
cal weakness  they  shriek  invectives. 
The  policeman  then  strolls  leisurely 
toward  the  stall,  and  the  would-be  cheat 
wishes  he  hadn’t. 

One  or  two  seedy  ruffians  hang 
around  the  fringe  of  the  crowd,  waiting 
for  a chance  at  some  petty  villainy. 
Presently,  out  of  the  crush  comes  a little 
Syrian  girl,  carrying  a bowl  of  milk. 

A much-mustached,  dirty-robed  Arab 
follows  her  into  the  entrance  of  a nar- 
row street,  where  he  suddenly  grabs 
the  bowl,  drinks  the  milk,  pushes  the 
vessel  back  into  her  hands,  and  strides 
away.  The  little  girl  attracts  a certain 
amount  of  attention  by  shrilling  her 
protests,  but  the  wolfish  milk-drinker 
has  vanished.  A gendarme  spectator 
makes  no  effort  to  interfere,  not  having 
been  bribed  to  protecj  stray  children. 

Soon  afterward  a similar  theft  is 
perpetrated  by  a similar  ruffian,  who 
grabs  a chunk  of  meat  from  an  old 
woman’s  bowl  of  stew.  In  this  case 
retribution  comes  swiftly  and  suitably. 

The  Man  Who  Grabs  Meat  has  failed 
to  notice  that  the  weak  old  woman  is 
attended  by  a strong  young  man,  who 
has  lagged  behind  to  talk  to  a friend. 

The  strong  young  man  leaps  at  the 
thief,  kicks  him  in  the  stomach — hard — 
knocks  him  down  when  he  doubles  up 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Go  'gle 


566 


HARPER’S  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE 


helplessly,  and  proceeds  to  beat  him, 
while  the  old  woman  shrieks  her  venom. 
The  gendarme  is  much  amused. 

Through  the  changing  crowd  pass  the 
vendors  of  drinks,  clanging  a brass  cup 
against  a brass  can  to  attract  atten- 
tion, but  neither  washing  nor  rinsing 
the  cup  after  somebody  has  drunk 
from  it.  From  time  to  time  a huckster 
slips  away  for  a glass  of  arak  in  the  near- 
by cafe,  while  his  wife  guards  the  barrow. 

Between  eleven  o’clock  and  midnight 
the  traders  begin  to  run  out  of  stock. 
They  pack  up  their  kit  and,  before 
leaving,  bargain  volubly  with  one  an- 
other over  the  exchange  of  eatables  for 
their  own  domestic  use — two  loaves  for 
a dish  of  vegetables,  a can  of  milk  for 
three  slices  of  meat.  The  streets  empty, 
the  cries  cease,  the  gendarmes  disappear 
with  their  baksheesh,  and  we  retire  to 
join  the  little  things  that  hop  and  crawl 
in  our  beds. 

With  such  sights  and  sounds  we 
whiled  away  our  confinement  at  Aleppo. 
Always  there  was  something  to  dis- 
tract us.  A Mohammedan  official  of 
the  Indian  Postal  Service,  for  example, 
helped  to  prevent  us  from  brooding 
overmuch.  With  only  a fez  differentiat- 
ing his  uniform  from  that  of  most  native 
officers  of  the  Indian  army,  we  accepted 
him  at  first  as  a fellow-prisoner.  But 
when,  at  table,  he  asked  leading  ques- 
tions about  the  Palestine  operations,  H. 
winked  at  me  and  fingered  his  lips  as  a 
signal.  We  took  the  hint  and  answered 
very  vaguely. 

“Don’t  like  the  look  of  the  little 
blighter,”  said  Q.,  after  dinner.  “Let’s 
watch  him.” 

He  was  worth  watching.  Every  day, 
we  found,  he  walked  in  the  streets 
without  a guard.  Moreover,  he  was 
living  by  himself  in  a comfortable  room. 
While  this  exceptional  treatment  of  a 
prisoner  did  not  prove  treachery,  the 
circumstantial  evidence  was  fairly  damn- 
ing, and  we  became  as  unopened  clams 
when  he  talked  to  us.  This  was  the 
right  attitude;  for  later,  when  at  a 
concentration-camp,  we  learned  that 


this  Mohammedan  Indian  was  an  out- 
and-out-traitor.  Sometimes  he  was 
seen  enjoying  himself  at  Constantinople, 
sometimes  he  talked  in  railway  trains 
to  newly  captured  prisoners,  sometimes 
he  talked  with  them  in  hospitals. 
Once,  in  a hospital  at  Mosul,  he  was 
placed  next  to  a wounded  officer  taken 
in  a recent  battle.  His  assumed  com- 
plaint was  influenza;  yet  he  received 
full  diet,  and  his  temperature  remained 
normal  while  he  lay  in  bed  and  asked 
questions  about  the  Mesopotamian 
campaign. 

A prisoner  of  war  in  the  East  senses 
his  surroundings  far  more  intimately 
than  the  traveler.  Temporarily  he  is 
of  the  East.  Of  necessity  his  captors 
regard  him  as  something  more  intimate 
than  the  transient  Westerner  who, 
while  moving  freely  among  them,  lives 
according  to  Western  customs  and  tradi- 
tion; and  of  necessity  the  man  who  is 
forced  to  live  among  Easterns  and  ac- 
cording to  Eastern  customs  is  more 
likely  to  understand  the  mental  attitude 
whereby  the  crooked  road  is  chosen  in 
preference  to  the  straight,  whereby 
anything  unexpected  and  fantastic  may 
happen  at  any  time,  whereby — to  repeat 
an  illustration  of  my  friend,  Jean  Willi, 
the  dragoman — a man  may  get  married 
in  the  morning  and  be  a solitary  fugitive 
for  his  life  in  the  evening. 

So  it  was  with  us.  The  continuity 
of  strange  impressions  and  experiences 
reacted  on  me  till  I forgot  to  realize 
that  I was  an  ordinary  Englishman 
held  prisoner  in  what  to  me  was  an 
extraordinary  country  at  an  extraor- 
dinary period,  and  became  as  fatalistic 
and  unsurprised  as  the  Arabs  and 
Turks  themselves.  Somewhere  or  other, 
I knew,  we  should  be  punished  for  hav- 
ing wanted  to  escape.  Of  what  the 
punishment  might  consist  we  guessed 
nothing,  except  that  it  was  likely  to 
be  something  novel  for  which  we  should 
be  quite  unprepared.  Meanwhile,  it  was 
of  absorbing  interest  to  sit  on  the  bal- 
cony at  Aleppo  and  study  the  motley 
crowd  in  the  bazaar. 
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On  leaving  Aleppo  we  knew  neither 
the  next  stage  of  the  journey  nor  our 
ultimate  destination;  and  we  were 
content  that  it  should  be  so,  for  a future 
that  is  certain  to  be  unpleasant  is  better 
indefinite  than  definite. 

For  this  journey  our  escort  consisted 
of  two  gendarmes  and  two  soldiers.  First 
we  were  herded  into  a third-class  com- 
partment, windowless  and  altogether 
filthy.  Already,  before  we  arrived,  it 
was  crowded  with  unwashed  and  un- 
kempt peasants,  so  that  our  party  of 
eleven  was  allowed  to  occupy  seven  seats 
only.  One  of  the  gendarmes,  who  could 
murder  French,  advised  us  never  to  let 
our  few  belongings  out  of  our  hands, 
“or,”  said  he,  “we  meet  darkness  and 
— pouf! — everything  vanishes.” 

We  liked  the  looks  of  neither  the  car- 
riage nor  the  fellow-passengers,  and 
thought  how  much  more  pleasant  a goods- 
truck  would  be.  The  German  soldiers 
in  the  East  shared  our  views,  for  they 
always  traveled  in  trucks.  R.  and  I 
persuaded  a gendarme  to  take  us  to  the 
office  of  the  station  commandant,  in 
the  hope  of  being  allotted  better  quar- 
ters. The  commandant  was  polite, 
but  pretended  that  he  could  offer 
nothing  better.  Then,  as  we  passed 
along  the  platform,  I saw  a clean,  cov- 
ered-in trade,  with  a few  Germans 
inside  it.  One  man  leaned  idly  against 
the  entrance,  and  him  I asked  politely 
if,  since  there  was  much  room  to  spare, 
they  could  lend  us  a corner. 

“ Ausgescfdossen!”  he  growled.  “ Wir 
wollen  keine  Engltinder.” 

We  were  about  to  move  on  when 
“Was  gibt’s?”  called  a Feldwebel  as  he 
stepped  from  the  track. 

I explained  that  seven  British  officers, 
two  of  them  wounded,  longed  for  floor 
space,  so  that  they  would  not  be  herded 
with  odorous  Turks. 

“ Perhaps  we  can  manage  it,”  said  the 
Fddwebel. 

“What’s  Paris  like  now?”  he  asked, 
suddenly,  and  went  on  to  explain  that 
before  the  war  he  was  a bank-clerk 
there.  With  one  eye  on  the  coveted 


space  in  the  track,  I admitted  to  having 
lived  for  a time  on  the  rive  gauche,  dis- 
cussed peace-time  and  war-time  Paris, 
and  even — for  one  will  put  up  with  a 
lot  to  avoid  traveling  in  a Turkish 
third-class  carriage — listened  patiently 
to  the  German’s  reminiscences  of  a love- 
affair  with  a French  cabaret  singer. 
This  display  of  patience  was  re- 
warded. He  took  a referendum  of 
his  five  companions,  and  all,  except 
the  surly  brute  to  whom  I had  first 
spoken,  agreed  to  cede  us  half  the 
track.  The  Feldwebel  asked  permis- 
sion of  a German  major  to  invite  us 
inside,  and  the  major  agreed. 

“But  only  because  you  happen  to  be 
fellow-Europeans,”  he  explained,  “while 
the  Turks  are  not.” 

A small  bribe  to  the  gendarme,  and 
we  moved  thankfully  from  the  Turkish 
compartment.  There  was  room  enough 
for  all,  prisoners  and  guards,  to  lie  on 
the  floor  of  the  track,  so  that  by  com- 
parison we  traveled  de  luxe.  The 
Germans  were  friendly;  and  the  Feld- 
webel, after  I had  pretended  to  be 
interested  in  more  tales  of  his  affaires 
de  cceur,  gave  us  a supply  of  tea  with 
the  loan  of  a spirit-stove  for  boiling  it. 

So,  with  poker  and  talk,  we  traveled 
for  four  days  across  Asia  Minor.  On 
three  of  the  four  evenings  a certain 
amount  of  excitement  was  caused  by 
Turkish  soldiers  attempting  to  desert 
when  the  train  halted.  They  ran  tow- 
ard the  hill,  sometimes  fired  upon  and 
sometimes  chased.  Several  were  cap- 
tured, several  got  away  and  went  to 
swell  the  huge  total  of  brigands. 

In  that  part  of  1918  the  number  of 
deserters  and  brigands  all  over  Turkey 
was  enormous.  Hundreds  of  thousands 
deserted  from  the  army,  and  of  these 
scores  of  thousands  took  to  the  moun- 
tains and  wild  places  of  Asia  Minor, 
there  to  become  robbers.  Traveling  on 
foot,  on  horseback,  or  on  donkey-back 
across  Anatolia  was  unsafe  in  the 
highest  degree.  In  every  fastness  one 
would  be  certain  te  meet  a band  of 
armed  ruffians,  destitute  and  utterly 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


568 


HARPER’S  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE 


merciless,  who  would  cheerfully  kill 
for  the  sake  of  a pair  of  boots  or  a shirt. 

More  than  a few  German  soldiers  who 
had  walked  a mile  or  two  from  the 
beaten  track  were  killed  by  brigands. 
Many  of  the  gendarmes  sent  to  deal 
with  the  robber  bands  were  found  dead, 
with  their  heads  battered  in.  Many 
others  were  hand-in-glove  with  them, 
and  gave  information  of  possible  plun- 
der. Sometimes  a gang  would  descend 
on  a village,  kill  a few  inhabitants  as  a 
warning  to  the  others,  and  proceed  to 
steal  everything  worth  the  stealing 
before  they  retired. 

On  the  eastern  side  of  the  Taurus  we 
detrained,  and  were  transferred  to  the 
narrow-gage  line  that  traversed  the 
great  Taurus  tunnel  before  the  broad- 
gage  railway  was  completed.  For  eight 
hours,  on  a swaying  little  train  with 
miniature  engine,  we  moved  through  the 
tunnel’s  half-light,  with  an  occasional 
interval  of  sunlight  at  gaps  between 
the  mountains. 

The  great  Taurus  tunnel  was  the 
solution  of  the  worst  obstacle  to  the 
Berlin-Bagdad  Railway.  With  Serbia 
overrun  and  Bulgaria  and  Turkey  as 
Germany’s  allies,  the  line  from  Berlin 
to  Constantinople  was  straightforward. 
Already  in  1915  the  Anatolian  Railway 
linked  Constantinople  to  Konia.  At 
the  eastern  end,  the  line  from  Bagdad 
(once  Turkey  should  have  regained  it) 
could  be  extended  across  the  desert  to 
Mosul,  lwhile  the  stretch  of  country  from 
Mosul  to  Aleppo  would  offer  no  diffi- 
culties. Between  Konia  and  the  line 
from  Aleppo,  however,  was  the  great 
natural  barrier  of  the  Taurus  Moun- 
tains. 

The  rock  stratum  in  the  Taurus  is 
among  the  hardest  in  the  world.  For 
many  months  it  resisted  all  ordinary 
drills.  The  Berlin-Bagdad  Railway 
Company  caused  various  special  drills  to 
be  made,  and  then,  after  infinite  labor 
and  experiment,  began  boring  slowly 
through  the  rock.  The  natural  diffi- 

1 The  British  have  already  extended  it  beyond 
Samar  rah. 


culties — precipices,  steep  slopes,  chasms, 
and  gorges — were  tremendous.  Nobody 
who  has  passed  through  the  hollowed 
rock  can  deny  that  the  Taurus  line  is  a 
magnificent  feat  of  engineering,  espe- 
cially the  suspension  bridge  across  a 
giant  gorge  on  the  western  slopes. 

Trains  began  running  through  the 
Taurus  Mountains,  along  the  broad- 
gage  line,  just  two  months  before  the 
armistice;  and  the  Berlin  to  Bagdad 
Railway,  including  this  wonderful  tun- 
nel, is  now  to  be  the  London  and  Paris 
to  Bagdad  Railway.  Already  the  line 
goes  as  far  eastward  as  Mosul,  while 
the  westward  rails  from  Bagdad  are 
fast  moving  from  Samarrah  to  Mosul. 
These,  when  completed,  will  be  the  last 
links  in  the  great  railway  chain  from 
Boulogne  to  Bagdad.  When  the  tun- 
nel under  the  English  Channel  has  been 
constructed  the  railway  will  stretch 
without  a break  from  London  to 
Bagdad. 

Throughout  the  war  this  work  on  the 
Anatolian  Railway  was  done  mainly  by 
British  Tommies  and  Indian  soldiers, 
picked  from  among  the  survivors  of 
the  captured  garrison  of  Kut-el-Amara. 
With  them  were  a few  German  technical 
officers  and  soldiers,  some  Turkish 
guards,  and  many  Turkish  laborers. 

As  workmen,  the  Turks  were  hope- 
less, except  when  set  to  tasks  that 
required  no  intelligence;  and  even  then 
they  shirked.  The  Tommies,  who  were 
far  better  paid  and  fed  by  the  Germans 
than  were  the  prisoners  who  worked 
for  the  Turks,  soon  established  a curious 
ascendancy.  If  it  suited  them  they 
did  four  times  the  work  of  the  Turks. 
They  were  intelligent,  and  could  be 
trusted  with  funds.  It  was  not  long 
before  some  of  them  were  in  charge  of 
Turkish  gangs.  Several  filled  positions 
of  importance,  with  good  salaries  and 
plenty  of  freedom. 

When,  having  emerged  from  the  tun- 
nel, we  halted  for  a few  hours  at  Bela- 
medik,  we  were  greeted  by  groups  of 
these  prisoner-officials,  eager  for  news 
of  the  war.  They  were  in  civilian 
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clothes  furnished  by  the  Dutch  Lega- 
tion at  Constantinople.  Such  as  wore 
hats  and  dean  collars  were  always 
greeted  respectfully  with  the  title  of 
effendi  by  the  Turkish  laborers.  One 
Tommy — a Glasgow  warehouseman — 
had  charge  of  all  the  office  staff,  with 
Greek  clerks  under  him.  Another — an 
Australian — was  actually  paymaster  of 
the  construction  department.  Many 
thousands  of  dollars  passed  through  his 
hands  each  month,  and  the  German 
offidals  trusted  him  implicitly.  It  was 
a fantastic  position — prisoners  of  war, 
in  the  wildest  part  of  Anatolia,  as 
responsible  employees  of  a great  engi- 
neering company  controlled  by  the 
enemy. 

From  Belamedik  we  proceeded  to 
Bosanti,  where,  in  those  days,  the 
broad-gage  line  ended  and  the  narrow- 
gage  line  began.  There  we  stayed  for 
a night  and  a morning.  At  Bosanti, 
also,  was  a gang  of  British  prisoners. 
Six  of  them  took  us  to  their  hut  and 
demanded  the  latest  news  of  the  war. 
At  that  time  we  had  little  that  was  good 
to  tell.  The  German  drive  toward 
Amiens  and  Paris  was  in  full  swing; 
the  Italians  had  been  badly  beaten  on 
the  Piave;  the  tonnage  sunk  by  sub- 
marines was  enormous.  Our  one  bright 
item  of  news  was  that  thousands  of 
Americans  were  pouring  into  France 
daily;  which  fact  greatly  surprised  these 
isolated  prisoners,  who,  from  what  they 
had  been  told  by  the  Germans  or  had 
read  in  the  Turkish  papers,  thought 
that  no  American  troops  could  have 
arrived  on  the  western  front. 

Having  distracted  the  guards’  atten- 
tion by  giving  them  coffee  in  a far 
corner  of  the  hut,  the  Tommies  changed 
the  subject  to  escape  talk.  A party  of 
five — two  Australians,  two  Englishmen, 
and  a French  petty  officer  from  a 
captured  submarine — had  built  a col- 
lapsible boat.  In  three  weeks’  time 
they  would  all  apply  for  twenty-four 
hours’  rest  rom  work,  a privilege  al- 
lowed by  the  German  supervisor  every 
three  months.  Carrying  the  boat  in 
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sections  and  enough  food  for  a fortnight, 
they  would  then  slip  away  and  begin 
tramping  toward  the  coast  near  Mersina, 
They  expected  to  be  walking  for  about 
ten  days,  after  which  they  would 
assemble  the  boat  at  night  and  put  to 
sea,  in  the  hope  of  either  being  picked 
up  by  an  Allied  vessel  or  of  rowing  to 
Cyprus.  Five  months  had  been  spent 
in  building  the  boat,  the  work  being 
done  in  the  hut  at  odd  moments,  some- 
times by  day  and  sometimes  by  night, 
but  always  with  a man  on  the  lookout 
for  intruders.  Tools,  strips  of  metal, 
and  a huge  sheet  of  canvas  had  been 
smuggled  out  of  the  German  workshops. 

After  making  sure  that  the  guards 
were  unsuspicious,  an  Australian  lifted 
the  tip  of  a plank  beneath  his  bed  and 
extracted  one  of  the  steel  ribs.  It  was 
beautifully  made,  with  folding  joint  in 
the  center  and  clasp  and  socket  at 
either  extremity.  He  likewise  pro- 
duced a compass  and  a revolver,  bought 
secretly  from  a friendly  German  private. 
Both  these  articles  would  be  necessary, 
the  compass  because  the  escapers  would 
be  unable  to  follow  the  road,  and  the 
revolver  because  they  would  be  certain 
to  meet  brigands. 

One  can  imagine  the  determination 
and  perseverance  that  made  possible 
the  long  hours  of  secret  work  on  the 
collapsible  boat,  extending  over  months 
of  careful  designing,  of  filching  the 
required  material,  of  odd-moment  con- 
struction under  great  difficulty,  always 
with  the  urgent  fear  of  discovery. 

I wish  it  were  possible  to  tell  of  their 
success.  About  a mouth  after  we  left 
Bosanti  they  slipped  away,  according 
to  plan.  Carrying  the  boat  in  sections, 
besides  food  and  the  oars,  they  walked 
in  night  marches  across  the  mountains 
and  down  the  wild  slopes  fronting  the 
coast.  Three  times  they  met  brigands; 
but  the  revolver  enabled  them  to  bluff 
their  way  through.  And  then,  when 
already  within  sight  of  the  sea,  a 
gendarme  saw  them.  Four  of  the 
plucky  five  were  captured,  while  the 
fifth  managed  to  hide  in  a cleft  between 
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two  rocks,  with  the  complete  framework 
of  the  boat.  That  night  he  dragged  it 
down  to  the  deserted  part  of  the  beach. 
On  the  following  night  he  pieced  it 
together.  He  put  to  sea,  and  for  eight 
hours  made  a desperate  effort  to  leave 
the  coast;  but  the  shoreward  currents 
were  too  strong  for  him  and  the  weak 
little  craft  drifted  back.  He  was  re- 
captured and  sent  to  join  the  four  other 
adventurers  in  prison. 

Next  morning,  while  waiting  for  our 
train,  we  watched  the  Tommies  at  work. 
Some  aeroplanes  were  on  their  way  to 
Palestine,  and  the  prisoners  were  told 
to  transfer  them  to  the  small-gage  rail- 
way. The  men  seemed  listless  and 
uninclined  to  hasten  as  they  carried  the 
machines  to  the  secluded  siding  where 
they  were  to  be  reloaded.  I was  puz- 
zled to  find,  however,  that,  once  they 
began  packing  the  aeroplane  sections 
on  the  small  trucks,  they  appeared  to 
be  keen  and  painstaking.  In  the  dis- 
tance we  could  see  them  grouped  around 
each  truck  in  turn,  as  they  worked 
steadily  throughout  the  morning. 

“You  always  as  keen  as  this  in  hand- 
ling Hun  war  material?”  asked  H.  of  a 
burly  Londoner  of  the  Old  Regulars,  who 
strolled  across  from  the  siding. 

“Sometimes  we  are,  sir,  sometimes 
we  ain’t.” 

“You  couldn’t  have  done  a better 
morning’s  work  in  a muni  tions-f actory 
at  home.” 

“That’s  right.  We’ve  done  a good 
momin’s  work.” 

“But  these  are  Hun  aeroplanes,  man. 
What  the— ” 

“As  you  remark,  sir,  they’re  Hun 
aeroplanes.  But  I doubt  if  they’ll  ever 
fly.” 

Then  we  guessed.  The  Tommy  am- 
plified our  guesses  with  details. 

“Yus,  we  do  a bit  o’  wreckin’ — sab- 
hertage,  as  you  might  say.  We  carry 
packages  across  to  that  ’ere  siding,  and 
yer  can’t  say  as  we  don’t  behave 
beautiful  till  we’re  there.  Then  we 
’ave  the  lids  off  a few  boxes,  see  what’s 
inside,  and  proceed  according  to  regula- 


tions. Criminul,  I calls  it.  . . . That 
’ere  siding’s  a useful  place.  Out  o’  the 
way,  yer  know.  The  Boches  don’t  go 
there.  ’Corse,  if  any  Boches  are  near 
we  resoom  legitimate  operations  till 
they’ve  ’opped  it.  Turks?  We  don’t 
let  ’em  see,  neither,  if  we  can  ’elp  it. 
Once  or  twice  Turkish  ashu  ’ve  seen 
us  at  play,  but  they  only  laughs. 
They  ’ates  the  Huns  a blurry  sight 
more  ’n  we  do.  Why,  I remember  when 
a coupler  Turks  ’ elped  us  in  the  good 
work  one  momin’.” 

“Guns  an’  aererplanes  is  ’andiest,” 
he  continued,  reflectively.  “Yer  see, 
when  we  finds  the  breech-block  uv  a 
gun  it  don’t  take  long  to  take  aht  some 
gadget  er  other,  accordin’  as  the  gunners 
with  us  sez.  Aererplanes  we  attacks 
mostly  on  the  longeerongs — those  ribs 
o’  wood  that  runs  dahn  the  length  of 
the  body,  ain’t  they?  English  pilot 
’oo  passed  dahn  the  line  some  months 
ergo  give  us  the  tip.  ’Corse,  we  gives 
the  other  parts  a bit  uv  attention — 
wires  an’  spars,  an’  such  like.  . . . No, 
it  don’t  seem  likely  that  those  things 
over  there’ll  fly  fer  a long  time.” 

We  agreed  when  we  heard  the  full 
details  of  the  sabotage.  Besides  rip- 
ping the  fuselage  fabric  and  cutting 
right  through  some  of  the  longerons, 
the  Tommies  had  hacked  at  struts,  and 
clipped  the  bracing  wires.  They  had 
pried  open  wooden  cases,  and  before 
replacing  the  covers  had  snapped  spars, 
bent  elevators  and  rudders,  and  been 
generally  unpleasant  to  the  planes. 
This  kind  of  wrecking  was  also  being 
done,  in  greater  or  less  degree,  at 
Belamedik  and  other  points  on  the 
railway  where  prisoners  were  forced 
to  work. 

The  ill  treatment  of  these  six  aero- 
planes at  Bosanti  had  a peculiar  sequel. 
When  the  British  entered  Nazareth 
(the  Turco-German  headquarters  in 
Palestine)  during  General  Allenby’s 
final  advance,  they  captured  many 
staff  documents.  Among  the  papers 
was  a letter  from  the  O.  C.  German 
Flying  Corps  on  that  front  to  Air 
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Headquarters  in  Germany,  complaining 
bitterly  about  the  bad  packing  and 
handling  in  transit  of  aeroplanes  sent 
to  Palestine.  As  an  instance,  it  men- 
tioned these  very  six  machines  (my  com- 
parison of  dates  and  details  established 
the  point) — single-seater  scouts  of  the 
Fals  type — and  declared  that  not  one 
of  them  was  fit  to  be  assembled  for 
flying.  Enclosed  was  a photograph  of 
some  queer-looking  debris  that  had  once 
been  a wing.  The  protest  ended  with  the 
request  that  the  men  who  packed  these 
six  craft  should  be  severely  punished. 


Boches  are  Boches,  but  justice  is 
justice;  and,  with  memories  of  what  I 
saw  at  Bosanti,  I hope  that  the  German 
packers  were  not  punished. 

Having  said  good-by  to  these  Kut-el- 
Amara  survivors  who,  though  prisoners, 
were  helping  the  British  armies  so 
effectively,  we  passed  on  toward  Konia. 
And  even  as  we  steamed  westward  from 
Bosanti  The  Aeroplanes  That  Never 
Would  Fly  steamed  eastward,  through 
the  great  tunnel  that  never  would  be  a 
link  in  a Berlin-Bagdad  chain  of  rail- 
ways. 


(To  be  continued.) 


YOUTH 

BY  CAROLINE  DUER 


\\  7HO  passes  by  this  way?  I see  the  grasses 
V V Still  quiver  and  the  laurel  branches  sway. 
Swift  and  sure-footed,  whosoever  passes, 

For  where  the  wild-rose  spreads  her  tangled  masses, 
Not  one  pink  petal  falls!  Who  passed  this  way? 


Our  secret  path,  that  leads  down  to  the  river — 

Down  through  the  fields,  down  from  the  sun-swept  hills — 
Sacred  and  sealed  to  our  two  hearts  forever! 

At  whose  fleet  footsteps  do  its  grasses  quiver? 

Whose  light  touch  in  its  laurel  branches  thrills? 


Trespass  who  dares  amongst  our  blossoming  closes, 
Winding  our  ways,  shade-hidden  to  the  shore? 
What  cruel  chance  to  alien  eyes  exposes 
Our  dear,  adventurous  road  beneath  the  roses? 

Oh,  child,  all  ages  passed  this  way  before. 
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SOMETHING  is  wrong  with  fiction. 

We  are  all,  I think,  agreed  upon 
that.  But  if  you  who  read  have  lost  in- 
terest, we  who  write  are  in  a much  sad- 
der plight.  For  we  can  no  longer  beguile 
you,  because  we  ourselves  are  no  longer 
beguiled. 

This  is,  I am  perfectly  well  aware,  an 
incautious  and  dangerous  admission  to 
make.  Our  reputations,  which  we  have 
been  at  so  much  pains  to  achieve,  and 
our  bank-accounts,  suffer  alike.  Even 
now  the- anxious  spirit  of  my  landlord 
appears  before  me,  begging  me  not  to 
write  in  this  vein,  or,  if  I must  write,  to 
consider  him,  and  be  a little  discreet. 
It  is  for  his  sake  that  I remain  anony- 
mous. 

As  a matter  of  fact,  I can  scarcely 
tell  you  myself  why  I,  to  whose  advan- 
tage it  would  certainly  seem  to  ally  my- 
self on  the  side  of  the  defense,  should 
come  thus  wilfully  into  court  as  the 
accuser.  Perhaps  I am  led  by  the  sub- 
conscious hope  that  by  making  a clean 
breast  of  the  whole  thing  I may  gain  a 
new  starting-point — by  confession  to 
reach  the  light,  or  by  an  attempt  at 
diagnosis  to  discover  a cure. 

To  be  sure,  I shall  be  accused  of  her- 
esy, since  I hold  the  view  despite  the 
publishers’  reiteration  that  fiction  has 
never  had  so  successful  a season  as  this. 
I repeat  the  statement  in  the  interest  of 
truth — and  persist  in  my  belief  that  it 
has  nothing  to  do  with  the  case.  It  is, 
paradoxically,  a situation  outside  the 
facts. 

And  I have  talked  with  too  many 
writers  on  this  point  to  feel  that  I am 
alone.  It  has  come,  indeed,  to  be  the 
almost  invariable  topic  of  conversation 
wherever  writers  are  gathered  together, 
the  fact  that  they  can  neither  write 
fiction,  nor  read  it,  any  more.  Or  if  one 
does  read,  for  the  sake  of  the  craft,  or 


from  a kind  of  loyalty,  what  is  being 
written  by  those  few  who  can  success- 
fully command  their  pens,  it  is  with  an 
increasing  sense  of  something  wanting, 
of  some  craving,  some  expectation  un- 
satisfied. What  this  expectation  is,  no 
one  is  able  exactly  to  say.  If  it  could  be 
captured  or  defined  or  decided  upon, 
there  would  be  no  need  of  argument.  • 

For  myself,  I have  tried  in  vain  during 
the  past  few  months  to  write  a single 
word  of  fiction.  That  same  curious  sense 
of  frustration,  of  lack,  of  something 
wanting,  continually  stays  my  hand. 

Yet  never  have  there  been  so  many  mar- 
vels in  the  world;  never  has  there  been 
so  much  good  material  for  the  fictionist; 
never  so  many  things  to  •write  about. 
Never  has  the  market  been  so  good. 
Never  have  editors  offered  such  alluring 
sums.  It  is  neither  temperament  nor 
perversity  which  causes,  under  these 
most  propitious  conditions,  our  failure 
to  respond.  We  are,  if  you  like,  an  im- 
provident lot,  but  never  quite  so  without 
our  heads  as  that.  No,  it  is  something 
which  we  ourselves  do  not  clearly  under- 
stand which  keeps  so  many  of  us  sitting 
before  our  desks  unable  to  put  down  a 
word. 

I turn  the  leaves  of  my  note-book. 
How  old-fashioned  it  all  does  seem!  I 
would  gladly  make  a clean  sweep  of 
every  idea  in  those  pages,  sell  them  off, 
as  a job  lot,  very  cheap,  rid  myself  of 
them  without  a regret.  Jottings  I once 
thought  had  value,  or  I shouldn’t  have 
put  them  down.  Themes  for  short 
stories;  a fairly  fertile  vein  here,  tapped, 
clearly  enough,  by  phases  of  the  war. 
One  involves  the  use  of  a sleeping-gas, 
by  which  the  enemy  armies  were  put 
painlessly  to  sleep  for  a week.  Details  • 
worked  out,  the  action  sketched  in.  . . . 

On  the  next  page,  this  note:  “Uprising 
of  the  animal  kingdom.  Drawn  out  of 
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their  forests  by  the  smell  of  blood  on  the 
battle-field.  Catastrophe.”  ...  A few 
pages  farther  on,  this  idea,  scrawled  in 
pencil,  lengthwise  of  the  page.  (A  sug- 
gestion of  excitement  in  the  writing.  I 
remember  the  day  I thought  of  it!) 
“Industry  in  a certain  great  center  is 
drained  of  its  men,  who  have  all  been 
called  to  war.  Inhabitants  awake  pres- 
ently to  the  astonishing  fact  that  there 
has  been  no  cessation  of  the  commodities 
produced.  Industry,  the  machine  of 
civilization,  greater  than  man,  greater 
than  the  sum  of  all  the  brains  that 
created  it,  has  gone  on  miraculously  cre- 
ating— of  itself.  It  had  set  up  too  vast  a 
momentum  to  be  stopped  by  the  with- 
drawal of  its  puny  servants,  men.” 

Well — and  so  on.  Why  were  they 
never  written?  1 do  not  know  myself. 
And  there  were  others  of  a different 
kind;  strange  spiritual  reactions,  cross 
currents,  tragedies;  many  so  vague  or 
so  fragmentary  that  1 can  scarcely  follow 
them  now  myself.  Hopelessly  old- 
fashioned,  out-lived,  set  in  a past  era, 
all  of  them.  And  more  hopeless  than 
any,  pathetic  even  because  they  are  so 
dead,  are  all  those  unused  notes  made 
before  the  waif.  Was  there  ever  really  a 
time  when  we  were  engrossed  by  such 
things,  when  we  thought  them  worth 
writing  about?  They  are  as  strange  as 
the  books  written  in  that  time,  that  we 
caA  no  longer  read. 

Indeed,  after  the  day’s  news,  there  are 
few  books  of  any  kind  that  I do  not  find 
irksome  to  read.  And  to  have  thus,  at 
one  stroke,  one’s  occupation  and  one’s 
greatest  pleasure  gone,  is  a very  real 
calamity.  Yet  there  are  books — a few — 
which  no  cataclysm  could  dim  for  me, 
no  tragedy  put  out.  They  are  delight- 
ful, outlandish  books,  divorced  from 
time  and  realism,  beyond  opinion  and 
criticism,  and  they  have  the  never-failing 
power  to  spirit  me  away  and  bring  me 
back  safely  with  my  two  feet  firmly  upon 
the  earth.  I should  be  worse  than  un- 
grateful if  I neglected  their  praise. 
Wvwoloee,  and  How  to  Become  One  is 
the  authoritative  title  of  one  of  these. 


A serious  and  scholarly  work,  which  sets 
forth  the  complete  history  of  werwolves; 
corrects,  with  many  fascinating  exam- 
ples, the  tendency  which  has  grown  up  in 
the  popular  mind  to  confuse  werwolves 
with  such  inferior  creatures  as  vampires, 
tree  spirits,  elementals,  ghouls;  and  so 
thoroughly  clears  up  the  differences  that 
we  could  never  make  the  regrettable  mis- 
take again,  nor  fail  to  recognize  any  one 
of  them  on  sight.  Last,  but  not  least — 
indeed,  more  valuable  than  all  the  rest, 
it  seems  to  me — is  that  part  of  the  book 
which  tells,  with  great  minutise  of  detail, 
“how  to  become  a werwolf.”  There  are 
potions,  with  recipes  attached,  incanta- 
tions, directions  in  full  as  to  the  hour,  the 
spot,  the  devious  route  to  take.  With 
a fine  sense  of  fairness,  the  opinions  of 
diverse  authorities  are  set  forth.  It  is 
admitted  that  some  authorities  hold  that 
it  is  better  to  go  to  the  top  of  a mountain 
at  two  in  the  morning  and  there  drink 
rain-water  from  the  hoofprint  of  a deer 
with  one  white  foot,  but  the  author  has 
never  found  it  so  effective  as  the  method 
of  potion  and  incantation.  There  is 
something  about  the  very  dignified 
make-up  of  the  volume,  its  calm  spacing, 
its  simple  explanatory  chapter  headings, 
which  inspires  confidence.  And  its  value 
lies  in  its  ever-ready  offer  of  escape.  For 
if  the  worst  comes  to  the  worst,  if  to-day 
and  ourselves  prove  no  longer  bearable, 
we  have  only  to  choose  our  method  and 
go  out  and  become  werwolves. 

Then  there  is  Miss  Leslie's  Behavior 
Book,  a thin  little  volume  published  in 
Philadelphia  sometime  in  the  early 
’fifties.  It  is  a less  dangerous  work  than 
the  one  on  werwolves;  in  fact,  it  is  a 
work  expressly  designed  to  teach  us  how 
to  avoid  danger — the  danger  of  being 
“ungenteel.”  We  are  warned  by  Miss 
Leslie  against  “ladies  who  travel  on  rail- 
way trains  in  white  kid  gloves.  They  are 
very  ungenteel.”  Also  we  are  told  that 
it  is  ungenteel  when  there  are  guests  for 
tea,  for  members  of  the  family  to  slip 
out  of  the  parlor  and  be  heard  in  the 
next  room  eating  bits  of  the  cake  or  other 
refreshments  before  the  guests  are 
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served.  Or,  if  one  is  stopping  at  a hotel, 
one  is  not  to  go  into  the  public  sitting- 
room  where  strangers  are  present  and 
open  the  piano  and  play  and  sing,  look- 
ing about  as  if  expecting  applause.  Miss 
Leslie  certifies  that  she  herself  has  on 
more  than  one  occasion  seen  females,  and 
even  members  of  the  opposite  sex,  do 
this  thing,  and  they  are  invariably  per- 
sons of  no  talent,  and  ungenteel.  She 
adds  that  if,  however,  there  should  be 
applause,  it  would  be  the  height  of  un- 
gentility not  to  bow  graciously  in  ac- 
knowledgment. Miss  Leslie,  as  you  may 
see,  leaves  to  the  dull  and  unimaginative 
writers  all  such  commonplace  rules  as 
those  pertaining  to  the  proper  use  of 
oyster-forks  and  when  to  make  a caM, 
but  on  the  subject  of  “Introductions 
and  Presentations  of  Persons  Hitherto 
Unknown  to  One  Another”  she  offers 
exhaustive  advice  and  many  sprightly 
and  highly  imaginative  examples,  which, 
if  followed,  would  enliven  any  gather- 
ing. I have  always  suspected  Miss 
Leslie  of  inventing  those  formulas  for 
exactly  the  same  use  to  which  cock- 
tails were  later  put — to  insure  a success- 
ful party  from  the  start.  And  one  may 
imagine  that  in  the  drear  days  about  to 
descend  upon  us  despairing  hostesses 
may  welcome  the  revival  of  such  intoxi- 
cating formulas,  at  once  inexpensive  and 
within  the  law.  For  to  evade  or  actually 
circumvent  a constitutional  amendment 
by  the  secretion  of  spirituous  refresh- 
ments in  the  attic  or  any  unknown  and 
clandestine  place — that  would  be  most 
ungenteel. 

There  is  another  book  on  my  shelves 
which,  opened  at  any  random  page,  is  a 
magic  carpet  for  my  feet.  It  is  Pierre 
Loti’s  Morocco , a book  which  I would 
put  into  the  hands  of  all  bedridden  per- 
sons and  prisoners;  for  in  a sentence  it 
would  transport  them  to  those  rain- 
refreshed  plains  where,  at  dawn,  on 
superb  steeds,  they  ride  for  miles  knee- 
deep  in  flowers  which  cover  the  earth 
like  a carpet,  blue  and  emerald  green. 
I do  not  know  the  secret  of  this  book’s 
power,  nor  have  I ever  attempted  an 


analysis.  For  as  one  lives  one  learns 
more  and  more  to  accept  with  gratitude, 
and  without  explanation,  such  happy 
mysteries  as  these. 

I have  still  another  volume  . . . but 
no,  I shall  not  tell  you  its  name;  for 
some  books,  like  people,  have  a faculty, 
when  publicly  praised,  of  becoming  all  of 
a sudden  stupid  and  commonplace.  . . . 

Now  I am  perfectly  well  aware  that 
I shall  not  escape  without  being  asked 
if  I cannot,  surely,  read  Alice  in  Wonder- 
land. And  to  that  question  I may  best 
respond  in  the  words  of  a young  man  in 
Greenwich  Village  whom  I overheard 
say  one  night,  in  answer  to  some  ques- 
tion (not,  however,  about  Alice,  but 
something  equally  universal,  a question, 
to  be  exact,  as  to  what  he,  the  young 
man,  could  “possibly  know  about 
love!”)  “Ah,  I am  disappointed!  So 
many  mediocre  people  have  asked  me 
that.” 

No,  I cannot  read  Alice  in  Wonder- 
land. I’m  sorry,  but  I can’t.  And  when 
Alice  fails  of  her  magic,  it  is  time  to 
question  why. 

I have  wondered  if  it  could  be  because 
Alice  savors  of  fiction,  and  I cannot  read 
fiction  at  all.  And  why,  then,  has  fic- 
tion, as  fiction,  as  a form  of  expression, 
so  completely  lost  its  charm?  I read  the 
reviews  of  late  novels,  and  realize  that 
here  and  there  I am  missing  much — but 
not  enough.  Even  reviews  of  what  I 
have  written  myself  fill  me  with  a de- 
tached kind  of  astonishment.  Do  they 
really  see  that  in  it,  I ask  myself.  Are 
they  as  interested  as  they  seem?  And 
then  I remember  that  book  - reviewers 
must  read  books,  that  they  are  paid  to 
be  interested — and  I am  deeply,  frater- 
nally sorry  for  them.  But  they  are  in- 
curably hopeful  souls,  and  prophesy 
daily  that  fiction  will  soon  revive,  that 
writers  will  soon  regain  their  perspective 
and  be  able  to  make  use  of  the  great 
things  which  have  been  happening  in  the 
world.  And  they  can  be  optimistic,  since 
they  have  only  to  report  and  hail  the 
revival  when  it  comes;  but  we,  who 
have  both  to  seek  out  the  cause  of  the 
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decline,  and  produce,  from  somewhere 
within  ourselves,  the  new  impulse  which 
is  to  effect  the  renaissance — we  are  not 
so  ready  to  prophesy. 

For  all  this  leads  somewhere  besides 
the  easy  conclusion  that  the  war  has  ex- 
hausted our  responses  to  these  lesser 
artificial  stimuli,  or  the  oft-repeated  as- 
sertion that  the  war  has  had  a “devas- 
tating effect  upon  the  imaginations  of 
writers  everywhere.” 

I verily  believe  that  the  war  is  no 
more  to  blame  for  it  than  it  is  to  blame 
for  the  social  chaos,  the  political  over- 
turn. In  both  cases  it  has  but  hastened 
the  inevitable  revolt.  For  long  before 
the  war  we  knew  that  the  art  of  writing 
fiction  was  at  the  ebb.  We  had  reached 
the  end  of  an  era;  a new  era  was  at 
hand.  All  the  other  arts  had  begun 
the  revolt,  had  foreseen  and  begun  to 
express  the  change.  If  music,  painting, 
sculpture,  poetry,  seemed  chaotic  in 
their  strange  new  forms,  they  but  proved  ' 
themselves  more  worthy  prophets  of  the 
age.  Fiction  alone  was  the  laggard,  the 
conservative,  the  reactionary  among  the 
arts.  Fiction  concerned  itself  with  other 
revolts,  but  did  not  itself  revolt. 

It  may  have  been  because  its  forms 
were  less  concrete,  less  agreed  upon,  than 
the  forms  of  painting  and  music  and 
poetry,  that  they  were  so  hard  to  break. 
That  is  the  only  excuse  I have  to  bring. 
For  how  fiction,  which  purports  to  re- 
flect life,  could  hope  to  escape  is  more 
than  any  one  can  see.  That  hope,  that 
belief,  whichever  it  may  have  been, 
found  its  result  in  the  false  strained  note 
fiction  had  come  to  have  for  us  even  be- 
fore the  war.  We  went  on  making  our 
clever  “arrangements,”  our  neat  little 
designs,  our  sapient  criticisms  of  life, 
and  all  the  time  we  were  feeling  that 
something  was  wrong  with  them.  Al- 
ready we  were  losing  interest.  Already 
we  were  bored. 

And  it  was  only  a matter  of  time  until 
we  should  have  become  bored  enough 
with  the  old  forms  to  invent  something 
new.  For  it  is  the  bored  people  who  do 
all  of  the  interesting  things  of  life.  It 


is  only  when  we  are  sufficiently  bored 
that  we  allow  ourselves  to  flout  worthy 
persons  and  traditions  by  turning  our 
backs  upon  them,  thrusting  them  aside. 
It  is  the  bored  people  who  set  out  to  dis- 
cover new  lands,  make  inventions,  create 
new  art. 

And  we  were  beginning  to  be  very 
much  bored.  We  were  as  faithful,  as 
painstaking  as  we  knew  how  to  be,  but 
we  had  come  to  the  time  when  sincerity 
was  no  longer  enough.  The  very  im- 
pulse seemed  inadequate.  Distinction 
of  style  could  not  make  it  up. 

To  be  sure,  however  virile  our  litera- 
ture had  been,  it  would  have  come  to 
much  the  same  stop  during  the  war. 
For  the  war  took  precedence  over  every- 
thing that  had  gone  before.  It  became, 
as  Henry  Mills  Alden  put  it  at  the  time, 
our  great  daily  serial.  It  was  both  the 
best  seller  and  the  succds  d'estime  of  the 
last  four  years.  What  novel  could  com- 
pete with  the  amazing  romance  of  Leon 
Trotzky  P What  imagined  tales  compare 
with  the  fall  of  all  the  kings?  Our  old 
habit  of  making  neat  and  coherent  little 
designs  out  of  life  was  suddenly  worse 
than  ridiculous.  Yet  without  structure, 
without  some  kind  of  form,  it  seemed 
that  we  could  not  build — any  more  than 
an  architect  may  build  without  plan. 
And  before  we  could  capture  a design, 
and  make  it  concrete,  it  had  changed 
before  our  eyes;  our  argument  was  re- 
futed, our  theory  proved  unsound. 
Change  was  the  only  reality — change 
and  contrast  and  violence — and  spir- 
itual upheavals  too  vague  and  too  tre- 
mendous to  be  traced  with  the  point  of 
a pen.  It  was  as  if  Life  had  lost  pa- 
tience with  our  little  stereotyped  criti- 
cisms, and  had  turned  upon  us  its  own 
terrible  and  irrefutable  critique. 

Painters  and  sculptors  turned  camou- 
fleurs,  musicians,  and  poets  turned  sol- 
diers ; and  fiction-writers  turned  propa- 
gandists and  historians  or  let  the  ink  dry 
on  their  pens.  Except  those  few  rebel- 
lious, passionate  ones  among  them  who 
turned  their  pens  into  witch’s  brooms 
to  carry  them  over  the  hills  to  iail. 
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There  was  a cessation  of  all  Art,  while 
Life  stepped  to  the  front  to  show  us 
what  fearless  creation  really  was.  News- 
papers achieved  a great,  unconscious 
Art.  They  still  usurp  the  heights. 
Where,  will  you  tell  me,  shall  I find  any 
art  to  transcend  this,  on  a single  page 
of  my  morning’s  newspaper,  open  before 
me  on  my  desk?  My  eye  falls  at  ran- 
dom on  three  columns  across  the  page: 

Daylight  in  Archangel  now  is  of  only  four 
hours’  duration,  and  this  fact,  with  the  fogs, 
facilitates  the  guerrilla  warfare  of  the  Bolshe- 
viki,  operating  in  the  shelter  of  the  forests. 

In  the  second  column,  this: 

The  Bourbons  view  with  increasing  con- 
sternation the  countries  of  Central  and  East- 
ern Europe  turning  a deeper  red. 

In  the  third,  this  head-line: 

A TEA  FOR  MISS  ELIZABETH  SMITH 

Surely  there  is  color  enough,  there  is 
significant  form,  there  is  movement, 
there  is  criticism  of  Life!  How  shall  Art 
improve  upon  it?  How  better  arrange 
it?  How  more  perfectly  state  it?  And 
how  elaborate  it  without  making  it  less 
complete?  Painting,  symphony,  poem, 
comment,  and  interpretation,  all  in  one. 

And  it  seems  to  me  that  in  the  ar- 
rangement, or  lack  of  arrangement,  of 
those  three  items  upon  a single  page, 
there  lies,  if  we  will  but  see  it,  an  inti- 
mation, a kind  of  prevision  and  hint  of 
the  way  our  creative  literature  must 
take.  Clarity,  brevity — qualities  both 
requiring  the  utmost  devotion  to  attain, 
and  both  so  easily  misconstrued.  The 
clarity  which  comes  of  leaving  unessen- 
tials out,  and  putting  essentials  in.  And 
the  knowledge  of  what  is  essential  and 
what  is  not  will  be  achieved  only  by 
standing  still  long  enough  to  see  facts  in 
their  relativity.  We  must  learn,  as  the 
painters  have  learned,  to  put  down  what 
we  see,  and  be  less  anxious  to  tell  what 
we  know  about  what  we  see.  Going 
about  and  examining  minutely  all  the 
articles  within  one’s  vision  will  not 
make  for  clarity — nor  approach  truth. 


They  would  be  merely  facts  without 
their  relationships.  But  to  stand  still 
and  look  about,  a man  will  discern  his 
world  in  its  entirety — each  fact  in  its 
relation  to  other  facts — and  therein  lies 
authenticity,  therein  lies  beauty,  therein 
lie  unity  and  truth.  He  will  not  be  so 
absorbed  in  the  “deepening  red  of  Cen- 
tral Europe”  that  he  will  forget  to  put 
in  the  head-line,  “A  Tea  for  Miss  Eliza- 
beth Smith.”  And  that  is  the  authentic 
touch.  There  we  recognize  our  own  old 
foolish  world.  See  how,  with  that 
stroke,  unity  is  achieved.  The  picture 
detaches  itself,  as  a whole,  a perfected 
scheme.  Emotions,  arguments,  rise  out 
of  it,  but  it  remains  the  same.  And  it  is 
this  “unity”  for  which  I hope  we  shall 
learn  to  strive.  For  a novel,  as  well  as 
a picture,  should  have  its  perspective,  so 
that  the  farther  away  we  stand  from  it, 
the  more  unified  it  becomes,  the  more 
its  details  compose  themselves  into  the 
whole.  And  when  we  have  accomplished 
that,  we  shall  have  taken  fiction  out  of 
the  realm  of  propaganda  and  argument 
into  which  it  has  strayed,  and  restored 
it  once  again  to  the  realm  in  which  it 
belongs,  and  in  which  alone  it  can  serve 
— the  realm  of  pure  art. 

For  this  our  novels  will  be  shorter. 
We  must  learn  brevity.  At  least  if  a 
novel  is  long,  let  it  be  because  it  has  a 
long  story  to  tell.  We  must  take  more 
time  to  the  writing  of  our  novels  in  order 
that  they  may  take  less  time  to  read. 
That  is  our  task,  which  we  must  not 
shirk  if  our  books  are  to  be  read  at  all. 
Not,  however,  as  we  so  often  hear,  be- 
cause in  this  hurrying  age  people  have 
so  little  time  to  read.  They  have,  as  a 
matter  of  fact,  more  time,  since  the 
processes  of  life  have  been  so  much  sim- 
plified. But  they  are  more  exacting, 
more  impatient  of  futile  discursiveness, 
of  maundering  narrative  that  gets  no- 
where. They  have  learned  the  value  of 
time,  and  do  not  like  wasting  it.  They 
do  not  propose  to  do  our  segregation  for 
us.  They  will  no  longer  dig  through 
our  shirkings  to  uncover  our  climaxes 
and  our  points.  We  must  make  clear 
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what  we  mean. * And  to  do  this  we  must 
follow  the  lead  of  the  other  arts,  and  use 
what  the  modern  painters  have  come  to 
use — clear  color,  pure  line,  and  mass. 
Or  learn  from  the  modem  musician,  who 
says  what  he  has  to  say,  and  leaves  it, 
whether  you  like  it  or  not.  Far  better 
than  the  old  way  of  saying  what  people 
liked,  and  then  embroidering,  repeating, 
going  over  it,  until  every  one  ended  by 
hating  it. 

But  this  saying  what  one  has  to  say 
is  not  so  simple  as  it  seems.  Thunderous 
Wagnerian  themes  possess  our  minds; 
we  put  them  down,  and  they  come  out 
Chaminade!  Chaminade,  played  on  the 
same  old  spinet — nice  enough,  here  and 
there,  with  a passage  or  two  that  you 
may  not  forget — but  Chaminade.  These 
are  a writer’s  realest  agonies. 

We  struggle  grotesquely  within  the 
old  intangible  forms.  And  so  fierce  is 
the  desire,  so  strong  and  imperative  the 
urge  to  break  those  bonds,  to  say, 
straight,  what  one  has  to  say,  that  I 
am  perfectly  sure  if  I attempted  a novel 
to-day,  it  would  begin  something  like 
this:  “Hi,  Public!  Here  is  a novel!  The 
theme  is  thus  and  so.  The  effect  I wish 
to  produce  upon  your  mind  is  this!  The 
characters  are  so  and  so — just  enough  to 
work  out  the  plot.  And  here,  briefly,  is 
the  plot.”  And  I should  feel  constrained 
to  stop  every  few  paragraphs  to  ask, 
“Are  you  still  there?”  For  the  distrac- 
tions are  many  and  great,  and  we  are 
tired  of  being  bores. 

Well — and  why  not?  Why  not  a novel 
like  that?  If  it  had  none  of  the  graces 
of  the  old  form,  it  at  least  would  have 
none  of  its  dullness — and  that  would  be 
a relief.  And  it  might  have  something 
to  say.  I tell  you,  we  writers  are  a pride- 
ful lot,  and  cannot  bear  being  laughed 
at  or  thought  less  wise  than  we  are. 
But  we  have  come  to  the  point  where  we 
must  take  a few  risks.  We  have  gone 
round  in  a circle,  and  must  find  a new 
way  to  go.  There  was  the  time  when  all 
novels  began  the  same:  “On  a certain 
night  in  November,  18 — , while  the 
storm  shook  the  windows  of  the  little 
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house  at  No.  ‘ — Blank  Street,  London, 
a child  was  born.”  Later  on,  swept  by 
a sentimental  wave,  they  all  began, 
“They  met  on  a morning  in  May.”  And 
then  the  matrimonial  novel  appeared: 
“They  had  been  married  a week.” 
And  a little  later  all  novels  began,  “And 
so  they  were  divorced.”  And  after  that, 
“And  so  he  went  to  war.”  And  still 
later,  “He  had  just  come  home  from  the 
war.”  And  now  all  our  books  are  be- 
ginning, “He  had  been  dead  an  hour.” 

. . . The  circle  is  complete.  Shall  we 
find  a new  point  of  departure — or  begin 
the  round  again? 

There  is  one  thing,  just  here,  which  I 
must  say  in  justice  to  ourselves.  One 
thing  which  deters  us  from  experiment, 
much  as  we  know  its  need.  It  is  an 
oppressive  sense  of  responsibility  which 
rests  upon  those  who  write  these  days. 
For  never,  I believe,  has  a generation 
so  consciously  felt  itself  a part  of  history. 
We  knowingly  move  in  the  great  era — 
in  the  climactic  epoch  of  civilization 
upon  this  earth.  We  feel  the  eyes  of 
future  generations  upon  us;  we  feel  their 
fingers  thumbing  our  books.  We  have 
a strange  and  disturbing  sense  of  living 
in  antiquity,  of  seeing  to-day  as  in  a 
crystal  one  sees  a mirrored  past.  Even 
I,  as  I sit  here  at  this  desk,  which  will  one 
day  be  such  an  absurdly  old-fashioned 
desk — and  with  these  furnishings  whose 
very  modernity  guarantees  them  speedy 
antiques;  my  shoes,  the  style  of  my 
clothes,  my  hair,  ...  I am  already  a 
twentieth-century  daguerreotype. 

More  than  once,  in  city  crowds,  I have 
found  the  whole  scene  detaching  itself, 
and  I would  seem  to  be  looking  at  it  as  a 
thing  apart,  suspended,  hung  in  its  at- 
mosphere of  antiquity.  Fifth  Avenue,  at 
night,  from  the  top  of  a ’bus — the  broken* 
sky-line  of  the  roofs  on  either  side,1 
flower-shops,  with  the  Gothic  rise  of^ 
St.  Nicholas’s  beyond,  and,  farther 
up  and  across,  the  twin  spires  of  St. 
Patrick’s  looming  heroic  and  high;  the 
pedestrians  passing  in  the  street  below, 
the  motors,  the  traffic  moving  massively; 
and  on  the  seat  in  front  of  me  two 
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ladies  in  fashionable  hats,  and  opposite 
them  two  officers  in  uniform  . . . sud- 
denly it  is  static,  an  etching  in  a frame — 
“Fifth  Avenue,  New  York,  Period  of  the 
Great  War” — and  I wonder  if  1 am  I. 

All  this  increases  our  already  strong 
sense  of  responsibility,  our  self  - con- 
sciousness, our  feeling  of  inadequacy. 
For,  after  all,  it  is  not  because  we  no 
longer  care  for  fiction  that  we  cannot 
write,  but  because  we  do  care;  because 
we  believe  in  it  as  a contribution  to  life, 
and  are  unwilling  to  give  it  less  than  it 
deserves  at  our  hands.  And  even  ro- 
mance history  must  be  worthy  of  a time 
so  great. 

There  have  been  times  of  late  when  I 
have  come  to  believe  that  we  should  be 
fulfilling  our  mission  best  if  we  could 
succeed  merely  in  touching  fact  with 


beauty,  with  felicity,  gaiety;  if  we  could 
content  ourselves  just  now  with  what  a 
soldier  poet  called  “the  grace-notes  in 
life’s  scale  to  play.”  (Poetry,  thank 
God!  can  still  be  brief  and  exquisite.) 
For  men  sick  with  war  and  hate  and 
ugliness  are  coming  back  to  us  hungry 
for  grace  and  simplicity  and  all  delicate 
and  beautiful  things.  But  we  cannot 
content  ourselves.  We  have  fed  these 
last  few  years  upon  too  strong  spiritual 
meat  for  that. 

And  meantime  Civilization  has  given 
notice  that  the  climax  is  not  yet.  The 
world  involves  itself  in  strange  experi- 
ments. If  fiction,  then,  is  to  grope  for- 
ward with  the  rest,  we  must  not  be 
afraid  to  risk  experiment;  we  must  be- 
lieve in  one  another;  in  ourselves;  have 
faith  enough  to  try  new  ways. 


THE  COWARD 

BY  THEODOSIA  GARRISON 

I MUST  be  off  and  a long  time  gone  before  the  Spring  comes  back. 

Before  the  last  snow  melts  and  runs,  before  the  first  bird  sings, 

Before  me  heart’s  the  like  of  a hare  with  yelpin’  hounds  on  its  track 

With  the  old  sounds  and  the  old  sights  and  the  liftin’  of  new-fledged  wings. 

I must  be  off  and  a long  way  off  before  the  Spring  comes  on. 

Before  the  hedges  are  cornin’  green  the  ways  that  I used  to  go. 

’Tis  well  enough  on  a winter’s  night  for  a lad  to  sit  be  his  lone, 

But  I’m  dreadin’  the  time  when  Phelin’s  pipes  sing  up  from  the  glen  below. 

I must  be  off  and  a long  way  off  and  there’s  no  one  to  bid  me  stay, 

And  she  and  the  man  of  her  choice  may  laugh  at  seein’  a fool  depart. 

I must  be  off  and  a long  time  gone  before  Spring  comes  this  way. 

Before  the  sight  of  a child  of  hers  would  tear  the  strings  of  me  heart. 
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BY  MARIA  MORAVSKY 


1KNEW  that  she  would  recover  even 
when  I first  saw  her. 

Our  meeting  took  place  under  the 
most  extraordinary  circumstances.  I 
had  been  sent  to  the  Caucasian  city  of 
Baku  as  a correspondent  by  a radical 
Russian  newspaper.  Note  that  the  news- 
paper was  radical,  and  no  self-respect- 
ing Russian  radical  ever  believes  in 
religious  miracles  or  ever  helps  to  per- 
form them. 

Well,  I was  compelled  to  lower  myself 
to  a miracle.  . . . 

But  let  us  start  at  the  very  beginning. 
When  I arrived  at  Baku  I could  not  find 
a room  in  any  hotel,  not  for  love  nor 
money  as  you  English  people  say.  It 
was  in  war-time;  all  living-places  were 
overcrowded.  The  first  night  1 slept  in 
the  station,  and  awakened  with  a head- 
ache and  in  a bad  mood.  “Never  mind, 
you  are  a newspaper  woman,”  I said  to 
myself;  “be  courageous  and  active. 
A real  correspondent  must  not  mind 
such  a trifle  as  a headache.” 

Then  I washed  myself,  powdered  my 
nose,  drank  a few  glasses  of  very  hot  tea 
with  lemon,  ate  a piece  of  stale  black 
bread,  and  began  my  investigations. 

I suppose  you  know  that  in  Baku  we 
have  great  oil-wells?  There  was  always 
some  kind  of  trouble  with  them — fire, 
graft,  labor  troubles,  or  what  not.  Now 
there  were  all  these  causes  together — at 
least  the  owners  told  us  so.  They  com- 
plained and  complained,  and  asked 
large  subsidies  from  the  Czar’s  govern- 
ment. In  return  they  produced  very  lit- 
tle kerosene  and  oil. 

Many  of  the  newspaper  greyhounds 
were  sent  “ to  expose  the  profiteers.”  You 
see,  I had  a mission  so  important  that 


there  was  no  excuse  for  me  to  engage  in 
performing  miracles. 

But  if  you  had  seen  the  poor  girl  you 
would  have  forgotten  all  about  the  im- 
portant missions.  She  was  paralyzed; 
year  after  year  she  had  to  lie  there  on 
her  narrow  maiden  bed,  dreaming  in 
vain  of  life  and  love.  And  she  looked  so 
sweet!  She  was  of  that  pure  Slavic  type 
of  which  our  peasants  sing: 

Your  eyes  are  like  the  skies. 

Your  hair  like  a golden  wave. 

Who  saw  you  once  in  life 
Would  love  you  to  the  grave. 

She  was  the  daughter  of  an  oil-well 
guard.  A terrible  accident  had  ruined 
her  health.  Every  day  she  carried  her 
father  his  humble  lunch  in  the  dinner- 
pail.  She  had  to  hurry,  otherwise  the 
food  would  grow  cold;  it  was  a long 
way  from  her  smoky  house  in  the  Black 
City  to  the  dark  towers  of  the  oil- 
wells. 

The  city  in  which  the  oil-workers  live 
is  justly  called  the  Black  City.  The 
houses  are  dirty  from  the  unceasing 
smoke,  blown  around  by  the  frequent 
winds  from  the  Caspian  Sea.  The  soil  is 
barren;  even  the  scantiest  grass  cannot 
grow  in  the  clay  with  its  covering  of  salt 
and  oil.  It  is  a sad  place  to  live.  The 
detestable  smell  of  the  oil  penetrates 
everything — soil,  clothes,  even  the  walls 
of  the  buildings.  It  is  impossible  to  be 
rid  of  it.  Even  a daily  bath — if  the  peo- 
ple from  the  Black  City  were  acquainted 
with  such  a luxury — would  not  save 
them  from  it. 

They  did  not  know  luxuries.  But  the 
little  golden-haired  Grunia  was  charm- 
ing just  the  same,  although  she  bathed 
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only  before  the  big  holidays  and  never 
wore  hats  on  her  golden  hair.  Of  course 
she  had  admirers.  There  was  a boy  who 
swore  that  he  would  love  her  to  the 
grave,  like  the  song.  She  loved  him,  too, 
and  everything  would  have  ended  as 
happily  as  it  was  possible  in  such  a dark 
place  had  the  horrible  accident  not  oc- 
curred. 

There  was  a fire  in  the  oil-wells.  The 
largest  of  the  wells  was  aflame,  and 
when  Grunia  approached  it  she  learned 
that  her  father  was  there,  amid  the 
flames.  She  cried  and  dropped  the  din- 
ner-pail, approached  the  trembling  tower 
of  flame,  and  called: 

“ Otetz , Rodnoi  ” (“Father  dear!”) 

At  the  same  moment  her  oil-stained 
clothing  caught  fire.  She  fell  uncon- 
scious from  fear  and  grief. 

When  she  was  better  people  noticed 
that  she  could  not  move.  Her  limbs  were 
completely  paralyzed. 

All  this  was  told  by  the  guard  who 
showed  me  the  wells.  He  was  her  step- 
father. He  loved  the  girl  and  her 
mother,  but,  “what  can  a poor  muzhik 
do?”  There  were  no  good  doctors  in  the 
Black  City. 

We  became  friends.  When  two  Rus- 
sians talk  for  two  hours  they  have  time 
enough  to  tell  each  other  their  business, 
their  beliefs,  and  the  story  of  their  lives. 
He  informed  me  that  he  believed  in 
miracles,  performed  by  the  new  wander- 
ing saint.  I complained  to  him  that  I 
had  no  place  to  live.  We  sympathized 
with  each  other  and  he  asked  me  to  stay 
in  his  house.  It  was  terrible,  to  live  in 
the  Black  City,  but  I had  no  choice. 
I accepted  the  invitation,  consoling  my- 
self: 

“It  is  very  romantic  to  live  among 
the  working-people,  and  I shall  obtain 
first-hand  information.” 

When  we  entered  his  home  a faint, 
sad  song  was  heard  from  the  bedroom. 
It  was  Grunia,  who  sang: 

“When  she  was  a little  girl 
She  was  a happy  child  ...” 


Her  stepfather  opened  the  door  to  the 
bedroom  and  we  entered  this  room  with 
a low  ceiling  and  very  small  windows. 
The  windows  were  carefully  closed  and 
the  air  in  the  bedroom  was  heavy.  The 
humble  muslin  curtains,  which  might 
have  been  white  a few  days  before,  were 
now  a dirty  gray.  Nothing  could  be 
dean  for  long  in  this  city  of  smoke. 

When  we  entered  she  stopped  her  song 
abruptly  and  gazed  at  me  with  friendly 
curiosity.  Her  father  said: 

“This  lady  will  stay  with  us  for  a 
while.  She  wants  to  talk  to  you.” 

The  girl  smiled  gently  and  stretched 
both  her  hands  to  me. 

“I  am  awfully  glad!  People  talk  tome 
so  rarely.  Matushka  is  always  busy  and 
the  children  come  only  after  a fight — to 
complain  about  a black  eye.  ...  I feel 
very  lonely  here.” 

“Well,  well,  don’t  wail  too  much  be- 
fore barishnia;  she  will  be  bored,”  said 
the  stepfather,  and  left  us  alone. 

Grunia  lay  on  the  plain  wooden  bed. 
Her  face  was  pale  from  the  lack  of  fresh 
air — Russian  peasants  rarely  open  win- 
dows in  their  houses.  They  believe  that 
if  you  sleep  with  the  window  open  you 
will  immediately  catch  a bad  cold.  It  is 
a superstition  which  is  very  hard  to 
fight. 

“Be  in  good  health!”  I used  the  or- 
dinary Russian  greeting,  which  sounded 
ironical  in  this  gloomy  bedroom.  I took 
her  tiny  hands  in  mine  and  examined 
them.  “I  am  glad  you  can  move  your 
fingers.  I was  told  that  they  were  quite 
helpless  after  the  accident.  So  we  are 
recovering  little  by  little?” 

“Oh  no;  God  returned  me  only  my 
hands.  It  happened  so  strangely.  . . . 
1 lay  here  and  prayed  day  and  night  for 
my  health.  Then  mother  brought  a new 
set  of  knitting-needles  and  showed  them 
to  me.  They  were  so  bright  and  pretty! 
I lifted  my  hands  and  took  them  before 
I thought  of  it.  It  was  a miracle.” 

The  thought  of  self-hypnotism  imme- 
diately flashed  through  my  mind.  I had 
studied  medicine  before  I chose  the  rest- 
less occupation  of  a journalist.  Professor 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


THE  BLACK  CITY 


581 


Ribau  had  described  these  strange  cases. 
I remember  a story  about  a young 
woman  who  was  paralyzed — the  re- 
sult of  a street  accident.  It  was  a 
nervous  paralysis.  She  recovered  after  a 
while,  but  did  not  realize  it.  For  years 
her  devoted  husband  pushed  her  wheel- 
chair until  a clever  doctor  came  and  said 
to  her,  “Get  up;  you  are  all  right.” 

“Let  me  look  at  your  feet,  will  you, 
Grunia?”  I said  to  my  new  friend. 

“Are  you  a doctor?” 

“No,  but  1 know  a bit  about  it.  Per- 
haps we  might  consult  a good  doctor.” 

She  unfolded  her  blanket  willingly  and 
her  eyes  brightened.  My  God!  how  this 
girl  wanted  to  live!  She  looked  at  me  as 
wistfully  as  though  I were  an  image  of 
hope. 

“I  would  do  everything  to  be  healthy 
again ! I would  take  the  bitterest 
drugs.” 

I examined  her  feet.  They  did  not 
have  the  lifeless  whiteness  that  accom- 
panies paralysis. 

“Do  you  feel  my  touch?” 

“Why,  certainly,  but  it  does  not  hurt 
me.  You  may  squeeze  them.  You  may 
try  them  with  a knife.  Do  everything 
you  please,  if  it  will  help!  Oh,  I want  to 
walk  again!” 

“Listen,  Grunia.  There  is  a boy  to 
whom  you  were  engaged.” 

Tears  shone  suddenly  in  the  eyes  of 
the  girl  as  I spoke  these  words. 

“He  is  kind,  barishnia.  He  comes 
from  time  to  time  and  plays  for  me  on 
his  guitar.  But  he  cannot  marry  a wreck. 
A muzhik  needs  a worker  in  his  house. 
And  now  he  is  coming  less  and  less  often. 
...  I think  that  dark  girl  newly  from 
Baku  got  hold  of  him.  He  is  not  for  me; 
he  is  not  for  me!” 

She  covered  her  face  with  her  pale, 
thin  hands  and  sobbed  loudly. 

“Don’t  ay,  Grunia;  you  are  not  a 
baby.  Do  you  want  him  back?” 

“Every  girl  would  like  him  back!  He 
is  wonderful.  He  has  the  best  guitar  in 
the  town  and  he  is  so  brave.  ...  It  was 
he  who  saved  me  from  the  flames.  . . .” 

“Listen,  Grunia;  you  will  have 


your  boy  back.  You  will  walk  and  be 
happy.” 

“How,  barishnia,  how?”  cried  she, 
and  grasped  my  hands  convulsively. 

“Just  brace  up  and  leave  your;  bed. 
Get  up!  You  are  not  paralyzed  at  all. 
Perhaps  you  were,  but  you  have  recov- 
ered a long  time  ago.  You  can  walk  all 
right.  Try!” 

The  blue  eyes  of  Grunia  darkened 
suddenly.  She  was  angry,  and  said,  bit- 
terly: 

“You  think  1 am  pretending,  barish- 
nia. My  mother  says  it,  too,  when  she 
feels  tired  from  housekeeping.  ‘Such  a 
big,  lazy  girl,’  says  she,  land  no  help 
from  her!’  1 know  people  think  it. 
I do  look  all  right.  But  I cannot  move, 
1 cannot.  I cannot.  ” 

She  repeated  it  plaintively  with  un- 
ceasing and  humble  despair. 

I tried  to  convince  her,  but  in  vain. 

“How  is  it  possible,  barishnia,  without 
drugs  or  operations  or  prayers  or  any- 
thing? Just  to  get  up  and  walk?  I can- 
not do  it.” 

It  was  clear  to  me  now  that  I had 
spoiled  everything.  I should  have  said 
that  I was  a doctor  and  a very  learned 
one.  Now  she  would  not  believe  me. 
Self-assurance  is  more  helpful  sometimes 
than  modesty.  “Modesty  is  not  becom- 
ing in  a newspaper  woman,  anyway,”  I 
sneered  at  myself,  at  the  same  time 
blushing  at  my  meek  attempt  to  cure 
this  stubborn  girl. 

In  the  afternoon  I caught  the  train  to 
Baku.  I had  to  return  and  take  my 
things  from  the  station.  The  train 
moved  like  a tortoise  which  has  just 
awakened  from  its  winter  sleep.  1 was 
bored  by  this  slow  ride  and  felt  blue;  I 
had  not  even  a newspaper  to  divert 
me.  My  thoughts  went  back  to  the 
Black  City.  I could  not  help  thinking 
about  the  poor  girl  whom  I had  left 
there. 

My  sad  meditations  were  broken  by  a 
quarrel;  two  working-men  were  arguing 
very  passionately  about  religion.  They 
were  already  rolling  up  their  sleeves  in 
order  to  back  their  arguments  with  their 
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fists  when  I looked  at  them.  I smiled  as 
sociably  as  I could  and  asked: 

“What  is  it  all  about?” 

The  fellows  forgot  the  fight,  immedi- 
ately, for  the  sake  of  a new  debate. 
Russians  love  to  argue  much  better  than 
to  fight.  They  were  glad  to  have  a new 
“arguer,”  and  they  told  me  their  views, 
interrupting  each  other  as  often  as  they 
could. 

It  was  about  a new  saint.  He  was 
supposed  to  cure  every  kind  of  disease, 
from  the  Caucasian  fever  to  chronic 
drinking.  The  younger  fellow  refused  to 
believe  in  it.  He  was  the  type  of  the 
‘‘enlightened  working-man,”  and  a red- 
covered  radical  booklet  peeped  from  his 
pocket. 

“All  these  self-made  saints  fool  the 
ignorant  people!  Read  books  and  you 
will  see  for  yourself.” 

I quite  agreed  with  him  and  tried  to 
enlighten  his  opponent.  We  argued  for 
hours,  until  our  voices . became  hoarse. 
We  parted  good  friends  and  my  oppo- 
nent found  for  me  an  izvozchik  and  elo- 
quently swore  at  him  for  a long  while, 
trying  to  lower  the  enormous  war  cab- 
fare. 

The  izvozchik  took  me  to  the  station 
and  his  thin,  hairy  horse  went  almost  as 
slowly  as  the  train  from  the  Black  City. 
He  tried  to  start  a little  talk  with  me 
about  the  future  harvest,  but  I was  not 
sociable  now;  I was  thinking  all  the 
time  about  Grunia. 

“She  will  not  listen  to  a doctor  when 
he  tells  her  that  she  isn’t  paralyzed,” 
thought  I.  “She  will  feel  hurt.  . . . 
‘People  think  I am  pretending,’  she  will 
say  again.”  “If  I only  could  fetch  that 
saint!”  I said  to  myself,  and  blushed.  I, 
a radical,  who  only  a few  minutes  before 
was  fighting  prejudices,  now  put  my 
hope  in  them. 

“But  really,  she  may  believe  in  his 
power,  and  it  will  cure  her.  Oh,  damn 
the  principles!  Let  us  try  to  find  the 
saint.  Human  happiness  is  worth  more 
than  the  best  principles  in  the  world.” 

After  I had  quieted  my  conscience 
and  brought  my  valise  from  Baku  to  the 


Black  City  we  all  drank  tea  together, 
the  big  family  of  my  host,  the  boy  who 
loved  Grunia,  and  I.  I was  seated  in  the 
corner,  under  the  ikon,  as  an  honored- 
guest.  I touched  the  gilded  frame  of  the 
image  and  asked  Griinia’s  lover: 

“Do  you  believe  in  miracles,  Vasia?” 

“Of  course  not,  barishnia.  I should  be 
laughed  at  by  the  comrades  of  the 
party  if  I did.” 

“He  is  a socialist,”  said  Grunia’s 
father,  disapprovingly. 

Then  I declared,  to  the  great  surprise 
of  the  family,  “I  do  believe  in  miracles, 
Petr  Petrovich,  and  should  like  to  meet 
the  blessed  Ivanushka.” 

My  conscience  ached  again  when  I 
shamelessly  said  it.  “To  fall  so  low!  If 
only  my  editor  could  hear!” 

But  the  dice  were  thrown.  I did  not 
hesitate  any  longer.  I asked  Petr  Petro- 
vich to  give  me  the  address  of  the  saint. 

He  did  not  know.  “Ivanushka  never 
lives  long  in  one  place,”  said  he. 

“It  is  a pity  that  you  don’t  know  it. 
I thought  we  might  beg  him  to  help 
Grunia,”  said  I, -and  looked  at  Vasia. 

“I  will  upset  all  the  village  and  find 
him,  barishniar  shouted  the  unbeliever. 
His  big  blue  eyes  shone  with  a new 
hope.  That  night  he  did  not  play  the 
guitar  at  Grunia’s  bedside.  “ We  are  go- 
ing to  help  you,  my  little  swallow,”  he 
said  to  his  pale  sweetheart.  “Be  patient 
and  let  me  go.  .” 

“You  all  repeat,  ‘Be  patient,  be 
patient!’”  complained  Grunia,  and  was 
near  to  weeping.  But  he  pinched  her 
chin  gently  and  made  a funny  face  at 
which  she  smiled.  Then  he  ran  away. 

I followed  him  with  the  easy  step  of  a 
sinner  who  has  just  sold  her  soul  to  the 
devil  of  superstition  and  does  not  care. 

As  I was  leaving  the  room  I noticed 
that  Grunia  drew  out  from  under  her 
pillow  a sheet  of  bright  silk  and  started 
to  sew. 

“ It  will  be  a fine  blouse  for  Vasia,”  I 
thought.  But  I was  mistaken. 

When  we  were  outside  I said  to  Vasia, 
“You  mustn’t  think  I really  believe  in 
all  this  nonsense,  but — ” 
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And  I tried  to  explain  to  him  the  the- 
ory of  Professor  Ribau,  without  any 
hope  that  he  would  understand  it. 

To  my  great  surprise,  he  understood. 
They  have  very  clear  heads,  those  young 
Russian  peasants. 

“ We  will  tell  her  afterward  that  it  was 
not  a miracle,”  said  he,  seriously.  “Girls 
must  not  be  kept  in  the  darkness.” 

“ I wonder  if  she  would  believe 
us  . . .”  I murmured.  “There  is  a tale 
about  a genie  whom  a muzhik  drew  out 
of  a bottle,  but  could  not  put  back 
again.” 

But  the  “enlightened”  Vasia  did  not 
understand  obscure  symbols. 

It  was  nearly  evening  when  we  left  the 
house  of  Petr  Petrovich.  The  big  south- 
ern stars  shone  brightly  above  the  Black 
City,  the  city  of  despair.  The  wind  of 
early  spring,  which  might  have  been 
laden  with  balsam  a few  miles  away, 
smelled  of  oil.  Big  clouds  of  smoke 
tarnished  the  deep-blue  sky. 

For  a few  minutes  we  walked  in  si- 
lence. “Where  are  you  going,  Vasia?”  I 
asked. 

“We  will  ask  about  him  in  the  big 
iraktir,  ‘Forget-me-not,’  opposite  the 
church.  Perhaps  they  know  where  he 
lives  at  present.” 

“ What  do  you  drink  in  the  traktir,  now 
that  vodka  is  prohibited?” 

“Tea  with  jam.  Women  are  very  glad 
because  their  husbands  take  them  out  to 
the  ‘ Forget-me-not.  ’ It  never  happened 
before.” 

The  traktir  was  far  away,  on  the  other 
side  of  the  town.  We  passed  the  narrow 
main  street,  strewn  with  the  shells  of 
sunflower  seeds  which  are  the  favorite 
dessert  of  the  working-men.  Life  would 
be  as  unendurable  without  it  as  the  life 
of  an  American  working-man  would  be 
without  chewing-gum. 

People  sat  at  the  entrances  of  their 
tow,  dark  houses.  They  talked  loudly, 
sang  and  played.  The  air  was  filled  with 
music.  Guitars,  harmonicas,  and  bala- 
laikas were  heard  on  every  comer.  The 
gentle,  tow  buzz  of  the  stringed  instru- 


ments and  the  joyful  twitter  of  harmoni- 
cas reminded  me  that  the  spring  had 
come  even  to  the  Black  City.  People 
enjoyed  themselves  in  this  city  of 
despair.  How  could  they?  It  seemed  to 
me  that  I should  die  if  I were  compelled 
to  five  here. 

And  Grunia  was  not  able  even  to 
leave  her  dark  house  for  the  noisy  and 
dirty  street.  The  street  looked  hopeless, 
but  still  there  was  a sky,  a spring  sky 
above  it! 

We  passed  the  street  and  began  cross- 
ing a large  deserted  plain — “Empty 
Space”  it  was  called  by  the  inhabitants. 
Fighting  took  place  on  it  very  often  and 
people  had  been  killed  there  at  night. 
There  were  no  trees,  no  grass,  and  no 
flowers  on  this  dead  field.  Truly  it  was 
“Empty  Space”  filled  with  the  omni- 
present smell  of  oil.  A thick  pipe 
through  which  the  oil  ran  from  the  wells 
to  the  benzine-factory  lay  like  an  endless 
snake. 

“How  tong  is  this  pipe  and  why  is  it 
placed  on  the  surface?  It  may  be  ruined 
by  the  weather  or  carriages.  ” 

“The  bosses  find  it  too  expensive  to 
dig  it  in,”  answered  the  boy,  with  a 
laugh.  “But  it  costs  them  far  more  to 
have  it  crawl  through  the  ‘Empty 
Space.’  Look  here.  ” 

He  pressed  his  finger  to  his  mouth  and 
we  stopped.  Looking  forward,  we  saw 
two  figures  bending  over  the  oil-pipe. 

“They  are  milking  it,”  said  Vasia, 
with  a sneer.  “From  time  to  time  these 
oil  thieves  bore  so  many  holes  in  the 
pipe  that  all  ‘Empty  Space’  is  covered 
with  oil.  The  muzhiks  keep  their 
mouths  shut,  even  when  they  happen  to 
know  who  does  the  milking,  because  they 
hate  the  owners.” 

“You  are  caught!”  exclaimed  he,  jok- 
ingly. “Come  with  me  to  jail!” 

The  men  looked  at  him  very  quietly 
and  smiled.  All  of  a sudden  Vasia  tapped 
one  of  them  on  the  shoulder  and  shouted: 

“Ba!  Saint  lvanushka!  Did  you  find 
this  business  better  than  curing  people?” 

“The  police  were  after  me;  they  con- 
sidered it  a crime  to  cure  the  poor  with- 
er riginal  from 
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out  the  paper  from  the  governor.  It 
wasn’t  just!  So  I prefer  to  give  them  a 
real  reason  for  hunting.” 

“Did  you  really  cure  that  old  woman 
from  the  New  Village?  Tell  me,  Ivan- 
ushka.  People  say  she  was  near  death.” 

“Yes,  God  helped  me  to  do  it,  al- 
though her  husband  isn’t  glad  that  she 
recovered  . . . she  has  too  sharp  a 
tongue.” 

“ Will  you  help  my  sweetheart,  Ivan- 
ushka?” 

“What?  You  always  sneered  at  the 
Saint  Spirit  who  helps  the  helpless.  No, 
you  may  take  me  to  jail,  but  I will  not 
even  try  to  do  it.” 

“Don’t  be  cross,  Ivanushka.  Try!” 

“I  don’t  want  to  be  mean  to  you.  I 
am  God’s  man.  I would  like  to  help  your 
girl,  but,  you  see,  if  people  don’t  believe, 
it  is  of  no  use.  I should  injure  my 
good  name  if  she  doesn’t  recover.” 

“You  don’t  mind  injuring  your  good 
name  with  thieving!”  said  Vasia,  con- 
temptuously. 

“ Now  be  careful;  don’t  dare  to  offend 
Saint  Father!”  the  companion  of  Ivan- 
ushka shouted,  angrily.  “The  Blessed 
has  the  right  to  take  a little  kerosene 
from  here  for  his  lamp  and  his  home  fire. 
The  earth  and  her  womb  belong  to 
everybody.  God  created  it  for  the  com- 
mon use,  but  your  bosses  grabbed  it  for 
themselves.” 

Vasia  tried  to  answer  this  argument 
of  crude  religious  socialism. 

“You  are  ignorant  people,”  he  said. 
“This  is  not  the  way  to  change  things. 
We  must  organize  and  claim  our  rights, 
not  steal  them.” 

I felt  that  a fiery  discussion  might 
start  here  in  the  desert,  near  the  dam- 
aged pipe,  and  that  they  might  talk 
until  the  police  discovered  them  and 
brought  them  to  their  senses.  So  I inter- 
rupted Vasia: 

“ Will  you'please  explain  to  Ivanushka 
why  I came  here?” 

“ Oh  yes.  Barishnia  says  that  she  be- 
lieves in  you.  I wonder  why  she  does, 
being  educated.  ...  She  wants  you  to 
cure  Grunia.” 


Ivanushka1  looked  'at  me -with  suspi- 
cion. 

I said  to  him,  as  sincerely  as  I could: 

“It  is  not  quite  so,  Ivanushka;  I 
stopped  believing  in  miracles  long  ago, 
but  I know  that  some  people  have  great 
mental  power.  Perhaps  you  have  it.  I 
have  heard  much  of  you.  I hope  that 
you  may  cure  this  girl.  There  is  no 
smoke  without  a fire;  there  must  be  a 
reason  why  people  praise  you  so.” 

“You  want  to  be  converted,  barishnia. 
I see  it,”  said  Ivanushka,  wiping  the  oil 
from  his  hands  with  a rag.  “Your  heart 
is  cold  from  disbelief.  All  right,  I will 
pray  God  to  warm  your  heart  and  lift  the 
girl  to  her  feet.  I hope  He  will  help  me 
once  more.” 

His  young  companion  made  the  sign 
of  the  cross  and  looked  at  the  saint  with 
deep  reverence.  “No  more  oil,  father?’* 
he  asked,  obediently. 

“Go  home,  my  son.  I don’t  need  you 
any  more,”  said  Ivanushka. 

His  disciple  kissed  his  hand  and  dis- 
appeared noiselessly  in  the  darkness. 

We  invited  Ivanushka  to  the  “Forget- 
me-not”  and  I had  a long  talk  with 
him. 

The  traktir  looked  as  decent  as  a late 
saloon  could  look.  Tables  were  covered 
with  clean  table-cloths.  Was  it  because 
the  sober  customers  became  more  intol- 
erant of  dirt,  or  was  it  because  women 
began  to  visit  the  rehabilitated  saloon? 
People  who  sat  there  were  dressed  well. 
Some  of  them  wore  silken  blouses, 
mostly  red  or  black. 

We  sat  down  at  a small  round  table  in 
the  corner  and  talked  in  whispers,  like 
conspirators.  Ivanushka  refused  our 
entreaties  for  a long  time.  Only  after  the 
fifth  glass  of  tea  he  began  to  give  in: 

“If  you,  Vasili,  will  pray  and  fast 
three  days  and  three  nights  ...” 

But  then  Vasia  ruined  everything.  He 
interrupted  the  priest: 

“I  will  do  nothing  of  the  kind.  To 
practise  these  silly  tricks  again!  How 
can  I if  I don’t  believe?  My  comrades 
in  the  party  would  ridicule  me  if  they 
knew.  I should  despise  myself.  ” 
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Ivanushka  arose  from  the  table,  highly 
offended. 

“You  impertinent  youngster!  Your 
unripened  soul  is  as  changeable  as  the 
wind  from  Caspii.  You  don’t  know 
yourself  what  you  believe  and  disbelieve. 
I am  too  old  to  be  angry  with  you,  but 
I will  never  speak  to  you  again.” 

He  crossed  his  breast  before  the  ikon 
of  Saint  Nicola,  hanging  in  the  corner, 
and  went  out  with  heavy  steps. 

When  Vasia  and  I,  greatly  depressed, 
were  leaving  the  “Forget-me-not”  a 
young  chap  with  a childish  face  and  a 
large  scar  across  his  forehead  passed 
close  to  Vasia  and  said,  in  a low,  monoto- 
nous voice: 

“ Don’t  forget,  Vasili,  the  boys  will  be 
at  the  Armenian  cemetery  after  sunset.” 

My  easily  inflamed*  imagination  was 
stirred  by  this  unusual  engagement. 
Something  was  going  to  happen  at  the 
oil-wells!  It  was  a revolutionary  meet- 
ing, no  doubt.  I recalled  how  in  1905  we 
used  to  gather  in  the  most  deserted 
places,  discussing  the  new  life.  My  heart 
beat  rapidly.  Now,  twelve  years  later, 
I still  remembered  that  unforgetable 
year.  The  first  revolution  lived  in  my 
memory  like  a first  love. 

“Is  it  possible  now,  in  war-time,  when 
everything  is  so  suppressed?  Are  people 
beginning  to  awaken  again?”  I asked 
myself.  I had  heard  the  effusive  news 
from  different  cities  of  Russia,  the  news 
about  the  great  wave  of  unrest  which 
slowly  was  approaching  the  shattered 
throne.  I hope  . . . 

I was  dying  to  ask  Vasia  about  the 
meeting,  but  such  a question  would  be 
against  the  rules  of  conspiracy.  I did  not 
belong  to  their  organization.  I was  a 
free-lance  radical. 

Seemingly,  his  thoughts  were  more 
occupied  with  his  personal  affairs  than 
with  the  happenings  in  the  party.  He 
murmured  to  himself  and  bit  his  full, 
softly  curved  lips.  Even  the  expression 
of  anger  and  contempt  could  not  greatly 
harden  his  frank  and  kindly  face. 

“Oh,  how  I hate  these  peasant  super- 
stitions!” he  shouted,  angrily,  when  we 
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parted  with  Ivanushka.  “They  hamper 
our  movement,  they  keep  people  in  fear, 
they  destroy  everything!  A year  ago  one 
of  these  religious  witches  killed  my  poor 
brother.  Pron  was  wounded  in  a street 
fight  and  a priest  from  our  village  sug- 
gested that  we  put  a handful  of  the 
sacred  soil  on  the  wound.  The  dust  from 
the  grave  of  Saint  Sergius  caused  blood- 
poisoning.  . . . Oh,  how  I despise  all 
these  silly  beliefs!” 

I said  nothing.  I despised  them  also. 
But  if,  in  this  particular  case,  they  might 
build  up  human  happiness  . . . Per- 
haps it  was  worth  while  to  try.  . . . 

However,  I did  not  share  my  thoughts 
with  Vasia.  I did  not  want  to  tempt  tjjis 
young  boy  who  had  just  freed  himself 
from  the  tightly  clinging  false  beliefs  of 
the  past. 

Quite  of  a sudden  Vasia  changed  the 
topic.  “What  do  you  think  of  our 
Czar?” 

“I  think  our  opinion  of  the  subject 
does  not  differ  much,”  I answered,  with 
a comprehending  smile. 

“I  have  guessed  it;  you  are  an  intel- 
lectual, and  the  intelligentsia  was  al- 
ways for  the  interests  of  the  masses,”  he 
said,  awkwardly  combining  the  freshly 
learned  literary  words.  “I  believe  you 
are  with  us.” 

“I  am,  Vasia,  with  all  my  heart!” 

“Would  you  like  to  go  to  the  meet- 
ing?” 

“Certainly.” 

Among  the  plain  white  monuments, 
made  of  cheap  Caucasian  marble,  there 
sat  the  dark  figures  of  the  conspirators.  It 
was  not  a large  crowd.  But  the  simple 
white  pillars  which  guarded  the  graves 
looked  like  motionless  human  bodies 
wrapped  in  white.  I recalled  suddenly 
the  horrible  massacre  which  was  inspired 
and  organized  by  the  government,  the 
bloody  fight  between  Armenians  and 
Persians.  Many  victims  of  it  were 
buried  here.  I imagined  that  their  spirits 
arose  now  from  the  fresh  graves  to  add  to 
our  protest  their  immortal  indignation 
at  despotism.  The  immobile  white 
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figures  were  symbols,  were  representa- 
tives of  the  dead.  They  stood  here  de- 
manding justice.  These  friendly  ghosts 
strengthened  our  forces,  increased  our 
number.  All  the  cemetery  seemed  to  be 
filled  with  revolutionists;  some  of  them 
were  discussing  loudly  the  vital  problems 
of  the  day,  but  the  greater  part,  clad  in 
white,  solved  the  inevitable  in  silence. 

It  was  decided  to  organize  a strike. 
This  time  it  was  not  for  the  sake  of 
higher  wages  or  shorter  hours.  It  was 
to  be  a strike  of  political  protest.  These 
young,  hot-headed  boys  did  not  bother 
about  finding  any  particular  case  of  in- 
justice as  a reason  for  it. 

“We  will  protest  against  the  whole 
system  of  government!”  declared  Vasia, 
the  chairman,  from  the  steps  of  the 
monument  which  served  as  a platform. 

I thought  it  foolish.  I feared  this 
handful  of  brave  enthusiasts  would  have 
to  think  over  their  plan  in  the  over- 
crowded jail  of  Baku.  My  heart  was 
with  them,  but  my  intellect  said,  “No.” 
My  soul,  cooled  by  too  many  experi- 
ences, doubted  the  future. 

I did  not  suspect  then  that  a few 
weeks  later  a great  miracle  would  hap- 
pen in  Petrograd ; that  Russia  overnight 
would  free  herself  from  Czarism 

The  young  revolutionists  opened  a de- 
bate. They  discussed  the  future  form  of 
government  as  if  the  despotism  was  al- 
ready overthrown. 

“Children!”  I said  to  myself,  half 
aloud.  “Foolish  children!” 

A man  who  stood  near  to  me  mur- 
mured, “Children  sometimes  feel  the 
truth.” 

His  voice  seemed  familiar  to  me.  I 
moved  nearer  and  looked  into  his  face. 
In  the  dim  light  of  the  stars  I saw  the 
long  white  beard  and  burning  eyes  of 
Ivanushka  the  Blessed. 

“How  happened  he  to  come  here?”  I 
asked  myself.  “Certainly  he  is  not  a 
revolutionist.” 

I had  no  time  to  meditate  about  it. 
With  faint  surprise  I saw  Vasia  lighting 
his  hand-lantern  and  hanging  it  on  a tree. 


“Look  here,  comrades!”  he  exclaimed, 
with  a purely  childish  joy.  “What  a 
beautiful  flag  was  contributed  to  the 
revolution  by  my  sweetheart!” 

I recognized  the  bright  bit  of  silk 
which  had  rested  under  Grunia’s  pillow. 
So  she  knew  everything  and  did  not  tell 
me!  I felt  a little  hurt. 

Old  Ivanushka  approached  the  plat- 
form and,  without  asking  the  permission 
of  the  chairman,  started  to  talk. 

“I  see  on  your  flag  a slogan,  ‘Down 
with  the  Czar!’  But  this  is  not  ...” 

He  was  interrupted  by  angry  voices: 

“Look,  the  old  pope  came  here  to 
teach  us!” 

“Down  with  him. 

“Which  accursed  fool  told  him  that 
we  were  to  have  a meeting?” 

“Down  with  priests!” 

The  old  man  raised  his  voice  and  con- 
tinued, calmly: 

“I  did  not  come  to  teach  you;  I came 
to  learn  from  you.  I believe  in  the  old 
saying,  ‘Youth  feels  the  truth.’  Perhaps 
you  feel  it  now.  But  it  seems  to  my  old 
soul  that  you  have  chosen  the  wrong 
way  to  it.  You  will  not  gain  happiness 
when  you  kill  Him  Who  Sits  on  the 
Throne.  There  will  be  rivers  of  tears 
and  storms  of  despair  before  we  see 
her  happy — our  Little  Mother  Rus- 
sia. 

“Go  away  with  your  preaching!  We 
don’t  need  your  advice  and  we  don’t 
believe  in  your  prophecies!”  shouted  the 
boys. 

“We  had  better  silence  him,”  said  one 
of  them,  gloomily;  “he  may  betray  us 
to  the  police.” 

As  soon  as  this  was  said  Ivanushka 
fell  down  and  prostrated  himself  on  the 
ground.  I thought  he  was  terrorized  by 
the  threatening  words.  ...  He  lay  im- 
mobile for  a moment,  then  jumped  up, 
snatched  the  flag  from  the  hands  of 
astonished  Vasia,  tore  it  from  its  stick, 
and  wrapped  it  around  his  neck,  A 
strange,  subtle,  kindly,  ironical  smile 
played  on  his  ascetic  lips  while  he  said, 
slowly: 

“It  is  getting  chilly.  The  old  man 
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may  catch  a bad  cold.  This  fine  silk 
will  warm  my  throat.” 

The  amazed  boys  looked  at  him  in 
utter  silence.  All  of  us  thought  him 
crazy.  But  our  astonishment  lasted  a 
very  short  time.  A few  moments  later 
we  heard  the  sound  of  hoofs. 

Then  we  understood. 

At  the  gate  the  horses  stopped.  Now 
we  heard  hurrying  steps  and  the  faint 
jingling  of  spurs.  As  the  horsemen  ap- 
proached, Ivanushka  ordered  us  to  bare 
our  heads.  He  started  to  sing  an  ancient 
psalm.  Obeying  the  old  religious  in- 
stinct which  lives  in  the  soul  of  every 
Russian,  the  revolutionists  began  to  sing 
in  low,  uncertain  tones. 

The  calm  face  of  Ivanushka,  lighted 
up  by  the  yellowish  light  of  the  little 
oil-lantern,  resembled  an  old  Byzantine 
ikon;  it  was  serious,  almost  severe. 
Looking  at  it,  nobody  would  dare  to  in- 
terrupt his  prayers. 

When  the  head  of  the  police  saw  the 
saint  he  took  off  his  cap  reverently  and 
said,  with  embarrassment: 

“Pardon  us  for  disturbing  your  re- 
ligious assembly,  father;  we  were  told 
that  the  rioters  were  holding  a meeting 
here.” 

He  knew  that  Ivanushka  was  a sec- 
tarian who  did  not  believe  in  the  ortho- 
dox church.  Men  higher  up,  rulers  from 
the  capital,  had  issued  orders  to  perse- 
cute “the  churchless  priests.”  But  the 
old  captain  of  Cossacks  and  his  men 
feared  Ivanushka  much  more  than  the 
far-away  military  masters. 

“Go  in  peace,  my  son,”  said  Ivan- 
ushka to  him.  “ We  gathered  here  to 
seek  the  truth.” 

After  the  Cossacks  departed  and  the 
meeting  ended  with  the . resolution  to 
declare  the  strike  next  month,  Vasia 
bowed  low  before  Ivanushka  and  said, 
humbly: 

“Thou  who  hast  saved  my  friends  and 
myself,  forgive  me.  Wilt  thou  extend 
thy  great  kindness  and  try  to  save  her 
also?” 

Ivanushka  nodded  his  head  in  silence. 
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don’t!”  repeated  Vasia  to  me,  as  if  trying 
to  excuse  himself.  “But  he  is  so 
good.” 

“You  believe  in  his  great  power  of 
good-will,  Vasia.  So  do  I.  We  don’t 
need  to  be  ashamed  of  it.” 

On  a sunny  Sunday  morning  we  three 
— Ivanushka,  Vasia,  and  I — entered  the 
bedroom  of  the  paralyzed  girl.  When 
Ivanushka  looked  kindly  at  Grunia  she 
smiled  at  him  with  perfect  confidence. 
She  had  been  told  how  he  saved  us  the 
night  before,  and  was  firmly  convinced 
that  nothing  was  impossible  for  this 
“God’s  man.” 

He  touched  her  forehead  gently  and 
smoothed  her  hair.  She  kissed  his  hands 
and  waited. 

When  the  old  ikon  of  the  Virgin  Mary 
was  taken  from  its  honorable  comer  in 
the  “best  room”  and  placed  on  the 
table  near  Grunia’s  bed,  when  the  high 
wax  candles  were  lighted  and  the  queer 
silver  incense-burner  was  filled  with 
balsamic  grass,  then  the  ceremony 
began. 

The  saint  opened  a tnick  book  and 
read  a long  prayer,  written  in  the  an- 
cient, hardly  understood  Church-Slavic 
language.  He  read  it  slowly — he  almost 
sang  it,  and  it  sounded  like  the  exor- 
cism of  a conjurer.  His  helper  swayed 
the  kadilo , and  big  clouds  of  balsamic 
smoke  filled  the  low  room.  The  face  of 
Ivanushka  seemed  so  mystical  in  this 
faint  blue  smoke!  I could  hardly  imag- 
ine, looking  at  his  inspired  face,  that  it 
was  the  same  man  whom  we  had  yester- 
day caught  stealing  kerosene  from  the 
damaged  pipe. 

I looked  at  the  face  of  the  crippled 
girl  and  saw  that  she  believed  in  the 
approaching  miracle.  She  gazed  at  the 
saint  with  happy  expectancy.  She  was 
just  awaiting  his  sign  to  get  up  and  walk. 

All  the  family  of  the  old  guard  was 
there,  on  their  knees.  They  crossed 
their  breasts,  their  foreheads,  their 
mouths,  and  constantly  bowed  to  the 
ground  before  the  image  of  the  dark- 
faced Virgin. 
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The  feeling  of  great  faith  was  so  con- 
tagious! It  thrilled  even  the  sophisti- 
cated soul  of  the  newspaper  woman.  For 
a moment  I forgot  the  materialistic  phi- 
losophy which  long  ago  had  replaced  my 
childish  faith  in  religion,  and  murmured 
with  the  others  half-remembered  words 
of  prayers. 

lvanushka  approached  the  bed  and 
unfolded  the  thin  brown  blanket  which 
covered  the  immobile  feet  of  Grunia. 
She  looked  at  his  hands  and  smiled- 
ecstatically.  He  made  the  sign  of  the 
cross  on  her  knees,  her  shins,  her  ankles, 
and  every  one  of  her  little  fingers.  Then 
he  continued  his  prayers. 

The  atmosphere  of  strained  waiting 
filled  the  room.  People  stopped  mur- 
muring their  prayers.  The  room  was  so 
silent  that  1 could  hear  the  buzz  of  a 
small  fly  which  beat  its  head  against  the 
closed  window,  trying  desperately  to  re- 
gain its  freedom. 

Suddenly  lvanushka  raised  his  head 
and  fixed  his  kindly  eyes  on  Grunia.  His 
face  was  lighted  with  great  compassion, 
tears  of  sacred  pity  shone  in  his  wise 
eyes.  She  looked  at  him  with  such  bright 
hope!  My  heart  almost  stopped.  1 
thought  what  a terrible  shock  it  would  be 
to  her,  if  . . . 

But  my  doubting  thoughts  were  inter- 
rupted by  the  clear  voice  of  lvanushka 
the  Blessed: 

“Arise,  my  child,  and  be  strong.” 

Slowly,  as  in  a cataleptic  dream,  she 
put  her  feet,  one  after  the  other,  on  the 
bared  floor.  We  did  not  dare  to  move  or 
breathe.  Only  Vasia  crawled  on  his 
knees  nearer  to  her  bed. 

Carefully,  like  a baby  wno  tries  to 
walk  for  the  first  time,  she  made  a few 
uncertain  steps  and  fell  in  the  open  arms 
of  Vasia. 

“It  was  only  a case  of  self -hypno- 
tism,” I thought,  as  I shook,  hands  with 
lvanushka.  But  somehow  I was  not 
quite  sure  of  it.  Professor  Ribau  and  his 
famous  theory  had  faded  a little. 

I offered  some  money  to  lvanushka, 
but  he  refused  to  accept  any  reward. 

“You  are  still  in  doubt.  . . . I cannot 


accept  anything  from  the  people  who 
are  in  doubt.  ...  It  may  weaken  my 
power.” 

Grunia  recovered  slowly.  At  first  she 
could  walk  only  a few  minutes  a day — 
her  feet  were  so  weak  after  months  of 
inaction.  But  little  by  little  they  grew 
stronger  and  she  began  to  dream  of  a 
nice  long  trip  to  Baku.  Vasia  promised 
to  take  her  there  to  buy  her  a turquoise 
engagement-ring. 

It  was  a fine  day  wnen  Grunia  left  the 
house  for  the  first  time  after  her  long 
illness.  Even  in  the  Black  City  one  could 
feel  that  the  spring  had  come. 

Grunia  walked  slowly  along  the  al- 
ways dirty  main  street;  from  time  to 
time  she  would  stop  .and  smile  at  the 
houses  as  if  greeting  her  old  chums.  It 
was  a week-day  and  the  town  seemed 
deserted;  she  could  not  talk  and  smile 
to  the  neighbors.  She  was  still  very 
weak  and  we  helped  her  to  walk. 

When  we  passed  the  “Empty  Space” 
she  suddenly  bent  to  the  ground — she 
had  noticed  a pale  blade  of  grass. 

Rain  had  been  falling  for  days  and  it 
awakened  for  a short  time  this  deserted 
and  lifeless  spot.  Frail  apple-green 
leaves  of  weeds  shot  through  the  oiled 
and  salted  soil.  Grunia  plucked  the  little 
green  blade  and  kissed  it. 

The  train  moved  as  slowly  as  usual. 

A very  few  people  rode  to  Baku  at  that 
time  of  day.  We  three  sat  together  on  a 
soiled  wooden  bench,  enjoying  life.  As 
the  train  got  farther  and  farther  away 
from  the  oil-wells  the  air  became  more 
and  more  fresh.  The  wind  blowing  from 
the  Caspian  Sea  drove  away  the  disgust- 
ing smell  of  the  oil. 

Grunia  breathed  deeply  and  her  eyes 
were  as  blue  and  bright  as  the  waves 
which  glittered  in  the  distance. 

We  reached  Baku  at  noon.  A large 
caravan  of  camels  moved  slowly  along 
the  ill-paved  streets.  A few  automobiles 
hurried  noisily  by  and  the  camels  looked 
at  them  suspiciously.  From  time  to  time 
they  were  frightened  by  the  horns  and 
shied  away  in  wild  fear.  Mohammedan 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


E/jgra^  H. 

AKJrViiD  ro  WX  '••  V-V 


DrauM  bij  H\  :1  l><  Keenur 

IT  WAS  A YLiiV  ^njUIiiK  tUftgUOieL  WihOi 


VASIA 


COULD 


Digitized 


Goegle 


Original  from 

UMIVERSJTY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


THE  BLACK  CITY 


589 


women  in  long,  multicolored  wrappers 
mingled  with  well-dressed  Europeans. 
Grunia  looked  at  this  bright  Asiatic  city 
as  if  she  had  regained  Paradise. 

Through  the  narrow  stony  gate  we 
entered  the  ancient  fortress  where  rested 
the  turquoise  intended  for  Grunia’s  en- 
gagement-ring. Vasia  led  the  way  to 
the  Persian-rug  shop. 

The  well-dressed  young  Persian  sales- 
man with  finger-nails  painted  yellow  met 
us  with  a courteous  bow  and  willingly 
showed  us  all  his  store.  He  was  told  that 
we  needed  just  one  small,  inexpensive 
turquoise,  but  what  did  it  matter?  No- 
body hurried  much  in  the  sunny  and 
lazy  city  of  Baku,  and  we  might  as  well 
examine  the  whole  shop. 

We  saw  old  rugs  of  delicate  coloring, 
which  reminded  me  of  a fading  rainbow; 
we  saw  Eastern  rosaries,  made  of  sunny 
yellow  amber,  and  other  ones,  carved  of 
balsamic  wood;  we  saw  shawls  thin  and 
transparent  as  the  mist  above  the  Cas- 
pian Sea  in  the  early  morning.  At  last 
the  salesman  showed  us  turquoises. 

It  was  a very  humble  turquoise  which 
Vasia  could  afford  to  buy  for  his  sweet- 
heart. But  she  was  happy  to  have  it. 
I wonder  if  Cleopatra  was  as  happy  to 
have  her  great  pearl  which  she  dissolved 
in  vinegar. 

“Let  us  go  to  the  mosque,”  proposed 
Vasia.  “We  can  see  the  whole  city  from 
there.” 

It  was  very  tiresome  to  ascend  the 
winding  staircase,  but  we  conquered  it 
after  a while,  and  the  view  from  there  re- 
warded us  for  the  hard  climb. 

But  I did  not  look  at  the  view,  it  was 
more  interesting  to  watch  Grunia. 

The  faint  blue  reflection  of  the  far  sea 
lay  on  her  shining  hair  and  lent  an  addi- 
tional pallor  to  her  pale  face.  She 
looked  to  me  like  a fair  ghost  from  the 
Elysian  Fields  come  back  to  her  beloved 
earth. 

“To-day  she  is  undoubtedly  the  hap- 
piest human  being  in  Baku,”  1 thought. 

But  suddenly  I heard  her  weeping. 
“What  happened,  Grunia  milayurf”  we 
both  exclaimed. 


“I  hate  it,  I hate  it!  I don’t  want  to 
return  there!” 

“ You  will  not  return  there  if  you  don’t 
want  to,”  said  Vasia,  firmly.  “What  is 
the  use  of  wailing?” 

But  she  did  not  listen,  and  complained 
plaintively,  like  an  unjustly  punished 
child: 

“The  daisies  in  the  park  here  are  as 
large  as  a silver  ruble,  and  in  our  black 
hole  I did  not  see  any  flower  for  years.  I 
don’t  want  to  return;  I will  die  first!” 

“Be  still,  cry-baby,  we  are  not  going 
to  live  in  the  Black  City  any  more.  I 
hope  I shall  be  discharged  from  the  wells 
for  leading  the  strike,  and  I shall  surely 
find  work  in  Baku.” 

“Do  you  promise?  Do  you  swear  to 
this?” 

“I  promise  and  I swear,”  said  Vasia, 
solemnly,  and  made  the  sign  of  the  cross. 

Grunia  wiped  her  reddened  eyes  with 
her  sleeve  and  looked  happy  again.  Then 
she  said,  convincingly: 

“God  is  mercifulf  Let  us  thank  Him 
for  the  miracle.” 

“But  there  was  no  miracle,  Grunia. 
Don’t  believe  such  nonsense !”  said  Vasia, 
and  I tried  to  explain  everything  to  her. 
But  I could  not  translate  into  plain 
Russian  the  hard  psychological  terms; 
for  two  minutes  or  so  I mumbled  faintly 
about  self-hypnotism,  but  I had  to  give 
it  up  because  Grunia  listened  so  absent- 
mindedly.  She  smiled  as  the  daughter  of 
Jairus  must  have  smiled  when  she  was 
lifted  from  her  death-bed.  She  repeated: 

“God  is  merciful!” 

“You  see,”  I said  to  Vasia,  “the  genie 
does  not  want  to  return  to  his  bottle.” 

“Which  genie?”  asked  Vasia,  embrac- 
ing his  sweetheart. 

I remembered  then  that  he  did  not 
understand  Oriental  symbols.  And  I 
said,  simply: 

“I  told  you  when  we  started  this  ad- 
venturous cure  she  would  never  doubt 
priests  after  she  recovered.  She  will  be 
superstitious  all  the  rest  of  her  life!” 

“All  right;  let  her  be  superstitious 
and  happy,”  answered  Vasia,  carelessly. 
And  I shook  hands  with  him. 
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AN  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  DENVER  PUBLIC  OPPORTUNITY  SCHOOL 
BY  ALMA  AND  PAUL  ELLERBE 


TO-NIGHT  a varied  procession  will 
be  sweeping  into  a dingy  old  build- 
ing at  Twelfth  and  Welton  Streets  in 
Denver,  under  a big  golden  sign  that 
says,  “The  Opportunity  School.” 

The  bishop’s  sister  comes  for  type- 
writing for  relief  work,  and  her  cook  for 
English;  a well-known  lawyer  for  the 
mechanism  of  his  high-priced  car,  and 
the  urchin  who  sells  him  papers  to  clinch 
again  with  the  three  r’s;  an  old  blind 
man  for  broom-making,  and  a bevy  of 
society  girls  for  dietetics;  a returned 
soldier,  deaf  from  shell  shock,  for  lip- 
reading;  the  best-paid  newspaper  man 
in  town  for  shorthand  for  overseas  ser- 
vice; a group  of  young  girls  in  charge 
of  two  black-robed  sisters  from  a Roman 
Catholic  school  for  the  cooking-class; 
an  old  whitedieaded  negro  to  learn  to 
read  and  write;  Greek  boys  from  the 
candy  kitchens  and  shoe-shining  stands; 
old  Jewish  junk- dealers  with  the  beards 
of  prophets,  German-Russian  girls  with 
black  shawls  over  their  heads;  Austrian 
miners;  Italian  fruit -dealers;  dapper 
young  Japanese,  Filipinos,  Negroes, 
Swedes,  Chinese,  Croatians,  Mexicans, 
half-breeds,  and  every  kind  of  American. 
Verily,  “the  United  States  goes  by.” 
What  brings  them  there?  Why  does 
this  school  draw  all  ages,  colors,  and 
conditions  of  humanity?  An  average  of 
one  letter  a day  is  received  from  other 
American  cities,  asking  for  the  plan  of 
operation.  Many  of  them  are  going  to 
copy  it,  and  so,  probably,  are  London 
and  Tokio.  Representatives  of  half  a 
dozen  nations  have  studied  it.  It  is  ac- 
claimed as  a new  note  in  education.  Why? 
It  is  because  they  fit  you  for  life,  in 


the  Denver  Opportunity  School,  not  as 
they  think  it  ought  to  be,  but  as  you’ve 
got  to  live  it.  They  teach  you  the  thing 
you  need,  and  just  as  rapidly  as  you  can 
learn  it. 

The  idea  is  so  old,  so  simple,  so  uni- 
versally acknowledged,  and  so  thor- 
oughly forgotten,  that  it  has  all  the 
force  of  novelty. 

The  school  was  opened  by  Carlos  M. 
Cole,  city  superintendent  of  public 
schools,  in  September,  1916,  with  Emily 
Griffith  as  principal.  It  is  a part  of  the 
public-school  system  of  Denver.  They 
thought  they  would  have  an  enrollment 
of  less  than  two  hundred.  Two  thou- 
sand three  hundred  came  that  first 
year;  there  were  thirty-two  hundred 
the  second,  and  the  corps  of  teachers 
grew  from  five  to  forty-two.  They  ex- 
pect an  enrollment  of  five  thousand  in 
this,  their  third  year. 

The  doors  are  open  from  half  past 
eight  in  the  morning  until  half  past  nine 
at  night.  You  may  drop  in  whenever 
you  like  and  spend  whatever  time  you 
can  spare  in  clearing  away  the  particular 
kind  of  ignorance  that  blocks  your  road. 
If  the  curriculum  doesn’t  include  what 
you  want  and  twenty  students  ask  for 
it,  they  will  put  it  in — if  it  is  practical 
and  helps  along  the  business  of  living. 

There  is  no  course  in  embalming,  and 
they  don’t  teach  Latin,  or  sculpture,  or 
New  Thought.  But  last  year,  in  a city 
of  268,000,  which  is  not  an  industrial 
center,  517  students  graduated  from  the 
automobile  mechanics  department,  the 
Wireless  class  sent  165  to  government 
positions,  50  girls  were  trained  to  write 
letters  from  dictating  machines,  the 
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radio  class  turned  out  85  experts  a 
month,  150  had  training  in  mechanical 
drawing,  906  the  course  in  shorthand 
and  typewriting,  275  students  a week 
went  through  the  millinery  department, 
representatives  of  20  nations  learned 
to  read  and  write  in  the  foreign  room, 
300  men  and  women  were  prepared  for 
naturalization,  and  there  are  480  stars 
in  the  school’s  great  service  flag. 

And  this  is  only  a part  of  it.  The 
psychology  of  salesmanship  is  taught  by 
the  “efficiency  woman”  from  a depart- 
ment store ; prominent  business  men  lect- 
ure on  business  methods;  the  cooking- 
dass  teaches  housewives,  cooks,  busi- 
ness girls  about  to  be  married,  and 
nurses  from  hospitals  not  equipped  for 
dietetic  work,  what  to  cook  and  how  to 
cook  it,  its  caloric  value,  and  its  proper 
place  in  a well-balanced  meal;  there  is 
a class  for  stammerers,  and  one  for  the 
adult  blind;  a French  class,  that  was 
composed  last  year  of  men  who  were 
going  over;  a class  for  sheet-metal  work- 
ers; one  for  drivers  of  trucks;  a course 
for  hotel  employees,  from  chambermaid 
to  manager;  classes  in  switch- weaving 
and  hair-dressing  and  manicuring  and 
dress-making  and  housekeeping. 

Every  night  in  the  soup- room  one 
hundred  and  ten  bowls  of  soup  are 
served  free  to  hungry  students  who  come 
to  school  from  work  and  have  not  the 
time  or  money  to  go  home  and  return. 

They  have  an  alert  sense  of  “the  in- 
stant need  of  things.”  In  a bit  of  a 
workshop  boys  are  quickly  taught  the 
use  of  tools  when  there  are  jobs  to  be 
done — taught  and  sent  out  on  the  work, 
for  the  practice  and  the  pride — for  they 
make  no  charge:  the  mending  of  a 
neighbor’s  fence,  repairing  sign-boards, 
strengthening  broken  steps,  and  all  man- 
ner of  simple  and  useful  things. 

Some  of  them  are  there  because  they 
can’t  be  made  to  fit  into  the  mold  of 
the  public  schools.  Miss  Griffith  doesn’t 
follow  the  old  method  of  forcing  them 
into  it  anyhow,  by  lopping  off  here  and 
compressing  there;  she  calls  them  “in- 
dustrially inclined,”  or  something  of  the 


sort — labels  don’t  count  for  much  with 
her — and  gives  them  a class  of  their 
own,  where  they  spend  an  hour  on  books 
to  three  on  carpentry,  or  concrete- work, 
or  automobile  mechanics,  or  whatever 
trade  or  craft  is  nearest  their  hearts. 

.Some  of  those  who  have  to  support 
themselves  are  allowed  credits  on  their 
studies  at  night  for  work  properly  per- 
formed during  the  day. 

One  of  them  works  for  a druggist. 
What  does  he  learn  ? Arithmetic  from 
making  change  and  keeping  track  of 
prices,  geography  from  mailing  parcels- 
post  packages  to  places  all  over  the 
West,  a little  about  banking  by  making 
deposits  and  cashing  his  own  checks, 
typewriting  in  his  odd  moments  in  the 
office,  and  a good  deal  about  business 
in  general.  He  is  graded  on  the  reports 
that  come  direct  from  his  employer. 

Thirty-five  Opportunity  School  boys 
had  been  branded  as  incorrigible  by  the 
other  schools  and  have  to  report  once  a 
week  to  the  juvenile  court.  There  is  al- 
ways the  hope  and  the  chance  down 
there  that  one  of  these  stones  that  the 
builders  in  one  place  rejected  will  be- 
come the  head  of  the  corner  in  another. 

The  school  store  has  been  equipped 
by  the  Manufacturers’  Association  of 
Denver  with  a pair  of  scales,  a cash- 
register  and  shelves  of  Colorado-made 
goods.  Cash  sales  are  paid  for  with 
school  money;  one  class  buys  from  an- 
other on  account;  three  sets  of  books 
are  kept.  And  so  one  learns  business 
arithmetic,  bookkeeping,  etc.,  and  Eng- 
lish on  the  side. 

For  the  store  uses  the  best  stenog- 
rapher in  the  building— ra  modish  young 
person  in  a smart  one-piece  blue  serge 
gown,  with  fetching  little  round  white 
collar  and  white  cuffs,  who  has  been 
well  manicured  and  coifed  by  the  beauty- 
parlor  on  another  floor.  They  bring  in 
to  her  an  eighth-grade  boy  to  dictate 
the  store’s  letters — one  who  doesn’t  be- 
lieve in  English  grammar;  and  when  he 
says  “is”  for  “are,”  and  “come”  for 
“came,”  she  pauses  and  makes  him  say 
it  over  again.  Then  she  puts  her  tongue 
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into  her  cheek  and  looks  at  him  In  the 
right  way.  She  doesn’t  say  anything; 
she  only  looks  and  smiles  a little;  and 
he  begins  to  prickle  and  turns  red. 
When  the  letter  is  finished  she  gives  it 
to  him.  It  is  “are”  now,  and  “came”; 
his  “is”  and  “come”  have  disappeared. 
But  not  her  little  half-smile.  Still  red 
in  the  face,  he  takes  the  memory  of  it 
back  to  his  work  in  another  room,  with 
the  feeling  that  maybe  grammar  does 
hitch  up  somewhere  in  the  world  after 
aU. 

That  is  rather  particularly  the  prov- 
ince of  the  Opportunity  School,  show- 
ing you  how  things  hitch  up. 

“If  I could  do  figures,”  said  a girl 
from  a laundry,  “I  could  be  forewoman.” 

“What  kind  of  figures?” 

“I  don’t  know — exactly.” 

So  they  called  the  laundry  and  found 
out,  and  taught  her,  and  she  got  the 
place. 

Miss  Griffith  discovered  that  one  of 
the  best  students  in  the  night  class  in 
bookkeeping  had  spent  a score  of  years 
measuring  muslin  in  the  basement  of  a 
department  store  and  had  almost  lost 
hope  of  doing  anything  else.  She  went 
to  his  employer. 

“Did  you  ever  think  of  giving  that 
man  a chance  at  your  books?  He  has 
the  makings  of  a good  bookkeeper. 
Why  don’t  you  try  him?” 

“I  will,”  said  the  employer;  and  the 
muslin-measurer  never  went  back  to  his 
counter.  He  is  head  bookkeeper  now. 

That  is  one  life  they  have  straightened 
out.  A pictorial  map  of  them  all  would 
look  like  one  of  those  advertisements 
the  telephone  company  used  to  run  be- 
fore the  war,  to  assist  the  subscriber  in 
visualizing  what  his  telephone  meant  to 
him.  It  would  show  help-lines  running 
from  men  and  women  all  over  the  world 
back  to  the  old  building  at  Twelfth  and 
Welton  Streets  and  disappearing  under 
the  big  golden  sign  at  the  door. 

In  the  early  part  of  the  war,  in  one  of 
our  cantonments,  an  Armenian  boy, 
strongly  marked  with  race,  sat  on  a keg 
and  looked  at  a picture  of  a splendid 


American  woman  in  a magazine.-  The 
text  beneath  the  picture  explained  that 
this  was  Emily  Griffith,  unmarried,  and 
the  boy’s  name  was,  we’ll  say,  Hovse- 
pian.  Nevertheless,  “That’s  my  sister,” 
he  said,  as  he  handed  the  magazine  to 
his  corporal. 

The  corporal  did  not  understand.  It 
wouldn’t  have  puzzled  any  one  who 
knows  the  principal  of  the  Opportunity 
School.  She  is  the  sister  of  all  who  need 
her. 

Hovsepian  turned  up  in  the  school, 
a jagged  scar  across  his  cheek,  broke, 
ragged,  with  no  prospects.  He  had  seen 
his  sixteen-year-old  sister  carried  off  by 
the  Turkish  army,  his  little  brother 
kicked  to  death  by  their  boots;  they 
had  cut  him  down  like  a weed  as  they 
passed. 

Some  kindly  soul  in  authority  smug- 
gled him  out  of  Armenia;  the  Oppor- 
tunity School  taught  him  a trade  and 
found  him  a job,  and  he  was  just  be- 
ginning to  stand  up  in  the  sun  of 
America,  like  a plant  that  has  been 
raised  in  a cellar  and  brought  out  of 
doors,  when  he  was  drafted. 

He  went  at  once  to  Emily  Griffith. 

“I’m  mighty  glad  to  go,”  he  said  in 
his  broken  English,  “but  it  gets  my  goat 
to  give  that  old  cheap  Larimer  Street 
rooming-house  as  my  home.”  He  looked 
at  her  wistfully,  hesitated,  and  then,  to 
her  complete  surprise,  “Would  you 
mind,”  he  said,  “if  I gave  your  street 
address?  That’s  all  I want  of  it — the 
right  to  put  it  in  the  army  records.” 

“Indeed  I wouldn’t!  And  more  than 
that,  I’d  like  for  it  to  be  your  home  while 
you’re  in  the  army.  Won’t  you  send 
your  things  to  my  house  to-night?  And 
when  yofl  go,  go  from  there;  and  write 
to  me,  and  I’ll  write  to  you;  and  while 
the  war’s  on  I’ll  be  your  sister.” 

So,  out  in  the  Griffith  house  on  Fill- 
more Street  in  Denver  all  through  the 
war  there  was  a battered  suit-case  and  a 
tom  overcoat — they  were  the  only 
things  he  could  afford  to  part  with,  and 
he  would  leave  something;  it  made  him 
feel  more  as  if  it  were  real — and  in  front 
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of  the  house  a service  flag  with  one  star 
on  it  for  the  Armenian  boy. 

A negro  woman  found  her  way  to  the 
school  one  night  and  asked  Miss  Grif- 
fith to  be  allowed  to  enroll.  Her  life 
was  going,  over  the  wash-tub;  she  was 
old  and  no  longer  had  strength  for  the 
work;  she  didn’t  want  to  become  a 
county  charge.  There  was  one  thing 
she  had  always  thought  she  could  do; 
would  they  teach  her? 

Of  course  they  would!  What  was  it? 

She  fingered  the  edge  of  her  coat  and 
timidly  ventured,  “Millinery.” 

Miss  Griffith’s  heart  sank.  She 
thought  of  the  combination  of  colors  the 
old  woman  would  evolve,  the  bow  and 
pleatings  and  rosettes.  But  she  has 
learned  to  let  each  one  try  out  his  own 
idea.  There  may  be  more  in  it  than  ap- 
pears. She  put  the  old  woman  under  the 
direct  care  of  the  instructress  of  the  mil- 
linery-class— the  head,  by  day,  of  one  of 
the  largest  millinery-stores  in  Denver. 

There  followed  a disheartening  strug- 
gle with  flowers  and  ribbons  and  lace, 
the  accidental  discovery,  on  the  part  of 
the  instructress,  that  her  pupil  was  a 
deaconess,  and  finally  the  evolution  of  a 
pretty  good  bonnet  to  accord  with  her 
estate.  The  instructress  did  nine-tenths 
of  the  work  on  that  first  one,  but  the 
old  washerwoman  wore  it  to  church  next 
Sunday  and  got  orders  for  three  more 
like  it,  and  these  she  made  herself.  And 
now  she  has  a good  trade  in  deaconesses* 
bonnets  among  her  own  people  and  has 
left  the  wash-tub  forever. 

One  of  the  causes  of  the  school’s  suc- 
cess is  Emily  Griffith’s  ability  to  deal 
with  every  human  being  as  he  is.  What 
he  has  done  doesn’t  matter. 

“I  wish  you  didn’t  have  to  see  my 
report,”  said  a fifteen-year-old  boy  who 
was  sent  there  because  he  had  failed 
everywhere  else.  “It  ’ll  make  me  out  a 
bad  un.  And  I was.  But  I’d  like  to 
kind  o’  start  over  down  here.” 

“Do  you  mean  it?”  said  Miss  Griffith. 

“Yes,  I do.  Honest.” 

“All  right.  I need  some  one  to  help 
me  in  the  office.  You  sit  there  and  open 
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the  mail  for  a few  days.  When  your 
report  comes,  tear  it  up.” 

He  did,  and  with  it  a long  letter  from 
his  previous  teacher  setting  forth  his 
many  villainies  in  detail,  by  example 
and  exegesis. 

And  he  never  broke  his  word;  he 
played  fair,  and  they  put  him  on  a farm, 
where  he  belonged,  and  he  made  good. 

The  “King  of  Chinatown”  drifted  in 
somehow,  with  trouble  in  his  wake. 
The  king  was  an  odd  fish.  He  was 
twenty-four  and  a pugilist.  He  lived 
alone  in  Chinatown  and  settled  tong 
wars  and  brought  peace  out  of  Mongo- 
lian quarrels  into  which  no  other  white 
man  dared  thrust  himself.  But  he  en- 
tered the  school  somewhat  humorously, 
with  the  easily  discernible  idea  of  messing 
things  up  a bit. 

He  proceeded  with  care  in  the  incip- 
ient stages  of  his  plans  for  a royal 
rough-house,  for  he  saw  a glint  in  Miss 
Griffith’s  clear  blue  eyes  and  a set  to  her 
rounded  chin  that  advised  caution. 
But  the  king  got  fooled;  for  he  didn’t 
see  a twinkle  and  a smile  that  came 
when  his  back  was  turned.  His  rough- 
house  wasn’t  pulled  off.  Instead,  Miss 
Griffith  dealt  out  to  him  the  wise  treat- 
ment accorded  by  the  Himalayan  king 
to  Namgay  Doola. 

In  Mr.  Kipling's  story  the  English- 
man, advising  the  king  in  regard  to  his 
turbulent,  red-headed,  half-breed,  Irish- 
Hindu  subject,  says  that  he  must  incon- 
tinently be  put  to  death  or  raised  to  the 
command  of  the  army. 

The  King  of  Chinatown  was  raised  to 
the  command  of  the  army  of  the  Op- 
portunity School  while  he  was  still 
scheming  to  attack  it.  He  became  the 
official  and  efficient  bouncer  of  the  in- 
stitution. If  you  wanted  to  know  who 
was  boss  down  there — start  something. 

Two  little  girls  in  the  shorthand  class 
had  to  go  home  over  a long  and  lonely 
viaduct,  and  a man  waited  in  a dark 
doorway  and  followed  them  every 
night. 

“Leave  it  to  me,”  said  the  king.  And 
the  next  night,  trailing  inconspicuously 
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in  tiie  rear,  he  came  up  out  of  the  dark 
just  as  the  girls  were  accosted. 

He  was  absent  from  school  for  several 
nights  after  that;  judged  it  safer  to  stay 
under  cover  and  search  the  newspapers 
for  a while  before  he  ventured  out.  He 
explained  that  he  got  the  fellow  on 
the  point  of  the  jaw,  tapped  him  some- 
what harder  than  he  meant  to,  and  wasn’t 
sure  whether  or  not  he’d  get  up  again. 

He  and  the  principal  and  the  two 
little  embryo  stenographers  were  hugely 
relieved  when  nothing  came  of  it. 

But,  “I  guess  I’ll  have  to  restrain  my- 
self,” said  the  King  of  Chinatown. 

It  wasn’t  necessary  a little  later  on — 
in  the  red  hell  of  France.  He  could  let 
drive  there  with  all  the  force  of  his  puis- 
sant right — for  Emily  Griffith,  the  Op- 
portunity School,  and  the  world. 

Miss  Griffith  tells  the  best  of  her  for- 
eign-born pupils — those  she  can  trust — 
to  let  her  know  at  once  if  they  get  into 
trouble  while  their  English  is  still  stiff 
and  they  are  strangers  here.  This  is 
the  telegram  that  came  from  one  of  them 
in  the  middle  of  the  night:  “Do  not 
hesitate.  I am  in  jail.” 

She  didn’t  hesitate.  She  telephoned 
the  sheriff  in  the  {dace  where  he  had 
gone  and  said,  “What’s  the  matter  with 
that  boy?” 

“He’s  no  good.  He  won’t  work.” 

“Now,”  said  Miss  Griffith,  “I  know 
him,  and  you  don’t.  He’s  ragged,  and 
down  on  his  luck,  and  looking  for  a job, 
and  he  can’t  speak  much  English,  but 
he  will  work.  Turn  him  out  and  send 
him  back  to  Denver,  and  I’ll  be  person- 
ally responsible  for  him.” 

The  sheriff  did.  The  boy  came  in  the 
next  morning  with  a broad  grin,  and  he 
hasn’t  been  very  far  from  the  school 
since.  And  Miss  Griffith  was  right. 
He  had  stumbled  against  the  impersonal 
wheels  of  the  law  in  a strange  place,  and 
they  were  about  to  pull  him  in  and 
down,  as  they  have  pulled  in  and  down 
many  a better  man  before  him. 

Another  of  her  foreign-born  boys  who 
had  never  had  a cent  completed  a me- 
chanical course  in  the  school,  and,  as  a 


result,  got  a pretty  good  job.  For  the 
first  time  in  his  life,  the  pay-checks  were 
coming  in  every  week,  and  they  were  of 
a fair  size.  But,  instead  of  buying  de- 
cent food  and  clothes  and  lodging,  of  all 
of  which  he  stood  in  need,  he  lived  on 
in  the  same  old  way,  like  a city  rat,  and 
saved  every  cent,  until  he  had  money 
enough  to  realize  the  dream  of  his  life — a 
motorcycle.  He  bought  the  best  that 
could  be  had.  It  was  the  only  whole 
article  he  possessed. 

He  climbed  into  the  saddle  and  made 
for  City  Park.  As  usual,  it  was  full  of 
children.  With  the  muffler  wide  open, 
he  took  them  for  a ride  around  the  lake 
as  thick  as  they  could  cluster  on  the 
motorcycle.  After  a little  a park  police- 
man came  over  to  see  what  was  going 
on.  He  watched  the  boy  whiz  past,  saw 
that  he  was  ragged  and  that  the  ma- 
chine was  new,  and,  having  been  trained 
that  way,  concluded  that  he  had  stolen 
it.  So  he  arrested  him  and  was  carrying 
him  off  to  City  Hall,  and  protestations 
weren’t  doing  any  good,  when  the  boy 
remembered  something.  He  stopped 
suddenly,  took  off  his  hat,  and  fished  a 
card  from  inside  the  band. 

“You  read  that,”  he  said,  and  a new 
confidence  came  into  his  voice. 

The  policeman  read,  “This  is  a good 
boy  and  worthy  of  your  respect.  If  he 
is  in  trouble,  telephone  York  1555. 
Emily  Griffith,  Principal  of  the  Denver 
Opportunity  School.”  The  policemen 
know  her,  as  well  as  the  sheriffs.  This 
one  didn’t  like  to  back  down  before  the 
crowd,  but  he  knew  that  it  was  a safe 
bet  that,  since  Emily  Griffith  said  the 
boy  was  honest,  he  was  honest. 

“Maybe  it’s  all  right,  after  all,”  he  • 
said,  in  a low  tone,  and  then,  much  more 
loudly,  “Cut  along,  kid,  and  don’t  make 
so  much  noise!” 

And  the  boy,  when  he  tells  about  it, 
shows  you  the  card  and  says,  “And  you 
bet  I keep  him  mit  me  all  the  time!” 

The  Opportunity  School  gets  jobs  for 
people  at  the  rate  of  a hundred  a month. 
There  is  a monumental  simplicity  about 
its  employment  department,  which  is  a 
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. big  bulletin-board  in  the  hall,  on  the 
first  floor,  just  inside  the  door.  If  you 
know  of  a job,  you  write  a description 
of  it  in  the  manner  that  seems  good  to 
you  and  stick  your  memorandum  on  the 
board.  If  you  want  a job,  you  study 
the  board,  take  off  the  description  of 
the  one  you  think  you  can  get,  and  go 
after  it.  If  you  fail,  you  are  in  honor 
bound  to  bring  back  the  notice. 

“Get  a hike  on,”  says  one  of  them, 
“if  you  want  this”;  and  another,  “Be 
there  before  seven,  or  nothing  doing.” 

The  Opportunity  School  people  get 
pretty  keen  to  see  that  jobs  are  kept  in 
the  family. 

“I’ve  just  found  out  the  guy  on  the 
other  desk  here’s  been  fired,”  said  a boy- 
ish voice  over  Miss  Griffith’s  telephone 
at  half  past  eleven  one  night.  “Can 
you  get  an  Opportunity  School  kid  here 
by  six  in  the  morning?  And,  say,  send 
one  with  plenty  of  pep.” 

The  Opportunity  School  honestly 
wants  to  help  any  one  in  any  way.  In 
what  other  educational  institution  could 
you  find  a “what-to*do  class  ”?  You 
drop  in  and  learn  what  you  really  want 
to  know  most:  how  to  enter  a man’s 
office  and  ask  for  a job;  how  to  order 
from  a menu  card;  how  to  buy  Liberty 
Bonds;  how  to  pay  social  calls  in  new 
and  strange  America;  “what  to  say  to 
a woman  when  you’ve  had  a good  time 
in  her  house”;  what  to  wear  and  when 
to  wear  it. 

What  an  extremely  good  idea  it  is! 
How  we’d  all  like  to  avail  ourselves  of 
adaptations  of  it,  if  they  could  only  be 
established  here  and  there  to  fit  our 
needs! 

“Reverence  teacher,”  wrote  a young 
Japanese,  “I  plead  to  be  bereft  from 
your  inventory.  Of  your  night  school 
I have  had  enough.  I flee  to  the  moun- 
tains.” 

Which  just  meant  that  some  one  had 
offered  him  a job  in  the  mountains  that 
was  so  good  he  had  to  suspend  his  stud- 
ies and  take  it,  and  that  when  he  came 
back  he  would  be  found  in  the  what-to- 
do  class,  learning  how  to  write  a farewell 


note  that  said  what  he  wanted  it  to 
say. 

The  citizenship  class  is  one  of  the 
chain  established  throughout  the  United 
States  by  the  public  schools  at  the  re- 
quest of  the  Federal  Bureau  of  Natural- 
ization, as  a part  of  its  campaign  for 
education  for  citizenship. 

On  their  way  into  the  body  politic  a 
thousand  of  Denver’s  aliens  have  passed 
through  it  before  they  presented  them- 
selves to  the  courts  for  naturalization; 
and  only  one  whose  business  it  has  been 
to  stand  there  beside  the  judge  and  ques- 
tion them  on  behalf  of  the  government 
which  they  aspire,  to  assist  in  running 
can  testify  properly  to  the  thoroughness 
and  the  far-reaching  value  of  the  in- 
struction they  have  received.  All  ages 
and  kinds  have  enrolled — educated  and 
ignorant,  rich  and  poor.  Those  who 
were  already  well  informed  have  caught 
the  spirit  of  the  class  and  upon  the  eve 
of  acquiring  citizenship  have  been  glad 
to  join  with  the  ignorant  in  specializing 
on  what  citizenship  means  and  the  con- 
crete things  a voter  should  know.  The 
courts  have  admitted  them,  but  it  is 
really  Mr.  A.  G.  Hoel,  the  instructor, 
who  has  naturalized  them,  for  it  is  he 
who  has  given  them  the  spirit  of  Ameri- 
can democracy  without  which  the  mere 
certificate  of  naturalization  is  a scrap  of 
paper. 

“By  Jove!”  said  a young  Englishman 
in  surprise  one  night,  as  he  caiqp  out  of 
the  citizenship  class,  “ America  has  a 
corking  storyl ” 

And  it  has,  you  know.  It’s  such  an 
old  story  to  you  and  me,  so  frayed  and 
thumbed,  so  frequently  manhandled  by 
our  Fourth  of  July  orators,  so  often 
stripped  of  its  poetry  and  vitality  by 
our  teachers  in  school,  that  it  has  come 
to  have  about  as  much  meaning  for  some 
of  us  as  eenie,  meenie,  miney,  moe.  But 
it’s  a story  with  such  a life  of  the  heart, 
such  a surge  of  hope,  and  such  a buoy- 
ant promise  in  it,  that  men  go  out  to  die, 
clear-eyed  and  steady,  in  wave  after 
wave,  that  the  next  chapter  of  it  may 
be  written  right;  and  it  is  something  to 
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stand  there  guarding  one  of  the  2,26 5 
gates  through  which  the  other  nations 
come  into  our  citizenship,  telling  it  as  it 

is,  as  a corking  good  story;  handing  on 
to  the  newest  Americans  the  flaming 
idealism  that  swings  this  nation  along 
its  way.  There  should  be  kindly, 
straightforward,  intelligent  Americans 
at  all  the  other  gates,  to  help  as  Mr. 
Hoel  is  helping,  interpreters,  to  tell  them 
without  patronage  or  condescension, 
what  we  really  are,  in  a way  that  they 
can  understand. 

Hundreds  of  obscure,  lonely  little 
lives,  in  touching  the  lives  of  the  Oppor- 
tunity School  teachers,  make  their  only 
contact  with  the  real  life  of  America. 
Miss  Griffith  invited  an  Italian  girl  to 
dine  with  her  who  had  lived  for  six  years 
in  Denver’s  Little  Italy,  and  it  was  the 
first  time  she  had  been  inside  an  Ameri- 
can home.  She  had  the  same  curiosity 
about  the  interior  arrangements  that  we 
should  have  in  Siam  or  Tibet. 

“Who  lives  up-stairs?”  she  asked. 

“Why,  we  do,”  said  Miss  Griffith. 

“Oh!”  said  the  girl  “I  didn’t  know 
any  one  ever  had  a whole  house.” 

A young  Chinese  wife  tripped  de- 
murely in  and  out  every  day,  as  shy 
and  as  daintily  accurate  in  her  move- 
ments as  an  antelope,  and  every  day 
Miss  Griffith  smiled  and  nodded  and 
felt,  from  a look  in  the  almond  eyes, 
that  there  were  things  to  be  said  between 
them,  if  only  there  were  a common  lan- 
guage to  put  them  into;  until  one  day, 
obeying  a sudden  impulse,  she  slipped 
her  arm  about  her  pupil’s  waist. 

Tears  came  into  the  little  Chinese 
woman’s  eyes.  She  was  longing  to  talk. 
She  drew  the  American  woman  into  an 
empty  class-room  and  told  her  all  about 

it,  in  Chinese,  and  Miss  Griffith  talked 
away  in  return  in  English,  and  neither 
of  them  understood  any  of  the  other’s 
words,  but  both  of  them  understood  the 
friendship. 

After  a while  they  stopped  and  laughed 
at  themselves.  There  was  a pause  of 
perplexed  silence,  and  then  the  Chinese 
face  lit  up  with  an  idea.  She  took  her 


friend  by  the  hand  and  led  her  to  a cal* 
endar  on  the  wall.  Standing  on  tiptoe, 
she  turned  the  leaves  and  pointed  to  a 
date,  and  then,  in  a quick,  soft,  half" 
awed  way,  she  unrolled  a tiny  dress  and 
smoothed  it  tenderly;  and  Miss  Griffith 
knew  about  the  baby,  and  when  it  was 
expected,  and  all  that  the  Chinese  words 
had  meant,  and  they  laughed  together 
again,  and  talked  and  cried  a little,  and 
it  was  just  two  women  face  to  face,  and 
what  they  said  was  neither  Chinese  nor 
American. 

Women  who  come  there  have  no  ages. 
“Over  twenty-one?  (Answer  Yes  or 
No).”  That’s  all  they  have  to  fill  out 
whoa  they  enter.  None  is  asked  to  give 
evidence  against  herself.  Some  firms 
won’t  employ  a woman  when  she  has 
passed  the  half-century  mark  and  needs 
it  most.  But  to  the  school  they  are 
what  they  are,  not  integers  of  a cer- 
tain age,  a certain  record. 

“Is  she  over  fifty?”  telephones  a pros- 
pective employer. 

“I  don’t  know.” 

“Don’t  your  cards  show?” 

‘No.” 

“Well,  what  do  you  think?” 

“I  think,”  says  Emily  Griffith  with  a 
twinkle — “I  think  she’s  thirty-five.” 

The  woman  had  lived  more  years 
than  that,  maybe,  and  yet,  in  efficiency, 
maybe  was  just  about  thirty-five.  Ask 
in  Denver,  and  you  will  find  that  it  isn’t 
the  habit  of  the  Opportunity  School  to 
fall  down  on  the  people  it  sends  out  to 
hold  jobs. 

There  is  something  almost  sacred 
about  those  dingy  bare  halls  and  worn 
stairs.  Looking  at  them,  one  remem- 
bers the  thousands  of  cramped  and 
twisted  lives  that  have  been  freed  and 
straightened  there.  The  creative  im- 
pulse, divine  and  eternally  resurgent, 
beat  through  them  all.  All  of  them  felt 
that  strongest  and  most  enduring  of  hu- 
man desires,  the  longing  to  make,  and 
the  Denver  Opportunity  School  let  it 
out  and  gave  it  play. 

A new  note  in  education?  Isn’t  it,  rath- 
er, the  harmonizing  of  all  the  notes  in  life  ? 
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ADS  FOR  THE  ACADEMIC 

BY  C.  A.  BENNETT 

PASSING  a church  the  other  day,  I 
noticed  a sign-board  outside  which 
bore  the  legend,  “Form  the  Church- 
going Habit  and  It  Will  Reform  You.” 
“How  modern  and  snappy!”  I thought. 
But  my  fastidious  mood  did  not  last 
long,  for  in  a moment  I was  reflecting: 
After  all,  if  a church  is  confident  that 
it  has  something  to  give  to  men,  why 
should  it  not  proclaim  its  assurance? 
Advertising  is  no  longer  vulgar;  it  is 
merely  necessary.  And  then  it  occurred 
to  me  that  there  was  no  reason  why  the 
professors  should  not  rush  in  where  the 
parsons  had  not  feared  to  tread.  Why 
should  the  college  catalogue  be  known  as 
a consummate  example  of  the  art  of  be- 
ing uninteresting?  Why  should  it  not 
be  as  bright  and  blatant  as  the  adver- 
tisement pages  of  the  magazines?  Why 
should  the  hesitant  student  be  compelled 
to  study  the  dull  and  respectable  pages 
of  a catalogue  with  its  colorless  an- 
nouncement of  courses  ? Let  the  instruct- 
ors compete  openly  for  his  favors,  and 
so  put  before  his  youthful  imagination  a 
picture  of  the  academic  life  flamboyant 
in  its  splendor.  The  more  I think  of  it, 
the  richer  seem  the  possibilities  of  the 
enterprise.  And  so  I have  tried  to 
imagine  its  tentative  beginnings. 

Thus  the  Department  of  Economics, 
aware  of  the  traditional  dullness  of  its 
studies,  would  have  to  strike  the  ag- 
gressive note.  They  must  rely  on  punch. 

DO  YOU  EVER  EXPECT  TO  HAVE  A LITTLE 
FAIRY  IN  TOUR  HOME? 

If  so,  you  will  need  to  know  some  ele- 
mentary economics.  Economics  I A is  the 
course  for  you.  But,  more  than  that,  we 


teach  you  the  basic  facts  fundamental  to  suc- 
cess. Whether  you  want  to  learn  how  to 
make  money  or  how  to  spend  it,  whether  you 
intend  to  become  a banker  or  a manufacturer, 
you  will  need  what  we  have  to  offer.  We 
teach  you  how  to  refute  Socialism  and  how 
to  discuss  the  Tariff.  Be  a live  wire.  9ign 
UP  FOR  ONE  or  OUR  COURSES.  Do  IT  NOW. 

Anthropology,  being  a new-comer, 
might  exploit  its  up-to-dateness,  inci- 
dentally biffing  all  other  studies  in  the 
eye. 

WE  ARE  THE  MEN  WHO  TOOK  THE  APOLOGY 
OUT  OF  ANTHROPOLOGY 

Do  you  like  your  facts  straight  and  no  non- 
sense? If  so,  drop  into  Anthropology  II.  You 
will  never  regret  it. 

Do  tou  know  that  Idealism  is  idiotic? 

Was  Pithecanthropus  credits  an  idealist? 

Religion  is  mostly  rubbish?  If  not,  learn 
what  the  Hottentots  have  to  say  about 
it. 

Monogamy  is  provincial?  Ask  the  Pata- 
gonians. 

The  Mores  have  exploded  most  of  our 
ancestors*  beliefs? 

WE  GIVE  YOU  THE  FACTO 
BEWARE  OF  SUBSTITUTES! 

English,  of  course,  with  an  established 
position,  would  adopt  a tone  of  assur- 
ance. 

UNIQUE  OPPORTUNITY.  FOR  ONE-HALF 
YEAR  ONLY 

Professor  A.  offers  a quiet  course  of  dis- 
tinctive individuality  and  charm  in  Poets  of 
the  Later  Nineteenth  Century.  No  effort 
whatever  is  demanded  of  the  student.  Profes- 
sor A.  surrounds  him  with  an  atmosphere  of 
refinement  and  delicate  beauty  whose  com- 
pelling magic  is  irresistible.  If  you  would  be 
known  for  the  inspirational  quality  of  your 
personality  you  cannot  afford  to  miss  this 
course. 
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One  is  not  sure  about  tne  Theologians, 
but  they  might  fall  back  on  the  ancient 
device  of  the  testimonial. 

DEPARTMENT  OF  THEOLOGY 

The  following  testimonials  to  our  teaching 
speak  for  themselves: 

Dear  Sir, — After  taking  your  course 
in  The  History  of  the  Arian  Controversy  I 
can  honestly  say  that  I am  a different 
man. 

Dear  Sir, — I was  feeling  very  low 
and  depressed  in  my  mind  and  I had  taken 
ever  so  many  courses  in  Theology,  but 
somehow  I seemed  to  be  none  the  better. 
Then  one  day  a friend  advised  me  to  take 
your  course  in  Christian  Optimism  and 
after  the  first  lecture  I began  to  notice  a 
change.  To-day  I am  more  full  of  moral 
pep  and  vim  than  ever  before.  I tell  all 
my  parishioners  that  the  uplift  which  they 
so  much  admire  in  my  sermons  is  entirely 
owing  to  you. 

Dear  Sir, — It  is  only  two  years  since  I 
graduated  from  the  School  of  Theology, 
yet  I have  just  received  a call  to  a church 
which  pays  $3,500  a year.  . . . Fine  plant, 
equipment  good,  prosperous  community, 
and  only  one  sermon  on  Sundays. 

For  Philosophy,  the  serious  and  richly 
allusive  manner  might  be  as  appropriate 
as  any. 

“hast  any  philosophy  in  thee, 

SHEPHERD?’ 

Touchstone’s  question  is,  after  all,  still  the 
crucial  one.  Would  you  be  what  Tennyson 
calls  “A  man  that  stood  four-square  without 
a flaw”?  Then  give  Metaphysics  B a trial. 
Are  you  anxious  to  cultivate  what  Plato 
called  “the  symphonic  mind”  and  be  “a 
spectator  of  all  time  and  all  existence”?  Why 
not  take  the  History  of  Philosophy?  “Inte- 
ger vitae  scelerisque  purus” — Do  you  know 
what  that  means?  If  not,  what  you  need  is  a 
course  in  Ethics.  We  begin  where  the 
other  departments  leave  off.  We  teach 
you  to  harmonize  your  facts,  synthesize  your 
personality,  and  find  your  place  in  the  social 
continuum. 

I commend  the  scheme  to  all  who  have 
the  cause  of  education  at  heart.  Perhaps 
one  day  we  might  even  have  illustra- 
tions. 


HUNTING  A HAIR  SHIRT 

BY  ALINE  KILMER 

IN  the  first  place,  let  it  be  distinctly 
understood  that  I do  not  want  a hair 
shirt.  I have  no  idea  that  I ever  shall 
want  one.  But  if  I did — I say  impres- 
sively— if  I ever  did  want  one  I think 
the  getting  of  it  should  be  a simpler  mat- 
ter than  it  is.  As  the  White  Knight  said 
of  the  mouse-trap  he  carried  on  his  sad- 
dle, you  never  know  when  you  may  need 
a thing.  I should  not  care  to  invest  in  a 
hair  shirt  simply  because  some  day  the 
spirit  of  penitence  might  seize  me.  But, 
on  the  other  hand,  if  that  day  should 
arrive  it  would  be  embarrassing  to  be 
forced  to  ask  every  one  I met  where  such 
a garment  might  be  obtained. 

For  a long  time  I pondered  the  sub-* 
ject’ deeply.  I would  not  ask  any  one 
because  I supposed  every  one  else  knew 
and  that  I was  in  a lonely  depth  of  igno- 
rance. So  I was  very  stealthy  about  it. 
I sought  secretly  and  eagerly  for  signs 
or  advertisements  that  might  read, 
“Spring  Novelties  in  Hair  Shirtings,”  or 
“Custom-made  Hair  Shirts,”  so  that  at 
least  I might  learn  whether  you  bought 
them  by  the  yard  or  had  them  tailored 
for  you.  It  even  occurred  to  me  that 
they  might  be  found  ready-to-wear  in  a 
department  store.  I pictured  myself 
approaching  a haughty  saleslady  and 
asking  her,  timidly,  if  she  could  direct 
me  to  the  section  where  they  sell  hair 
shirts.  I am  brave  and  I might  have 
brought  myself  to  do  it  if  I had  really 
wanted  that  shirt.  But,  you  see,  I 
didn’t.  And  the  signs  failed  me.  I 
never  saw  a sign  that  even  hinted  at 
hair  shirts. 

I became  discouraged.  Life  is  so  un- 
necessarily complicated  and  outrageous- 
ly artificial.  If  I had  wanted  a piece 
of  wood  painted  to  represent  a basket  of 
flowers  and  weighted  to  fit  it  for  its 
homely  duty  of  holding  a door  open,  I 
should  have  had  no  trouble.  I could 
easily  have  found  rubbers  for  dogs  and 
elaborately  upholstered  bassinets  for 
cats  who  prefer  to  sleep  in  the  cellar  by 
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the  furnace.  But  a simple,  medieval  gar- 
ment like  a hair  shirt  seemed  out  of  reach. 

“Can  it  be,”  I thought,  despairingly, 
“that  the  demand  for  them  has  de- 
creased so  that  there  is  no  longer  any 
incentive  to  any  one  to  make  them?” 
But  in  happier  moments  I was  more 
sane  and  put  thoughts  like  that  deter- 
minedly from  me.  Penitence  must  be  as 
sincere  as  ever,  though  it  may  be  less 
general  in  its  severity.  The  rarity  of  its 
severe  forms  should  not  stop  the  manu- 
facture of  hair  shirts.  Carters,  I know, 
to  my  sorrow,  are  surely  rare,  yet 
carters’  smocks  blossom  on  every  hand. 

So  I decided  that  more  direct  methods 
must  be  tried.  But  my  spirit  quailed  at 
the  thought  of  asking  people.  It  hap- 
pens that  I have  had  to  ask  for  so  much 
useful  information  in  my  life  that  I am 
ashamed  to  do  it.  1 never  knew  where 
to  go  to  pay  taxes  or  to  vote.  I don’t 
know  the  difference  between  the  North 
River  and  the  Hudson — and  that  I shall 
never  have  the  courage  to  ask.  Even 
simple  things  like  getting  a carpenter  to 
mend  the  lattice  under  the  porch  where 
the  children  went  through  after  the  rab- 
bit are  utterly  beyond  me. 

Keeping  in  mind  this  failing  of  mine 
and  the  reputation  I am  fast  acquiring 
of  being  a dunce,  I hoped  I might  man- 
age it  by  indirect  discourse,  so  to  speak. 
I would  be  very  wily — tactfully  lead  the 
conversation  in  the  desired  direction  and 
reap  the  result. 

I found  it  very  difficult  to  steer  con- 
versation in  the  direction  of  hair  shirts 
without  using  force.  But  I waited, 
hungrily  watching  for  an  opening.  At 
last  it  came.  It  was  at  dinner  at  the 
house  of  Amaryllis.  Amaryllis  lives  next 
door  to  me.  She  seemed  distraite  and 
I inquired  why,  as  she  usually  keeps  up 
dinner-table  conversation  with  a hectic 
eagerness  that  speaks  volumes  for  her 
early  training. 

“It’s  my  Belgian  andirons,”  she  said. 
“I  can’t  get  anybody  to  make  tails  for 
them.  That  is,”  for  she  is  very  conscien- 
tious, “they  weren’t  Belgian  andirons. 
The  Belgian  refugee  who  sold  them  to 


me  said  she  bought  them  in  Newark. 
That  is,  she  wasn’t  really  a Belgian 
refugee;  her  husband  was — ” 

“But  you  say  they  are  hard  to  get?” 
I demanded,  switching  her  back  to  the 
main  point — Amaryllis  is  discursive. 

Amaryllis  said  they  were.  It  appeared 
that  she  had  been  looking  for  a black- 
smith to  complete  the  almost-Belgian 
andirons  bought  from  the  almost-Bel- 
gian refugee.  “But  blacksmiths  are 
practically  extinct  since  motors  came 
in,”  she  ended,  sadly.  I took  no  heed  of 
her  sorrow.  My  chance  had  come. 

“So  many  things  are  hard  to  get,”  I 
said,  feverishly.  “Now  hair  shirts,  for 
instance — ” 

I said  it  with  great  earnestness,  but 
everybody  seemed  to  think  I had  made  a 
good  joke.  They  laughed  in  a way  that 
would  have  delighted  me  if  I really  had 
been  making  a joke.  But  nobody  volun- 
teered any  suggestions  and  I realized 
that  that  way  wouldn’t  work. 

So  a few  days  later  I got  up  my  cour- 
age and  asked  Amaryllis.  Amaryllis  is 
the  sort  of  person  you  do  ask.  In  the 
first  place,  she  knows  almost  everything. 
In  the  next  and  more  important  place, 
she  never  jeers  at  you  nor  even  seems 
surprised  that  you  don’t  know. 

“Amaryllis,”  I said,  somewhat  tim- 
idly, “if  you  wanted  a hair  shirt  where 
would  you  go  to  get  it?” 

“ I’d  buy  an  old  sofa  and  cut  it  down,” 
said  Amaryllis,  just  like  that.  And  she 
would,  too.  She  has  the  art  of  making 
things  over.  But  this  seemed  to  me 
rather  extreme. 

“You  know  I can’t  sew,”  I said,  cross- 
ly, “and,  besides,  I couldn’t  afford  it.” 

But  Amaryllis  was  now  hot  on  the 
trail. 

“I  never  really  thought  about  it  be- 
fore,” she  admitted.  “There  ought  to 
be  a hair-shirt  emporium  or  factory  or 
something.  We’ll  ask  everybody  until 
we  find  out.” 

I consented,  as  there  seemed  no  other 
way  for  me  to  get  one  in  case  of  need 
unless  I sat  up  nights  and  wove  my  own 
hair,  that  being  the  only  hair  available. 
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There  was  an  old  lady  in  a fairy-tale  who 
wove  her  hair  into  cloth.  It  always  grew 
again  by  morning.  Mine  wouldn’t,  so  I 
did  not  like  this  idea.  Also,  I had  no 
loom. 

As  time  went  on  the  quest  of  the  hair 
shirt  assumed  almost  national  propor- 
tions. I went  traveling,  and  on  my 
journey  asked  many  people,  and  received 
no  sensible  replies.  Then  at  home,  while 
we  sat  about  the  room  waiting  for  dinner, 
we  usually  drifted  automatically  into  dis- 
cussion of  ways  and  means. 

“They  are  woven  in  convents,”  once 
mused  some  gentle  and  dreamy  soul,  “of 
the  hair  of  the  nuns,  which  is  cut  four 
times  a year.” 

The  thought  of  the  nuns  I knew  en- 
gaged in  weaving  shirts  of  their  own  hair 
made  me  giggle. 

“Nonsense!”  I said,  wildly,  “the  best 
ones  are  made  of  horse  hair.” 

“They  are  made  of  camels’  hair,”  said 
the  beardless  cousin  of  Amaryllis. 

“They  aren’t,”  Amaryllis  said,  stout- 
ly. “I  know  they  are  made  of  horse 
hair.  Don’t  you  remember? 

‘And  a shirt  of  the  roughest  and  coarsest 
hair 

For  a year  and  a day.  Sir  Ingoldsby, 
wear.’  ” 

Amaryllis  proves  most  things  by  the 
Ingoldsby  Legends. 

“But  they  must  be  woven  on  hand-, 
looms,”  she  went  on,  thoughtfully 

“Hairiooms,”  said  some  flippant  per- 
son in  the  background. 

But  light  came  at  last.  Father  Charles 
came  to  dinner.  I had  not  seen  Father 
Charles  for  a long  time.  He  does  know 
everything.  So  we  asked  him.  He 
beamed. 

“You  get  them  from  the  monasteries 
of  the  Penitential  Orders,  of  course.  The 
Franciscans,  for  instance.  Where  you 
get  the  chains,  you  know.” 

“The  chains?”  we  asked,  in  chorus, 
aghast. 

“Why,  yes.  The  chains  with  the 
points  turned  in  that  you  wear  on  your 
arms  or  about  your  waist.  I’ll  be  glad 


to  send  you  one.  It’s  the  easiest  thing  in 
the  world.  But  it  would  never  do  for  it 
to  be  opened  in  the  post-office.  It  must 
be  marked  ‘Private’ — yes,  ‘Private  and 
Penitential’  might  be  better,”  he  went 
on,  happily. 

“But,  Father,”  I said,  meekly  but 
with  desperate  firmness,  “I  don’t  want 
a hair  shirt.” 

He  contemplated  me  rather  sadly. 

“No,”  he  admitted.  “No,  I don’t 
suppose  you  do.  And  I’m  afraid  it 
wouldn’t  do  you  any  good.  But,”  and  he 
brightened  up  and  turned  around  hope- 
fully, “I  shall  send  one  to  Amaryllis  to- 
morrow.” 

ADVICE  TO  AN  ELDERLY  PARTY 

Horace:  Book  III,  Ode,  15 
“ Uxor  pauperis  I bud — ” 

BY  FRANKLIN  P.  ADAMS 

CHLORIS,  lay  off  the  flapper  stuff; 

What’s  fit  for  Pholog,  a fluff* 

Is  not  for  Ibycus’s  wife — 

A woman  at  your  time  of  life! 

Ignore,  old  dame,  such  pleasures  as 
The  shimmy  and  “the  Bacchus  Jazz”; 
Your  presence  with  the  maidens  jars — 
You  are  the  cloud  that  dims  the  stars. 

Your  daughter  PholoS  may  stay 
Out  nights  upon  the  Appian  Way; 

Her  love  for  Nothus,  as  you  know. 

Makes  her  as  playful  as  a doe. 

No  jazz  for  you,  no  jars  of  wine. 

No  rose  that  blooms  incarnadine. 

For  one  thing  only  are  you  fit: 

Buy  some  Lucerian  wool — and  knit! 

WHEN  WORDS  FAIL 

BY  FRANCES  KELLY 

MARGARET  is  triumphant.  I have 
not  yet  seen  her  aunt  Maude,  but 
I know  that  when  I do  she  will  be  coldly 
silent.  Maude  has  just  given  Margaret 
a copy  of  Dean  Brigg’s  Talks  to  College 
Girls , and  Margaret,  who  is  our  eighteen- 
year-old  niece,  has  discovered  that  he 
says,  “Going  together.”  To  be  sure,  he 
uses  the  apologetic  quotation  mark  and 
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says  that  the  phrase  is  a country  one. 
But  Margaret  triumphantly  points  out 
that  if  Harvard  had  a proper  word  for 
the  place.  Dean  Briggs  would  have  used 
it.  And  if  Harvard  has  none — ! And 
Maude’s  discomfort  arises  from  the  fact 
that  when  she  came  from  Ohio  to  visit 
us  for  the  summer,  she  branded  as  vulgar 
the  moot  phrase  “going  together.” 

When  Maude  and  I were  girls,  people 
“went  together”  unannoyed  by  carping 
criticism  until  one  of  mother’s  cousins 
from  Michigan  visited  us.  On  the  first 
evening  after  her  arrival,  when  Lydia 
had  gone  driving  with  a neighbor  lad, 
now  fat,  bald,  and  Margaret’s  father, 
Cousin  Dolly  said  to  me,  “ Is  John  wait- 
ing on  Lydie?”  I merely  dug  my  bare 
toes  into  the  gravel,  for  the  whole  family 
had  observed  Lydia’s  air  of  expectant 
readiness  for  a good  quarter  of  an  hour 
before  John  had  arrived.  “Is  John  pay- 
ing attention  to  Lydie?”  continued 
Cousin  Dolly  in  a tone  of  repetition,  and 
I stammered  that  I didn’t  know. 

“Nonsense!”  said  Cousin  Dolly. 
“You  must  know  whether  he  is  waiting 
on  her.” 

“Why — why — they  go  together,”  I 
hazarded. 

Cousin  Dolly  raised  her  voice  and 
spoke  to  mother,  who  was  just  inside  the 
screen  door.  “This  child  says,  ‘They 
go  together.’  What  kind  of  talk  do  you 
call  that?” 

Mother  assumed  my  place  in  the  con- 
versation, but,  as  it  seemed  to  me, 
ignored  the  point.  “ John  is  a fine  boy. 
Nothing’s  been  said,  you  know,  but  you 
never  can  tell  what  may  happen.” 

Cousin  Dolly’s,  “ What  kind  of  talk  do 
you  call  that?”  rankled  in  my  mind 
until  a Swedish  family  moved  into  the 
neighborhood,  and  the  gentle-voiced 
woman  asked  mother  whether  brother 
William  “followed  many  girls.”  Need- 
less to  say,  the  phrase  passed  into  a 
family  saying  which  circulated  sub  rosa, 
much  frowned  upon  by  mother,  who, 
indeed,  showed  no  gseater  liking  for  Mrs. 
Johnson’s  other  phrase,  “glad  in  each 
other.” 
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Maude  insists  that  “going  together” 
brands  the  speaker  as  vulgar  if  used  east 
of  the  Mississippi.  I cannot  bring  myself 
to  say  “waiting  on,”  “paying  attention 
to,”  nor  “following.”  And  at  this  point 
Margaret  demands:  “What  can  you 
say?  Everybody  knows  what  you 
mean!”  And  who  doesn’t?  And  why  in 
the  name  of  harrassed  maiden  aunts, 
why  is  there  no  respectable  word  in  all 
the  English  language  for  that  fascinat- 
ingly uncertain,  indefinite,  piquantly  ex- 
citing period  of  tentative  inspection  and 
premonitory  ardor  which  isn’t  betrothal, 
for  “ nothin’s  been  said,”  and  isn’t  court- 
ing, for  John  isn’t  any  more  sure  than 
Lydia  is,  but  which  wakes  us  every 
morning  to  a realization  that  “you  never 
can  tell  what  may  happen.”  No  word 
for  that  beautiful  period  of  ice-cream 
sodas,  theater  tickets,  and  flowers ! And 
no  truly  respectable  expression  by  which 
I can  indicate  to  Maude  in  Ohio  when  a 
new  star  rises  upon  Margaret’s  horizon,  a 
new  figure  begins  to  occupy  my  best 
porch  rocker,  and  a new  make  of  auto- 
mobile draws  up  in  front  of  my  door.  » 

On  the  coast  of  Maine,  I am  told,  the 
young  man  is  said  to  be  “riding  her 
out.”  In  Missouri,  he  is  “talking  to 
her.”  My  grandmother  said  that  a 
couple  “kept  company.”  Some  simple, 
honest  folk  are  privileged  to  say  “ sweet- 
heartin’”  and  “sparkin’,”  but  I shall  be 
frowned  upon  if  I use  any  of  these 
phrases.  In  certain  whole-hearted  com- 
munities, the  swain  is  said  to  be  “set- 
ting up”  with  the  lady  of  his  choice. 
My  electric-light  bills  show  the  persist- 
ence of  such  a custom,  but  delicacy — 
Maude’s,  not  mine — forbids  the  mention 
of  it. 

And  at  the  same  time,  why  is  there  no 
word  by  which  I can  casually  refer  to  the 
particular  young  man  who,  at  the  par- 
ticular moment,  is  privileged  to  send  the 
most  flowers?  Men  are  much  simpler. 
Lydia  was  John’s  girl,  and  that  was  all 
there  was  to  it.  But  John  was  never 
Lydia’s  “boy,”  and  much  less  her 
“man.”  For  myself,  I have  solved  the 
problem  by  boldly  embracing  the  good 
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old-fashioned  word  “beau.”  But  even 
Margaret  regards  that  as  one  of  the 
unhappy  vagaries  of  my  age.  “Fellow” 
is  forbidden  my  house.  And  into  limbo 
with  it  goes  that  gentle  rising  inflection 
which  makes  our  beautiful  and  sacred 
word  “friend”  into  a label  for  telephone 
calls,  dance  programs,  and  bonbons.  As 
I say,  Margaret  regards  me  indulgently, 
and  not  me  only.  “John  Anderson,  my 
jo  John,”  she  thinks  of  as  a peculiar  error 
in  capitalization.  And  to  her,  “My 
bonny,  bonny  marrow,”  suggests  the 
Sunday  roast. 

Dean  Briggs  has  precipitated  a family 
crisis.  The  English  language  has  failed 
us.  But  quite  blandly  unconcerned  with 
all  this,  a young  man  in  a gray  suit  is 
ringing  my  door-bell.  After  all,  this  is 
my  house,  and  English  is  my  mother 
tongue.  I shall  tell  Maude  that  he  is 
Margaret’s  latest  “beau,”  and  that  they 
have  been  “going’ together”  for  a week. 

AN  OPINION  OF  OPINIONS 

BY  BRIAN  HOOKER 

ONCE  upon  a time,  and  somewhere 
in  America,  a certain  young  gen- 
tleman was  laying  down  the  law  at 
considerable  length  upon  a subject  not 
wholly  unrelated  to  international  poli- 
tics. Drawing  a deep  breath,  he  began 
his  peroration: 

“Now,  in  my  opinion — ” 

At  this  point  an  older  man  laid  down 
his  morning  paper  and  fixed  the  orator 
with  a cold  gray  eye. 

“Cuthbert,”  said  he,  unemotionally, 
“dry  up!  That  isn’t  your  opinion.  You 
haven’t  any  opinions.  You  don’t  know 
what  an  opinion  is.  I’ll  tell  you.  An 
opinion  is  the  result  of  making  up  your 
own  mind  after  having  informed  yourself 
of  certain  facts.  But  you  only  read  all 
that  stuff  somewhere.  You  don’t  re- 
member where,  nor  who  wrote  it,  nor 
whether  it  was  his  opinion  or  a lie,  nor 
whether  he  knew  what  he  was  talking 
about.  And  you  don’t  care.  You  think 
that  understanding  an  idea  which  you 
see  in  print  and  putting  the  gist  of  it 


into  your  own  words  is  the  same  thing 
as  thought.  But  it  isn’t.  So  you  keep' 
still  and  eat  your  breakfast.” 

It  is  further  to  be  recorded  that  the 
young  gentleman  here  known  as  Cuth- 
bert, after  some  vain  attempt  to  wither 
his  tormentor  with  a pitying  look,  sub- 
sided and  held  his  peace. 

This  episode  is  not  related  as  an  illus- 
tration of  Christian  charity.  But  it  does 
suggest  a common,  though  unfamiliar, 
truth.  We  are  altogether  too  much  in 
the  habit  of  taking  other  people’s  opin- 
ions at  their  face  value  and  miscalling 
them  our  own,  opinions  which,  perhaps, 
were  hardly  even  theirs,  but  which  they 
themselves  accepted  at  second  hand  with 
equal  innocence.  It  is  the  more  curious 
because  we  are  most  of  us  quite  as  skep- 
tical as  need  be  upon  matters  of  fact. 
If  we  read  that  the  Chinese  have  boiled 
an  ambassador,  or  that  a meteorite  has 
lately  fallen  in  Winsted,  we  do  not  at 
once  accept  these  statements.  We  await 
further  confirmation.  But  if  we  read 
some  matter  of  opinion  merely,  as  that, 
for  instance,  human  beings  can  and 
ought  to  be  bred  like  cattle,  or  that  the 
League  of  Nations  will  bring  about  uni- 
versal peace,  or  that  prohibition  is  a 
good  thing  for  the  poor,  we  are  likely  to 
decide  at  once  that  we  think  so,  too. 
Provided  an  opinion  is  easy  to  under- 
stand, and  insults  none  of  our  existing 
prejudices,  we  generally  accept  it  un- 
proved. We  have  a healthy  skepticism 
about  alleged  facts.  But  as  for  the  truth 
interpreting  those  facts,  we  will  swallow 
whole  the  first  idea  which  is  made 
plausible  and  plain.  It  is  not  even  that 
our  wish  is  father  to  the  thought;  it  is 
making  our  minds  an  orphanage  for 
thoughts  which  have  no  fathers.  And 
we  pride  ourselves  meanwhile  upon  our 
freedom  from  dogma  and  superstition. 

The  truth  is  that  human  nature  has 
not  greatly  changed  since  what  we  are 
pleased  to  call  the  Age  of  Faith.  Like 
our  forebears”,  we  accept  the  fashionable 
dogma  and  call  it  .an  escape  from  dog- 
matism. Only,  the  dogma  must  be  fash- 
ionable. We  will  not  take  anybody’s 
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word  for  it  that  miracles  can  happen. 
But  we  will  take  anybody’s  word  for  it 
that  miracles  do  not  happen.  The 
point  is  not  whether  the  evidence  bears 
toward  the  one  side  or  the  other.  We 
do  not  consider  the  evidence.  We  ac- 
cept upon  authority  the  current  belief, 
and  we  do  not  even  weigh  or  examine 
the  authority.  A few  years  ago  we 
were  all  quite  sure  that  there  could  be 
no  more  war;  then  we  thought  that  we 
ourselves  would  never  be  drawn  into  the 
war;  and  now  we  think  that  we  have 
won  the  war.  Let  us  hope  that  this 
time,  at  least,  we  have  guessed  right.  We 
do  not  believe  in  the  divine  right  of 
kings,  nor  in  the  infallibility  of  priests, 
nor  that  a woman’s  place  is  in  the  home. 
We  do  believe  in  the  divine  right  of 
democracy,  and  in  the  infallibility  of 
science,  and  that  a woman’s  place  is  in 
politics.  There  is  much  to  be  said  for 
all  of  the  above  beliefs.  But  we  do  not 
trouble  to  inquire.  All  we  demand  is 
that  a theory  shall  be  plausible  and  up 
to  date,  as  popular  superstitions  always 
are. 

And  the  most  pathetic  detail  of  all  is 
our  quaint  faith  in  the  authority  of  mere 
print.  Let  a man  tell  us  his  opinion 
face  to  face  and  we  shall  not,  perhaps, 
instinctively  agree.  If  we  know  him, 
we  make  allowances;  if  not,  we  may 
even  refer  to  our  own  information  of  the 
facts.  But  let  us  read  that  same  opinion 
in  a book  or  magazine,  nay,  even  in  the 
daily  press  or  among  the  advertisements, 
and  we  shall  have  a strange,  sweet  feeling 
that  it  must  be  somehow  true.  We  are 
so  accustomed  to  learning  all  we  know 
from  the  printed  page  that,  in  spite  of 
all  experience,  we  tend  to  reverence  the 
sacred  face  of  type.  And  especially  when 
the  author  is  unknown. 

A PROTEST 

(We  arc  unaware  of  being  touched  in  a 
vital  spot  by  anything  in  the  letter  from  Mr. 
Jones  which  we  print  below,  and  we  imag- 
ine our  contributors  will  be  equally  insensible 
of  pain.  If  magazine  contributors  all  look 
alike  to  Mr.  Jones,  as  he  says  they  do,  it  is 


less  their  fault  than  his  misfortune.  For 
our  part,  we  are  happily  able  to  discern  some 
differences  between  them.  From  his  allusions 
to  Mr.  Owen  Wister,  we  suspect  he  has  been 
influenced  by  Mr.  Wister’s  paper  on  “Quack 
Novels  and  Democracy”  of  a few  years  ago, 
which  was  preceded  and  followed  by  a series 
of  attacks  on  American  contemporary  writ- 
ers, apparently  for  no  other  reason  than  that 
they  were  American  and  contemporary. 
There  is  a sort  of  critic  whom  nothing  seems 
to  infuriate  so  much  as  the  contemporane- 
ousness of  a contemporary.  That  is  some- 
thing that  he  never  can  forgive  unless  per- 
haps the  contemporary  is  a foreigner.  It  may 
be  that  if  our  contributors  were  all  dead  or 
living  very  far  away,  Mr.  Jones  would  be 
able  to  distinguish  some  merit  in  them.  We 
doubt  if  they  will  consider  his  good  opinion 
quite  worthy  of  the  sacrifice.  As  to  that 
idiosyncrasy  which,  according  to  Mr.  Jones 
some  foreign  critic  accuses  our  writers  of 
lacking,  we  cannot  see  the  use  of  preaching 
about  it.  Set  people  on  the  search  for  singu- 
larity and  they  are  apt  to  end  up  as  cubists  or 
futurists  or  something  of  the  sort,  apparently 
as  much  alike  as  when  they  started.  We  do 
not  see  any  practical  suggestion  either  in  Mr. 
Jones’s  attack  or  in  the  body  of  criticism,  on 
which  we  believe  it  wTas  based. — Editor.] 

To  the  Editor  or  the  Lion’s  Mouth: 

MAY  I ask  why,  after  calling  this  de- 
partment a Lion’s  Mouth  you  at 
once  turn  it  into  a literary  cozy  corner? 
Do  not  imagine  that  I did  not  allow  for 
metaphorical  exaggeration.  I knew  you 
had  no  intention  of  reviving  that  sinister 
Italian  institution  to  serve  the  private 
passions  and  revenges  of  to-day,  and  I 
looked  for  no  great  violence  on  the  part 
of  contemporary  writers.  I did  not 
expect  that  Mr.  Owen  Wister,  for  ex- 
ample, his  face  shrouded  in -his  mantle, 
would  deliver  secret  denunciations  to 
your  Lion’s  Mouth  that  should  lead  to 
the  murder  of.  Mr.  Harold  Bell  Wright, 
much  as  Mr.  Wister  detests  Mr. 
Wright’s  novels,  or  that  the  editor  of 
The  New  York  Tribune  would,  with  your 
connivance,  constrain  the  editor  of  The 
New  Republic  to  starve  in  chains.  Ro- 
mantic as  your  title  was,  1 was  not  ro- 
mantic in  my  expectations,  but  realized 
fully  the  difference  in  the  times,  the  dif- 
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ference  between  the  Harper  building  and 
the  Doge’s  Palace — your  lack  of  torture- 
chambers,  for  example — and  I looked 
for  nothing  that  should  freeze  my  blood. 
But  when  you  spoke  of  denunciation  and 
revolt  and  chose  as  your  title  “The 
Lion’s  Mouth”  you  did  arouse  another 
sort  of  expectation  than  if  you  had 
spoken  of  gentle  resignation  and  called 
the  department  “The  Lamb’s  Tail,” 
for  instance,  or  “The  Contributors’ 
Boudoir,”  or  “The  Tea  Table.”  People 
had  a right  to  expect  that  you  would 
depart  in  some  respects  from  the  routine 
of  the  back  pages  of  other  magazines. 

They  had  no  right  to  expect  a great 
degree  of  wildness  in  the  scene;  but  they 
did  have  a right  to  expect  a change  of 
scene,  and  not  a mere  continuation  of 
the  familiar  view-pointing,  onlooking, 
book-chatting,  gentle-musing,  happy- 
thinking,  and  tender-smiling  that  has 
been  going  on  these  thirty  years,  without 
the  shadow  of  a turning,  in  the  back  part 
of  every  American  magazine  that  hangs 
out  its  literary  bird-cage.  Why  stir  us  up 
by  thoughts  of  dirks,  poison,  and  an 
outbreak  of  personal  diversity,  and  then 
give  us  the  same  old  even  flow?  For,  so 
far  as  I have  followed  your  venture, 
hardly  anybody  is  distinguishable  from 
anybody  else,  and  with  two  or  three  ex- 
ceptions there  is  no  departure  whatever 
from  the  smooth  literose,  conscientiously 
correct  and  imitative  prettiness,  which 
some  say  is  characteristic  of  our  litera- 
ture as  a whole,  and  which  is  certainly 
characteristic  of  the  corresponding  por- 
tion of  the  other  magazines. 

Of  course  I did  not  understand  from 
your  preface  that  you  were  inviting 
either  personal  attacks  or  political  ex- 
plosions. Variety  could  not  come  in  that 
way.  No  relief  from  monotony  is  to  be 
had  at  this  moment  by  the  mere  blowing 
up  of  people  and  things — a commonplace 
of  our  daily  observation.  Nor  did  I 
gather  from  your  remarks  on  denuncia- 
tion that  you  wished  to  set  all  your  con- 
tributors to  railing.  There  are  railers 
everywhere  by  the  score — railing  in 


unison.  Indignation  may  have  made 
good  verses,  but  that  was  in  the  days  of 
Rome.  Indignation  nowadays  makes 
hard  reading,  as  everybody  knows  who 
follows  the  indignant  up-setters  of  every- 
thing, and  the  indignant  spikers  of 
everything  down.  As  a Bolshevik,  I 
should  not  have  expected  you  to  be  in- 
terested in  my  appeal  for  my  Soviet  of 
Garbage-men  and  Strangers.  As  a 
standpatter,  I should  not  have  sent  you 
my  invective  against  any  program  not 
approved  by  some  dead  patriot  who  had 
never  heard  of  it.  In  short,  I realized 
that  this  customary  turbulence  was  not 
the  sort  of  turbulence  you  had  in  mind. 
But  you  did  promise  some  personal 
divergences.  You  distinctly  implied  that 
people  would  so  express  themselves  as  to 
justify  their  separate  existences.  There- 
upon you  exhibited  a dozen  of  them,  all 
writing  as  if  they  had  been  begotten  in 
a lump.  When  you  saw  how  homo- 
geneous the  results  were,  why  did  you 
not  retract  your  promise  of  diversity? 

Now  I blame  no  one  for  his  gentle  mus- 
ing, even  when  he  muses  so  very  gently 
that  you  can  hardly  feel  him  muse,  and 
I take  no  invidious  examples  from  your 
text  because  for  the  moment  I have  for- 
gotten it.  I do  not  object  to  the  person 
who  speaks  pleasantly  in  a general  way 
about  the  inner  life  or  the  soul  or  the  best 
books  because  he  is  so  exceedingly  re- 
fined as  to  appreciate  these  things  or 
even  because  he  is  so  exceedingly  con- 
scious of  his  refinement.  He  is  objec- 
tionable only  for  being  so  completely 
identical  with  the  person  in  the  following 
column  and  the  column  before  and  in  all 
the  other  columns  stretching  back  for 
twenty  years  or  so.  Every  gentle  muser 
not  only  reads  every  other  gentle  muser, 
but  he  never  gets  him  out  of  his  system. 
As  a foreign  observer  has  put  it,  the  fear 
of  seeming  in  a literary  sense  unorthodox 
makes  the  whole  tribe  kin;  American 
belles  lettres  are  a superior  sort  of 
needlework.  That  is  why  even  a harm- 
less idiosyncrasy  can  be  so  seldom  dis- 
cerned. L.  L.  Jones. 
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THE  first  novelist  of  the  sort  known 
to  literature  in  the  modem  sense  is 
still,  after  three  hundred  years,  the  only 
novelist  so  generally  read  as  to  be  almost 
popularly  read,  and  if  he  could  be  freshly 
known  to  our  time  he  would  be  as  wel- 
come to  it  as  to  his  own.  To  some  such 
belief,  at  least,  Professor  Rudolph  Sche- 
vill,  of  the  University  of  California,  has 
been  lately  bringing  us  in  his  life  of 
Cervantes,  as  we  gratefully  acknowledge 
on  behalf  of  readers  even  more  ignorant 
than  ourselves.  We  are  personally  glad 
of  the  fact,  as  proof  of  the  growing  vital- 
ity, not  to  say  immortality  of  the  most 
delightful  as  well  as  most  undying  novel 
yet  written  in  any  language.  The  His- 
tory of  Don  Quixote  de  la  Mancha,  by 
Miguel  de  Cervantes  Saavedra,  shows  no 
more  signs  of  failing  fame  than  those 
Histories,  Tragedies,  and  Comedies  of 
William  Shakespeare,  which  were  writ- 
ten so  well  within  the  same  epoch  that 
their  English  author  is  supposed  to  have 
died  on  the  same  day  with  the  great 
Spaniard.  Cervantes,  in  fact,  offers  him- 
self more  compactly  to  universal  remem- 
brance in  his  ever-dear  romance,  but 
whether  this  is  an  advantage  over  the 
great  Englishman  is  for  each  of  us  to 
choose.  What  is  certain  is  that  his  life 
on  earth  offers  incomparably  more  stuff 
for  biography  than  the  life  of  Shake- 
speare. t 

Nearly  everything  that  we  need  know 
about  a man  is  known  about  Cervantes, 
but  of  Shakespeare  the  most  we  could 
wish  to  know  remains  unknown.  Profes- 
sor Schevill  comes  after  three  centuries 
to  tell  again  the  story  of  the  novelist’s 
wonderful  career,  but  probably  three 
centuries  more  will  pass  before  the  bold- 
est mediumistic  authority  shall  add  any- 


thing to  the  few  dry  facts  that  Shake- 
speare could  not  take  into  the  other 
world  with  him.  The  novelist  has  also 
the  advantage  of  a massive  unity,  as  his 
challenge  to  time,  over  the  dramatist 
who  must  remain  with  a handful  of 
variants  for  his  defense  against  oblivion. 
This  does  not  prove,  any  more  than  the 
poverty  of  his  own  biographical  material, 
that  “Hamlet,”  or  “Macbeth,”  or 
“Julius  Caesar”  will  outlive  Don  Quixote, 
but  it  will  help  us  to  realize  that  the 
Spanish  novel  has  lasted  to  this  time 
equally  with  the  English  plays.  In  fact, 
if  we 

Let  observation  with  extensive  view 

Survey  mankind  from  China  to  Peru 

we  shall  find  no  feat  of  fiction  compar- 
able to  Don  Quixote  in  the  vigor  of  its 
survival ; and  it  is  this  which  has  tempted 
us  to  an  inquiry  in  which  we  hope  our 
readers  will  share  our  surprise  and  pleas- 
ure, even  if  they  do  not  share  our  con- 
clusion. We  were,  in  fact,  tempted  to 
declare  that  this  romance  was  the  eldest 
heir  of  fame  until  we  happened  to  think 
of  the  group  of  Oriental  tales  indefi- 
nitely known  to  the  Occident  as  The 
Arabian  Nights,  with  no  assignable  au- 
thorship but  that  of  the  Sultana  Shehera- 
zade,  who  was  said  to  have  told  them 
under  stress  unknown  to  the  authors  of 
modern  short  stories.  Her  name  and  her 
absorbing  inventions,  which  saved  her 
from  the  sultan’s  rule  of  putting  his 
wives  to  death  on  the  morrow  of  their 
marriage,  in  punishment  of  his  first 
bride’s  unfaithfulness,  have  come  down 
to  us  from  a century  before  either  Cer- 
vantes or  Shakespeare  without  any  bi- 
ographer’s help.  We  have  inherited  her 
novelettes  through  Arabic  tradition  from 
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India  and  Persia  and  have  cherished 
them  in  the  boyhood  which  has  pre- 
served several  other  masterpieces.  It  is 
not  commonly  known  that  they  have 
undergone  an  almost  miraculous  purga- 
tion from  the  original  for  the  reading  of 
young  people,  or  of  any  save  the  very 
oldest,  but  of  all  the  masterpieces  which 
the  innocence  of  childhood,  or  second- 
childhood,  has  kept  alive,  the  tales  of  the 
Arabian  Nights  were  the  foulest,  though 
as  we  have  them  the  worst  of  us  can  in- 
nocently enjoy  them  with  the  best. 

We  had  them  earliest  from  the  French 
version  of  the  eighteenth  century,  and 
it  is  supposed  by  the  Englishman  who 
was  the  first  to  translate  the  tales  lit- 
erally, that  as  Sheherazade  told  them 
they  do  not  date  back  of  the  sixteenth 
century;  but  probably  they  are  indefi- 
nitely older.  They  are  probably  as  old 
at  least  as  Boccaccio’s  Decameron;  they 
are  with  those  tales  among  the  fiction 
which  the  world  has  remembered,  and 
they  will  probably  never  be  as  nearly 
forgotten  as  the  stories  which  keep  alive 
the  fame  of  a minor  poet  otherwise 
merely  a name  in  literary  history.  With 
the  Greek  Romances  of  the  Eastern 
Empire  and  the  Arab  tales  of  the  farther 
East,  the  Decameron  stories  formed  the 
delight  of  a far  duller  and  emptier  world 
than  even  that  we  now  inhabit,  and  for 
the  most  part  they  now  foster  the  liter- 
ary pride  of  people  who  know  them  by 
Boccaccio’s  name  rather  than  from  any 
personal  acquaintance  with  them.  They 
are  mote  artistic  because  they  are  more 
natural  than  most  of  our  modem  fiction, 
but  the  least  “gripping”  of  our  latest 
novels  would  have  held  the  small  reading 
public  of  their  day  in  like  delight,  and 
would  have  survived  to  our  day  on  much 
the  same  terms. 

What  survives  from  the  past  is  not 
the  prose,  but  the  poetic  fiction,  not  the 
novel,  but  the  epic,  which  abounded 
from  the  Iliad  and  the  Odyssey , and  the 
JEneid  through  all  the  rhyming  train  of 
Italian  romantic  and  heroic  and  bur- 
lesque stories,  not  to  name  in  such  com- 
pany the  Lusiad,  the  Portuguese  epic  of 


Caihoens.  The  Spaniards  had  their 
great  national  ballad  of  the  Cid  which 
nobody  has  probably  read  through  to 
this  day,  though  many  had  partially 
sung  it  in  its  own  day.  In  England 
Milton  followed  the  epical  tradition 
with  Paradise  Lost,  going  to  a much 
mythologized  heaven  for  his  plot.  The 
poets  everywhere  had  the  pattern  of  the 
epic  from  antiquity  and  they  varied  it 
at  their  pleasure  so  long  as  they  did  not 
depart  from  the  metrical  form.  It  was 
not  till  we  came  to  Cervantes  that  the 
true  modem  ideal  of  prose  fiction  af- 
firmed itself  as  the  supreme  literary 
form,  though  Shakespeare,  who  shares 
the  dominion  of  time  with  him,  is  mainly 
metrical  in  his  drama.  It  is  the  curious 
fate  of  the  wholly  metrical  Milton,  in- 
deed, to  survive  in  spite  of  his  verse  as  the 
favorite  author  of  the  childlike  Russian 
people,  who,  perhaps  because  they  have 
him  in  a prose  translation,  now  love  him 
beyond  any  other  novelist,  alive  or  dead. 

Many  classics,  as  we  have  noted,  have 
remained  alive  in  the  keeping  of  children, 
especially  of  boys.  If  it  had  not  been 
for  the  boys,  who  shall  say  that  Robin- 
son Crusoe  would  have  come  down  to 
modem  men?  But  De  Foe  never  had 
boys  in  his  mind  when  he  wrote  that 
story;  such  a thing  as  a “juvenile  read- 
ing public”  had  not  been  dreamt  of 
by  the  most  romantic  of  realists;  and 
if  his  great  romance  has  lived  in  the 
joy  of  boyhood,  who  shall  say  but  the 
Pilgrim's  Progress  has  grimly  lived  in 
the  suffering  of  the  same  wild  hearts? 

Yet  this  allegory  was  seriously  meant 
for  the  betterment  of  bad  men,  and  not 
for  the  pleasure  of  boys.  It  was  seri- 
ously intended  for  the  fear  of  the  grown- 
up world  by  John  Bunyan,  *s  Gulliver's 
Travels  was  meant  for  its  mockery  by 
Jonathan  Swift.  But  which  of  us  who 
know  as  much  as  this  can  say  just  what 
phase  of  the  international  French  and 
English  situation  was  satirized  in  the 
quarrels  of  the  Lilliputians?  We  freely 
confess  that  we  cannot;  but  we  have 
known  four  generations  of  boys  in  one 
family  who  could  tell  everything  else 
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about  the  Brobdignagians  as  well  as  the 
Lilliputians.  No  one,  then,  shall  per- 
suade us  that  boys  are  without  use  in 
the  world  but  to  be  turned  into  Boy 
Scouts,  though  Boy  Scouts  are  well 
enough  in  their  way. 

It  is  a fairly  mature  generation  which 
has  loved  the  gentlest  and  kindest  of 
the  long  - surviving  novels.  The  best 
hearts,  as  well  as  the  wisest  heads  of 
grown  men  and  women  in  the  reading 
world,  have  kept  the  remembrance  of 
The  Vicar  of  Wakefield , which  follows 
so  hard  upon,  though  so  long  after,  Dan 
Quixote  that  it  may  be  counted  next 
to  it  in  the  memory  of  the  world.  The 
greatest  novel  of  Jane  Austen  might 
possibly  vie  with  it,  but  Pride  and 
Prejudice  does  not  dwell  so  universally 
in  the  affection  of  men,  though  it  may 
keep  them  as  much  amused,  and  far 
more  flattered  by  making  them  partners 
of  its  nimble  satire. 

The  good  Sir  Walter  Scott  has  left  no 
fiction  equal  with  these  in  the  rivalry 
which  they  do  not  equally  dispute. 
Ivanhoe  may  claim  as  enduring  accept- 
ance within  the  boy-world,  but  it  does 
not  rank  there  with  Robinson  Crusoe , 
for  simple-heartedness  is  what  tells  at 
last  for  longevity.  It  is  this  which  keeps 
the  sovereignty  for  The  Vicar  of  Wake- 
field next  after  Don  Quixote , though  the 
English  novel  is  on  a scale  so  vastly 
less  than  the  Spanish  that  the  two  can- 
not be  compared  for  magnitude,  and 
is  almost  wholly  wanting  in  that  love 
-of  nature  which  is  almost  the  prime 
charm  of  Don  Quixote.  But  The  Vicar 
of  Wakefield  is  so.  full  of  human  nature 
that  we  cannot  well  ask  other  nature 
of  it,  especially  not  the  artificial  sort 
of  nature  which  the  great  Mr.  Pope 
had  given  a lasting  vogue  among  the 
English  poets.  The  novelists  as  yet 
did  not  count,  and  Goldsmith’s  master- 
piece richly  satisfies  us  without  such 
landscape  as  he  would  probably  have 
painted  in  it.  Otherwise  it  wins  our 
hearts  with  a family  group  which  has 
no  need  to  go  out  of  doors  to  complete 
the  conquest;  and  at  this  late  day  we 


shall  not  venture  to  say  which  of  the 
good  people  of  the  book  is  most  lovable 
or  which  of  the  bad  people  is  most  ab- 
horrent. 

GU  Bias  is  so  entirely  Spanish  in 
scene  and  character  that  we  can  hardly 
realize  it  as  the  sole  French  masterpiece 
which  at  least  in  point  of  time  may  rank 
nearer  Don  Quixote  than  The  Vicar  of 
Wakefield,  but  it  is  wholly  wanting  in 
the  tenderness  and  sweetness  of  those 
supreme  novels,  and  their  wise  love  of 
simple  souls.  If  we  come  down  to  “the 
spacious  times  of  great”  Victoria  we 
have  scarcely  a choice  from  Vanity  Fair, 
but  this  is  wanting  in  the  prime  quali- 
ties which  eternize  fiction.  It  is  right 
and  good  and  brave,  and  yet  it  does  not 
ring  quite  true  to  that  world  which  is 
greater  than  its  great  world.  But  be- 
tween this  and  the  only  other  novel 
which  might  once  have  seemed  to  dis- 
pute the  first  place  in  remembrance  with 
it.  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin  has  imaginably 
been  disabled  of  immortality  by  the  loss 
of  its  fundamental  excuse  for  being.  It 
became  one  of  the  supreme  facts  of  fic- 
tion because  it  was  a protest  of  human- 
ity against  slavery,  but  when  slavery 
ceased  the  reason  of  its  own  perpetuity 
seemed  to  be  taken  away.  It  abounds  in 
the  reasons  which  have  kept  other  great 
fictions  alive;  but  its  naturalness  is  too 
artless;  its  character,  so  true  to  life  that 
it  is  scarcely  anywhere  at  fault,  is  too 
ineffectively  dramatized.  Possibly  a 
later  time  may  judge  it  in  hopefuller 
expectation  of  its  return  to  fame,  but 
as  yet  we  cannot  look  forward  to  a 
revival  of  interest  in  the  American  novel 
once  acclaimed  in  the  voices  of  all  the 
nations. 

Of  not  such  unique  forgetfulness  is 
that  which  has  befallen  the  surcharged 
inventions  of  an  author  who  once  so 
ruled  the  fancy,  not  to  say  the  love  of  all 
the  English  race,  that  in  the  four  quar- 
ters of  the  globe  and  on  the  seven  seas  we 
all  spoke,  wrote,  and  thought  Dickens. 
Of  course,  in  doubting  whether  we  shall 
any  of  us  live  three  hundred  years  hence 
to  prove  our  doubt  of  the  author’s  per- 
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listing  popularity,  we  must  think  of 
David  Copperfield.  Yet  one  is  sensible 
of  an  elementaf  decay  even  in  David 
( 'opperficld  while  aware  of  the  wonderful 
vitality  of  the  Dickens  romance  in  al- 
most every  example  of  it. 

The  novels  of  Smollett,  Fielding,  Bul- 
wer,  Charles  Reade,  and  even  George 
Eliot  hold  no  hope  of  a tercentenary; 
and  it  does  not  dwell  even  in  the  im- 
mensity of  Victor  Hugo.  We  question  if 
such  a very  great  artist  as  Hawthorne 
will  be  torturing  the  consciences  of  the 
twenty-first  century  and  subduing  them 
to  the  spell  which  the  Scarlet  Letter  laid 
upon  those  of  the  nineteenth;  and  we 
see  no  chance  of  limited  immortality  in 
any  of  Trollope’s  incomparable  ecclesi- 
astical fictions. 

To  leave  aside  all  question  of  the 
novelists  of  our  own  day,  of  Mr.  Hardy, 
of  Mr.  Arnold  Bennett,  of  Mr.  Tarking- 
ton,  of  such  "Spaniards  as  Ibafiez,  and 
the  very  wonderful  Russians  and  Nor- 
wegians, what  hope  have  wfe  of  recur- 
ring on  earth  to  our  favorites  among 
their  novels,  say,  about  the  year  2200? 
It  is  a serious  subject  which  we  would 
not  treat  lightly,  and  if  we  come  tardily 
to  such  a supreme  fiction  as  War  and 
Peace,  we  do  not  doubt  of  its  endurance 
with  less  than  reverence.  We  have  been 
treating  throughout  of  the  expectation 
of  life  in  fiction,  not  supreme  art.  But 
shall  we  be  reading  War  and  Peace  at  the 
far  date  imagined?  Is  there  something  in 
Dostoyevsky’s  Crime  and  Punishment, 
which  promises  greater  longevity  than 
Tolstoy’s  mighty  work,  or  the  beautiful 
perfection  of  Turgenief’s  studies  of  men’s 
and  women’s  souls?  There  have  been 
good  things  since  Turgenief,  but  nothing 
better  or  anything  that  will  be  more 
memorable  than,  say.  On  the  Eve,  or 
Dmitri  Rmidine,  or  Virgin  Soil,  or 
Smoke,  or  Fathers  and  Sons.  Then  why 
do  we  imagine  that  posterity  will  prefer 
Dostoyevsky  or  Tolstoy?  Do  these  more 


comprehensively,  more  poignantly,  in- 
quire of  life  what  it  is?  We  do  not  think 
so,  and  we  would  take  our  chance  of 
survival  with  Turgenief  as  willingly, 
though  we  are  aware  of  something  like 
the  unkindness  of  the  cosmic  ordering 
in  his  fate.  If  Uncle  Tom’s  Cabin  has 
ceased  to  be  read,  because  slavery  has 
ceased  to  exist,  is  there  something  akin 
to  that  fact  in  the  forgottenness  of  Notes 
of  a Sportsman  because  serfdom  perished 
from  it?  We  do  not  ask  it  in  such 
earnest  as  we  would  ask  why  War  and 
Peace  seems  a waning  light  that  no 
coming  century  shall  relume.  Uncle 
Tom’s  Cabin  may  come  to  its  own  again 
in  the  dominion  of  the  world  which  it 
held  for  the  brief  interval  before  the 
Emancipation  Proclamation  ended  its 
world  renown;  and  War  and  Peace  may 
return  to  that  first  place  in  fiction  which 
the  Kaiser’s  war  on  mankind  blotted  it 
from. 

Nothing  has  succeeded  those  other 
masterpieces  which  we  have  owned 
sovereign  in  their  several  sorts.  It  is, 
in  fact,  left  for  the  novelists  of  the  future, 
perhaps  the  novelists  yet  unborn,  to 
supply  their  immeasurable  lack,  for  we 
do  not  suppose  that  three  centuries  from 
now  Don  Quixote  will  still  be  popularly 
read,  even  by  a public  more  willing  to 
enjoy  than  improve  itself.  We  should 
scarcely  be  able  to  instruct  the  coming 
immortals  how  to  equip  themselves  for 
the  work  before  them ; but  we  venture  to 
suggest  choice  of  subjects  of  universal 
interest,  and  their  treatment  with  that 
entire  simplicity  and  humanity  which 
seem  wanting  in  actual  fiction.  The  milk 
of  human  kindness  is  very  necessary  to 
the  nurture  of  renown;  and  the  lack  of 
this  in  the  classics  which  now  appear 
every  day,  or  every  other  day,  is  some- 
thing to  be  anxiously  guarded  against  by 
the  authors  of  masterpieces  destined  to 
please  the  general  reader  three  hundred 
years  or  more  from  this. 
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OLD  MAN  HICKS  WAS  RIGHT 


BY  RUTH  COMFORT  .'".MITCHELL  AND  SANBORN  YOUNG 


**  saStJ  ‘Billy  P^ttigr^,.  chart-  : friable trough’ that  Jbyj^ight  pfeka wifefrom 

Uhhy  ‘>ei«af  k4  be  wn>.  wrong?  1 amongst.  our  iuid*t,  >m  the  sayln*  ft;  But 

lifcver  nriiml  a ft4k*r"s  wwrif?v  teim  e®  Old  Man-  Jffekik  be  up  an'  said  ho  h<vt  he 
he  owns  up.  What rikss  sue  ex  fitlkx  that  A wus  engaged  hr  some  giri  back  w here  he 
alters  right*  like  Old  Man  Uip]&;  Say*  Ifll  come  from.  an*  sure  enough,  limit  the  time 
hH  &>>;  V half  times  < he: .wif^in*  ’fgljfc  got  their  bw  cteae  made' 

outer  ev'ry  femdresU  He  wua  jest  mudierjy  up  aa  had  him  to  dmne'r  all  ’round,.  put  ishe 

fcu  right  k t^uWn't  be  wrongs  What?  cumefrom  the  East  an"  tbe^  wuz  svett!  An' 

Oidrft  you  never  hear  .aha ml  Old  MM  Hick 5,  when  the  hoyswuzrto  play  the  .SUinaa  team 

— an’  the  way  Ik  filially-- r Weil,  then,  jest  fer  the  ehampeenship.  after  havin'  licked  t he 

you  set  there  h\  the  shade  an’  -ink  your  lax  ouh^r  ev’ry  other  bum-h'rotmd  the.  conn- 

-teeth  U?  some  */  these  here  Kelsey  plums..  ir\t  an'  the  whole  Coven  turned  out*  happy 

an’  111  tell  you? ? ary  proud  to  see  ’em  fetch  home  the  turkey v 

He  pushed  his  worn  straw  hat  back  on  lm  Old  Man  Hicks  he  said  they  ivuz  due  to 
gray  AbrhhJe  and  took  ftti 
Ample  nwutlifii!  fr.Mi.  lii3 
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jmM  up.  Swroiyl  mt>  Turn  irvt  Wt  w&  hicks  mm  ms  galoshes  ak*  onmu 
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lose  ’cause  our  pitcher  was  goin’  stale.  An’ 
by  gum!  he  wuz  right!  Sorest  town  you 
ever  see.  Ready  to  tar  an’  feather  that  pore 
kid.  He  couldn’t  figure  himself  what  had 
happened  to  him,  ’cept  that  jest  at  the  fiz- 
ziological  moment,  as  the  sayin’  is,  he  looked 
up  an’  saw  Old  Man  Hick’s  face  as  long  ez 
your  arm,  an  it  put  the  kibosh  on  him  so 
hard  he  couldn’t  ’a’  throwed  a biscuit  acrost 
the  table. 

4 ‘An’  when  the  Lady  Maccabees  set  the 
day  fer  their  big  picnic  on  the  Fourth  o’ 
July,  Old  Man  Hicks  he  ’lowed  it  wuz  goln’ 
to  rain.  Never  had  rained  a drop  after 
June  first  in  twenty  years.  We  thought  he 
wuz  talkin’  to  hear  himself  talk.  Wimmin 
turned  to  an’  worked  themselves  to  a frazzle, 
bakin’  and  fryin*  an’  doin’  up  dimity  dresses; 
but  by  heck!  jest  ez  they  wuz  all  loaded  into 
the  waggins,  kids  all  slicked  up  clean  an’  the 
girls  starched  an’  crimped  an*  the  fellers 
with  their  store  cloze  on,  an’  boiled  shirts, 
an’  the  wimmin  holdin’  passels  o’  fried 
chicken  an’  frosted  cake,  down  she  come 
like  the  Bible  flood! 

“An’  when  folks  dripped  home,  kids  blub- 
berin’ an’  wimmin  mad  ez  wet  hens,  there 
wuz  Old  Man  Hicks  with  his  galoshes  an’ 
umbrella,  down  to  the  gate  to  watch  ’em 
go  by!  Wonder  to  me  we  didn’t  up  an’ 
lynch  him.  Kinder  wisht  we  had. 

“My  sister’s  boy,  that  wuz  in  high- 
school,  he  told  me  it  wuz  like  a woman 
he  studied  about  in  hist’ry,  name  o’  Cas- 
sie  Andrew,  lived  in  Troy,  New  York.  She 
wuz  alwers  prophesyin’  the  fall  o’  Troy,  an’ 
nobody  believed  her,  but  they  went  inter 
some  kinder  horse  deal  an’  the  city  come  to 
grief. 

“Well,  sir,  when  the  Belgun  hare  craze 
hit  the  community  Old  Man  Hicks  wuz  the 
first  to  ketch  it,  an’  he  took  down  with  it 
hard.  He  wuz  the  first  to  git  it,  an’  he  got 
a corner  on  knowledge.  What  he  didn’t 
know  about  rabbits  you  could  write  on  the 
back  of  a postage  stamp  and  have  room  fer 
the  Lord’s  Prayer  besides.  Some  of  us  sus- 
picioned  he  wuzn’t  so  all-fired  wise,  but  no- 
body could  call  his  bluff.  Mis’  Hicks  wuz 
alive  then,  an’  it  would  ’a’  done  your  heart 
good  to  s^?e  the  comfort  she  took  with  them 
little  critters.  Old  Man  Hicks  he  wuz  so 
near  he’d  never  ’lowed  her  to  have  a pet. 
She  uster  beg  fer  a dog  an’  claim  they  needed 
him  fer  protection,  but  he  ’lowed  he  wuz 
still  spry  enough  to  chase  off  tramps.  Then 
she  coaxed  fer  a cat  an’  said  they  wuz  over- 


run with  rats,  but  he  said  a trap  wuz  jest 
ez  capable  an’  et  less. 

“So,  nacherly,  she  wuz  plumb  crazy  ’bout 
the  rabbits.  She  took  all  the  care  of  ’em. 

Kep’  ’em  in  a old  two-story  side-hill  cow- 
barn — he  wuz  too  tight  to  build  decent 
hutches,  like  the  books  said.  Made  reg’lar 
pets  of  ’em,  she  did.  Beat  all,  the  way  they 
come  to  know  her.  Learned  ’em  tricks,  too. 
They  lived  in  the  down-stairs  part,  an’  she 
kep*  the  feed  up  above.  Well,  sir,  when  she 
wuz  ready  to  feed  ’em  she’d  rap  three  times 
on  the  floor  with  her  broom-handle,  an’  up 
the  stairs  them  rabbits  would  come,  lickety- 
brindle!  She  loved  ’em  like  they  wuz  kids, 
an’  she  wuz  so  proud  of  what  she’d  learned 
’em  that  whenever  anybody ’d  come  in,  out 
they’d  have  to  traipse  to  see  them  rabbits 
fed,  an’  consekently  they  got  many  an  extry 
feed,  an’  it  made  Old  Man  Hicks  ez  sore  ez  a 
boil. 

“Well,  I guess  what  with  all  else  she  done 
she  wore  herself  out,  for  she  took  down  one 
day,  an’  he  ’lowed  from  the  fust  ’twas  seri- 
ous. Doctor  said  she’d  pull  through  all 
right,  an’  folks  thought  ’twas  jest  bein’ 
kinder  beat  out,  but  Old  Man  Hicks  he  says, 
‘Mark  my  words,  she’ll  never  go  through 
that  door  ag’in  till  she  goes  feet  foremost;’ 
an’  that  wuz  the  way  of  it. 

“Well,  folks  alwers  suspicioned  she  done 
the  brunt  of  ever’thin’,  an’  it  showed  up 
after  she  went,  the  way  the  ranch  run  down. 

The  old  feller  himself  kinder  went  to  pieces. 
Didn’t  keep  nothin’  up.  Got  sick  an’  dis- 
gusted with  the  rabbits.  Wanted  to  clean 
’em  all  out.  I stopped  by  one  day  when  he 
wuz  feedin’  ’em,  an’  I wisht  you’d  ’a’  heard 
him  take  on  about  the  work  they  made. 
Claimed  his  old  woman  had  spoiled  ’em. 

His  rheumatis’  wuz  so  bad  that  winter  he 
wuz  hobblin’  ’round  with  a cane,  an’  he 
rapped  three  times  on  the  bam  floor  an’  up 
the  stairs  them  rabbits  come,  lickety-brindle. 
Seemed  like  them  little  critters  accherly 
missed  Mis’  Hicks  an’  the  way  she’d  make 
over  ’em.  Anyhow,  they  missed  the  e.try 
rations! 

“The  old  feller  was  plumb  soured  on  ’em. 
Nothin*  in  rabbits,  anyway.  Wam’t  wuth 
their  feed.  Warn’t  wuth  nothin’.  Said 
he’d  sell  ev’ry  last  one  of  ’em  ef  he  could 
find  anybody  fool  enough  to  buy. 

“‘Well,’  says  I,  ‘I  don’t  know  noth- 
in’ much  about  rabbits,  but  I’ll  take  a 
chanst.  I'll  give  you  thutty  cents  apiece 
fer  ’em.’ 
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that  sold  yon  them  tritiers  knew  when  to 
get  rid  of  'em!' 

**.  ‘ WVdl/  say’ll  ift  myself , ‘Qld  Man  Hicks 
■ wuz  riglit?  • - ., ; y ,;: /V  dV:;, 

went  :ihky  wu»  only  t/m* 

m lot  that AiwliFt < h^v^yroriked 

frxt :'tfr  W.ry  tails  or  lop  ears,  me  everythin' 
heVl  riay  the  en^s^.y»Stt  frhaAd  wag  life  head 
an'  hjolc  moiilrnFuL  I got  so  plumb  cJu- 
eonnigol  l tvm  a)  Knit  .ready  to  pay  era 
5(nHetliqr  to  ,t&W  Nyrn  off  an ‘put  Vaster 
their  mw’TV,  ait’  when  Fie  fmally  says,  hinder 
soff-li^t^l  - *rii  give  yon 

twenty  %C.  V&rtf,  !Mybhe  fht»y"s 

iwe  or  six  ? c%,  trtire  tip,  Jftio^yia*  the  busi- 
ness like;  1 dp/  t thanked  him  warm  and 
cordial  >1/  sa\^,  fThey  re  yuiirn  V 

’’Well,  I hehtcd  him  load  ’em  onto  his 
tvaggin  ait  watched  ’em  off.  * Well,  Billy 
' •ttus;I^>pt?^:.he-  .beghfl  to  nm  theiik ' /Pettigrew  / says  I -to  myself,  ^served  you 

rabbits  down.  ‘Wasn't  no  disuse  they  (lead  right.  Might  V knowed  you VI  get 

tJjrtiA  liM*e.  ‘LooWto  riie/  he  says*  4 like  your  eonienppiinee  ef  von  dealt  with  Old 
tinyy all  got  the  souffles.  Toi  buyin'  up  Man  Hicks  1* 

;vii*bii>  hr  my  auction  Friday,  but  this  lot's  *?  I ncA'er  iatentioned.he should  know  about 
likely  to  be  dead  More  that..  . The  mail  it  but  Friday  inoniing  When  1 \vux  vvorkhd 


“H*  begun  to  hem  un*  haw  m \ hriigfe»;  bwt 
I wuz  firm,  an'  -the  upshot  of  it  mir.  t boxed 
up  the  r hole  kit  art  boil  in*  of  'em  aid  drove 
’em  home.  Jest  *»  I was  turrihri  inter  my 
gate  twi>  4lnMigprs  drove  up, 

‘M  Whal  you  got  there  says  the  feller 
that  wijz  drivinV  Kinder  dark,  .sallow* 
furmr  iookiu*  fVIh  r he  wuz.,  name  Lopez. 
<>v  Kahit:%*  &Vy*  t. 

<'  rFrn>  ^d^Kv^^  he, 
n’  Vep/^y^  L 
*M0hw.  muehr  says  be.. 

‘V’  Two  /dollars/  says  L Indd  eTi  brass, 

*"  ‘A  down*'  say-  he,,  .kinder'  meeriir, 

'€*A&  pHfter>  J/  kinder  haughty, 

**  • T^triiiie  have  a ieohr  1 tq&ffi  tie,  rltrafcuv 

down  otf  bis  Waggm.  The  other  feller  never 
sat'd  a word.  Cn^.v-eye*]  he  wuz,  with  only 
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on  my  tunnel  he  drove  by  and  see  me,  an 
whoaed  his  old  nag  an’  come  in.  He  looked 
kinder  het  up  an’  excited,  but  he  says, 
‘What  you  think  you’re  makin\  Billy  Petti- 
grew?’ 

“‘A  tunnel,’  says  I. 

“‘A  fool  o’  yourself,’  says  he. 

“‘Mebbe  so,’  says  I,  ‘but  I’ve  hankered 
fer  a tunnel  sence  I wuz  knee-high  to  the 
pump,  an’  by  heck!  I’m  agoin’  to  have  one.’ 

“‘Not  there  in  that  soft-lime  hillside  you 
wun’t,’  says  he.  ‘It  ’ll  come  down  on  you, 
sure  ez  gun’s  iron.  Well,  mebbe  it’s  jest  ez 
well,  ’cause  you’ll  be  buried  right  where  you 
be,  an’  save  a lot  o’  fuss.  My  old  woman’s 
funeral  set  me  back  eighty-five  dollars,  but 
they  hain’t  got  it  all  yit,  an’  they  hadn’t 
better  hold  their  breath  till  they  do!  How’s 
them  rabbits  cornin’  on?’ 

“‘Sold  ’em,’  says  I,  try  in’  to  look  smart 
and  chipper. 

“‘Then  there’s  one  bigger  sucker  in  this 
country  than  you  be,  Billy  Pettigrew,’  says 
he. 

“‘Oh,  I ain’t  complainin’,’  says  I,  airy- 
like. 

“‘What ’d  you  git?’  says  he. 

“‘Got  enough  to  finance  my  tunnel,’ 
says  I. 

“He  looked  kinder  doubtful,  but  he  wuz 
so  full  up  o’  somethin’  new  he  let  it  go  at 
that.  ‘Well,  you  wuz  in  luck  to  clean  ’em 
out  at  any  price,’  he  says.  ‘Nothin*  in  com- 
mon rabbits.  I been  readin’  up.  Imported, 
registered,  pedigreed  stock’s  the  only  thing. 
Belgun  hares  is  beginnin’  to  boom  an’  they’re 
agoin’  sky-high!’  He  pulls  a copy  o’  The 
Pacific  Breeders'  Journal  outer  his  pocket  an’ 
read  me  out  a great  line  o’  stuff.  Them 
writers  had  it  all  figgered  out  how  one  pedi- 
greed pair  of  Belgun  hares  would  make  a 
fortune.  Why,  ef  a rancher  wuz  to  buy  him 
sech  a pair  he  c’d  git  him  two  hired  men  an’ 
buy  the  old  woman  a washin’-machine  an’ 
send  his  boy  to  college  an’  pay  off  the  mort- 
gage inside  o’  two  years.  Listened  kinder 
wild  to  me,  but  it  wuz  all  right  there  in 
print.  Old  Man  Hicks  he  said  he  wuz  goin’ 
inter  the  rabbit  game  again,  but  he  wuz 
a-goin*  in  right!  He  wuz  drivin’  over  to  the 
auction  at  the  county-seat  where  they  sell 
nothin’  but  registered,  pedigreed,  imported 
stock,  guaranteed  free  from  all  dec-tecta. 

“‘Guess  I’ll  have  to  pay  a right  smart 
price,’ he  says,  wincin’  like  ithurthimtothink 
of  it,  ‘but  I wun’t  begrudge  it  none.  It’s  an 
investment,  Billy  Pettigrew.  It’s  like  loanin’ 


money  at  a hundred  per  cent,  int’rest — no, 
sir,  at  a thousand!’  He  dumb  up  in  his  old 
waggin  an’  slapped  the  nag  with  the  reins, 
an’  he  says,  ‘Well,  so  long,’  he  says.  ‘I’ll 
stop  by  on  my  way  home  an’  I’ll  let  you  see 
my  stock,  ef  so  be  you  ain’t  buried  alive/ 
he  says;  ‘but  you’re  buried  alive  now,  fur’s 
that  goes.  So’s  this  hull  community!’ 

“Well,  sir,  I worked  like  a nailer  on  that 
tunnel  all  day  long — never  even  stopped  fer 
my  dinner.  Goin’  fine  she  wuz,  too,  and  I 
wuz  all  swelled  up  over  it,  but  jest  this  side 
o’  sundown,  when  I wuz  standin’  in  the  en- 
trance, wipin'  the  sweat  off  my  face  and 
feelin’  pretty  neat,  the  hull  blame’  thing 
caved  in  and  like  to  killed  me.  And  nach- 
erly,  jest  ez  I wuz  a-brushin’  myself  off  and 
gittin’  the  dirt  outer  my  eyes  and  ears  I 
hear  the  klip-klup,  klip-klup  o’  the  old  nag, 
and  Old  Man  Hicks  come  by.  He  wuz  goin’ 
at  a right  smart  clip,  and  I lay  low%  and  I 
thought  he’d  go  by,  but  no,  sir,  he  caught 
sight  o’  the  entrance  o’  my  tunnel  and  he 
whoaed  down  and  beckoned  to  me. 

“‘Well,’  says  he,  ‘I  see  you  done  it! 
Didn’t  make  a very  neat  job  o’  buryin’  your- 
self, did  you?  Well,  mebbe  your  life  wuz 
spared  to  see  what  I’ve  got  here,  Billy  Pet- 
tigrew,’ he  says.  ‘Wipe  your  tunnel  outer 
your  eyes  and  come  and  look!’ 

“‘What  you  got?’  says  I. 

“T  got  Leopold  Second,  Xing  o’  the 
Netherlands,  and  the  Belle  o’  Flanders,’ 
says  he.  ‘Registered,  pedigreed,  imported 
stock.  Cast  your  eyeful-o’-tunnel  over 
this,  Billy  Pettigrew,’  he  says,  handin’  me  a 
typewritten  pedigree  ez  long  ez  the  ginnie- 
oligies  in  the  Old  Testament. 

“‘Well,  I’ll  be  dad-kicked!’  says  I,  respect- 
ful. ‘Gimme  a look!’ 

“‘Scrabble  up  on  the  waggin  and  do  your 
lookin’  ez  I drive  along,’  says  he.  ‘I’m 
goin’  to  git  these  critters  home  before  the 
evenin’  damp.  Aristocracy  is  delicate,’  he 
says. 

“So  I dumb  up  on  the  waggin  and  he 
started  off  so  quick  I set  down  with  one  foot 
twisted  under  me  and  craned  my  neck  round 
to  look  at  his  prizes.  They  was  in  gay- 
painted  crates  that  looked  like  circus-wag-  * 
gins,  and  we  wuz  goin’  so  lively  ’twas  some 
minutes  before  I c’d  get  a fair  look  at  ’em, 
and  all  the  time  Old  Man  Hicks  wuz  ravin' 
about  ’em.  ‘Look  at  them  registered  num- 
bers tattooed  in  their  ears,’  says  he.  ‘That 
tells  the  story!  Only  the  finest  pedigreed 
imported  stock  c’n  be  registered.  And  them 
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^"He  wuz  al!  broke  up  alien t losiiv  Vjd: 
tdamhjd  jthfe  auctioneer  faviirwi-  aw ; they 
hail  some  w\mh.  Hi*  ccirnn  ‘round  aft!er- 
wards  me  to  give  trim  )m  choice 

tv  the  first  litter,  soon  * z weamvd,  fer  twenty 
dollars,  but  1 ^uid  I couldn't  make  no 
poimises*.  Well,  here  we  bed  lie  says 
hirniV  in  at  the  old  gafe.  ‘I’m  vUixjous  1*> 
git  tHf^e*cril1i:»rs  titled  fer  the  night,  (jot 
\i'.o  k^*p;V«i  ifr  the  old  yrtfua^s  /shiftless  wsiy 
fer  a while*  but  ypu  be  over  here  at  xv&m 
o'clock  tomorrow  mormrr  and  gti  in  two 
Work  'fore  you  start  rm  yOiir  iv>ttfe 
aotf  we  li  make  a start  , on  my  tK"Wr  butc*liq»v> 
Says  he,  ‘ u p-  t.>daU\  sanitary  hukUra  like 
the  books  UJ1  about;’ 

“{helped  him  booist  Hie;  Itosfcs  down  off 
tetti  ii>  the  old  bam. 


here  is  the  higgt^t  day;o  my  life  I-  says  Old 
Man  Hicks.  d «V\  d* , / 

- 1 What  d you  pay  ter  Vm  1 . 

dollars  fer  the  thie  &hd  fifty 
dollars  ter  the  buck/  says  he,  ihrmvin  up 
his  ebest,  * Eighty  dollars  fer  the  pairY 
-And  Jest  that  mhmfedie  slowyft  vlojwtt  tb 
let  the  ice-waggiu  go  by  arid  I got ; my  first 
good  b*ohv  ‘Well,  111  tie  V 

mys  I , lookin'  ag'itt: 

*wt  You  bet  you  ] I lie/.  Says  he,  ronfe2*fed- 
like.  ‘ Ami  I’ll  sell  the  first  litter  for  a hidp 
derd  V fifty,  (dky  to  never  got  Y&j 
neither/  suy*  fie.  ‘Biddiid  was  pivMy  hot 
One  feller  hfet  agf m*  tn£  tip  lo  the  last  minute. 
Never  M$.  anybuddy  so  set  ez  he  was. 
Quiet-  he  wy>,  but  awful  deteraihusL 
Stranger  fe  me ; cross- eyed  feller;  only 
three  fingers  m his  right  hand/ 

"I  leani  over  and  took  another  look  at 
Leopold  beyond;  King  o"  Netherlands,  and 
the  Belie  yi  Feeders. 


il*G  \vttggiu  and  lug 
I U^k.  ruroUter  Ipcik  while  he  shultin* 
the  doors.  •;. ; '/ v / * \\ey y / ■•',/  .•; * : • ' V/ '. . >; / 

* • I Cand  take  no  cimnrv*/  says  be. 
/Plenty  ky  ^eaia  w ags  hi  this  I own  wouM 
m^k<*  off  with  Vtn  ef  Hh\v  too  igno- 

rant to  know  w hat  they  Ye  wuth/ 

Well/  says  I vz  he  opened  the  ??& tes 
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and  the  critters  hopped  out,  ‘it’s  jest  like 
I’ve  alwers  heard;  royalty  is  pretty  much 
of  a muchness  with  common  folks;  they  do 
say  kings  and  queens  and  dooks  is  no  better 
’n  you  V me,  once  you  look  ’em  in  the  face, 
and  these  here  ’ristocrats  don’t  look  no  dif- 
ferent to  me  than  the  rabbits  you  sold  me 
fer  thutty  cents  apiece.’ 

“That  made  him  so  mad  he  pretty  nigh 
got  his  tongue  over  his  eye-tooth  and  could- 
n’t see  to  speak.  ‘Why,  you  poor,  nit- 
witted nimcumpoop,’  says  he,  ‘look  at  them 
registration  numbers!  Look  at  them  exhi- 
bition tags?  Hain’t  you  got  the  tunnel 
outer  your  eyes  yit?  And  what  in  time  are 
you  limpin’  fer?  Tryin’  to  make  a mock  o’ 
my  rheumatis’?’ 

“‘No,’  says  I,  meek  and  amiable;  ‘had 
my  leg  doubled  under  me  and  my  foot’s 
asleep.* 

“‘I  bet  it  is,’  says  he;  ‘so’s  your  brain.’ 
And  he  starts  hobblin’  up-stairs  to  git  the 
feed.  ‘Hain’t  goin’  to  put  up  with  this 
nuisance,’  says  he.  ‘Goin’  to  git  my  hutches 
made  shipshape,  feed  close  by  and  handy.’ 

“I  follered  him  up-stairs  and  I wuz 
smilin’  like  a cherub  off  a valentine.  I wuz 
feelin’  happy  and  peaceful  like  I hadn’t  felt 
sence  Old  Man  Hicks  had  come  to  town. 
Seemed  like  I c’d  even  fergit  to  be  sore  about 
my  tunnel. 

“‘Guess  I’ll  pack  enough  feed  down  to 
last  till  I git  my  hutches  built,’  says  he. 


How  the  Other  Half  Lives 
A MISSION  worker,  in  deprecating  the  way 
***  some  people  talk  of  “the  drab  lives  of 
the  poor,’’  tells  of  some  East  Side  girls  who 
were  taken  up  to  a beautiful  Westchester 
County  country  home  to  spend  a summer 
day.  As  they  were  leaving  their  hostess  said 
how  much  she  had  enjoyed  their  visit. 
Whereupon  one  of  the  girls  replied: 

“I  guess  we  have  cheered  you  up  a little; 
it  must  be  awful  dull  up  here.’’ 


Words  Without  Music 
OIMMONS,  who  is  of  a very  nervous  tem- 
^ peramcnt,  sat  at  the  opera  behind  a cou- 
ple who  talked  so  continuously  that  Simmons 
soon  found  the  situation  intolerable.  So  he 
leaned  forward  and,  with  the  utmost  gravity, 
said: 

“Pardon  me,  but  would  you  mind  speak- 
ing a little  louder?  Sometimes  the  music 
prevents  my  hearing  exactly  what  you  say.’’ 


‘Hain’t  goin’  to  kill  myself  climbin’  up  an’ 
down  stairs.’ 

“‘Whyn’t  you  learn  ’em  to  come  up  here 
fer  their  meals,  the  way  Mis’  Hicks  done?’ 
says  I. 

“‘Cause  these  here  is  blooded  stock,  not 
old  woman’s  playthings,’  says  he.  ‘You 
don’t  reelize  what  these  rabbits  ctref 

“‘Don’f  I?’  says  I,  lookin’  him  right  in 
the  eye,  meaningful. 

“He  stood  still  in  his  tracks  and  stared 
at  me  like  he  never  see  me  before,  and  then 
he  hobbled  over  to  the  feed-bin  quick  and 
flustered-like.  ‘I  got  to  hurry,’  he  says, 
kinder  quaverin’;  ‘them  critters  is  hungry.’ 

“But  jest  ez  he  was  ready  to  start  down, 
‘By  gum!’  I says,  ‘my  foot’s  still  asleep!’ 
and  I stamped  with  my  heel  three  times, 
sharp  and  hard.  . . . 

“ He  wheeled  ’round  like  he  wuz  shot  and 
I vow  he  turned  pale. 

“Up  the  stairs,  lickety-brindle,  come  Leo- 
pold Second,  King  o’  the  Netherlands,  and 
the  Belle  o’  Flanders! 

“Old  Man  Hicks  he  set  right  down  on  the 
floor  like  his  legs  wouldn’t  hold  him.  ‘Billy 
Pettigrew,’  he  says,  weak  and  feeble — ‘Billy 
Pettigrew,  I been  a good  friend  to  you,’  says 
he.  ‘I’ve  give  you  good  advice  time  ’n’ 
ag’in.  If  this  here  ever  gits  out,  ef  the 
town  ever  knows  of  this  deal,  I’ll  never  hear 
the  last  of  it  to  the  longest  day  I live!’ 

“ And  Old  Man  Hicks  wuz  right.” 


Outwitted 

A N old  gentleman,  known  for  his  closeness. 

1 * asked  a friend  to  recommend  a physician. 

The  friend  named  a certain  specialist  noted 
for  wit  as  well  as  professional  skill. 

“Are  his  fees  very  high?”  asked  the  old 
fellow. 

“Not  very.  He  will  charge  you  five  dol- 
lars for  the  first  visit  and  three  dollars  for 
each  one  after  that.” 

Not  long  afterward  the  old  gentleman 
walked  into  the  office  of  the  physician,  and 
upon  being  admitted  to  the  consulting-room, 
laid  down  three  dollars  and  remarked,  “Well, 
doctor,  here  I am  again.” 

The  doctor  coolly  picked  up  the  money 
and  put  it  into  a drawer,  which  he  locked. 

The  patient  looked  on,  expectantly,  awaiting. 

“I  am  ready  to  be  examined,”  he  said  at 
length. 

“It  is  hardly  necessary,”  said  the  physi- 
cian. “Just  continue  with  the  same  medi- 
cine. Good  day,  sir.” 
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Unto  C«war  the  Things  That  Are? 

TOM  was  sprouting  a week  in  the.  wuniry 
*■  with  kfe  aunt,  a very  devoted  dbmreh- 
wi>?aaiK  On  Sunday  h a.  arcomp&uied  ter  t** 
the  cW**t  to,  arrange  the  SoM  fefere  ^ 
vice.  aod  while  there  Ite  rtk ftS$  cuni«>  im 
Alter  a few  mottUTiU  t*t;  wnv^rsitian,  the 
latter  was  about  to  leave,  vtteh  ejtv- 
ciaimed,  ;/  got  something  hfr  fcvi,#u !”’ 

a>ixi,  pim-ging  life  band  hdo  fws  pc»yki*tr  pro- 
duct*! a dintis;  which  be  heM  cult  to  Uu 
itstmp^ied  m0r*  /,.  ; v.'v\  \ ; 

'\0h*  TV>mv*  said  life  pti&i 
u that  L*«  yoox  ('Ikim'li  iifeiii;  you  roust*/t 
ginrite  to  Mr.  Hidlovmy/*  \\  1-;'-v; 


■:'^y  A»  OmithoiogCcaJ  Miracle  ::’:  ' -7: 

A 'NATIVE  nmikter  frm  Ulte-g  the  mj*- 

. *■  si<Wi\-y  m.  •charge  of  the  district  that  a 

spum 1i«d:  :teHlt  a uvsai  m the  wf 

V1/  / i~.  V 'v  > s 7V//  V'/’v 

y ' re  tavri^Oiitig  in  iheru^tyet?**  asked 

’'.-tXfpJia]  his  Indian  brother,  proud 
of  htH  Eiigtfate  **  the  sparrow  has  pup*/’ 


The  Needle  of  To-day 
A ODTJITE  of  young  I Miriness  hum  won* 
on  tteir  way  A^rWtbrwtt  w her*  one  took 
the  other  jhrto  hfe  iVuifidexic*:  ' ;-7// 

‘T  -s  i-  ti  iiiv  -w  ife  were  more  dome*!  ir.  Kje- 
doe-m ' t.  seem  to  care  a iliing  atmui  our  house, 
lmtoedr  she  >5  out  most  of  the  Urn*.'4 

*vThttl  reminds.  iUer’  ewhum^xJ  the  other- 
°Exerme  me  a uamiepf f:  l rmut  run  in  hcrt\M 
A moment  hi  tee  he  ^appeared,  placing  a 
ftmal!  packet  ti>  hfo  poetel.  v\Just  reriiein- 
'Wife:  to  get  her  a 

paet;agie  vi : Imchy  yotu^  talk  re- 
minded me/*  ; -;.¥  \ •. 

‘ l wish  toy  wife  would  a$k  for  needles/’ 
t;onUnnccj  the  otju^  ^Bwt  ^V*  absolutely 
?e<b*es  to  sew  a ^lifeh/v  ’ . 

>A  Mine,  tool 

These  *)•*  pliMtiograph  yieedfe,  ^ he  explained* 

-±r. 


LjSse  Majesttr 

TUST as  every  oue  tu^f  down  to  the  din- 
**  £UT-table  Helen V )>t^.  stepped  into 

the  hall  to  straiuhU*o  |pj  uoi/ • ;d  the  iuirror. 

llrfaa  was  m lui n gry , yet  s tic  kiOrrn1  Dmb 
father  wouhi  utA  my  grace  until 
was  in  her  st^t.  After  fidgeting  .focr  a few 
inomeat^  she  eajlwl  out; 

Hurrv  up*  Ruth;  you're  keeping  God 
waitjng/v  ;^V>  AV^';  '/ 


Rurul  OilioisHi 

1 fiy/py*>$c  hrsides  cJiarQtn’  fir  ytr  linti  y*  r^oke  a profit  on  ike  print  too? 


vm 


mil 

: " ’/S\ y 


To  t)eci^i*e  Y&H>ility 

Why  rial  amnufifiagwl  Mucking#? 


; :,'/  The  Chief  Question 
AT  of  the  t^riii  Pnjfe*a*m 

■**  Clarkson  \oid:  the  student*.  v.ith  nuK*h 
emphasis.  tlmt  btf  c*pe«t*tl  thwi  to 


iN^gtp  Isfvy  Song1) 

•]Y/f  ¥ Luidv  say  *h y lumme, 

-+■*•,  say  itVs°> 

Mf  -My  'IttOlitii'4;  tots*  ’ . 

. t&V  frSy'-  doy^a*  knovv, 

.1  i&i  -Ai>:  -Lintiyv ,|  ]^t  byr  tot  mu/ 

•.'■  ^ V \ ,’:  "V  /Vy  ; “ ,;  'V  ■' 

'Cwvi'  ir  sln-  didii'  furmwc  tote;  Aia  make 


t*xu.tui  fiction. 

“ The  examination  ~\  uv\v:r>  u fv  how  ir>  \ ht\ 
hand*  of  \hc:prmU'r^  ■/' Is  t he*4 


hand*  of  \hc:prmU^' 
tjueatJott  you  Would  like  jihv^w.4  uf  ibis 

For  & nKmitni  there' ^ tiim  <*w- 

of  thy  *4ud<;uM  billed  oUte 
*“\Vfk»  is  the  prmtyr?l: 


My  Lindy  say  ^he v Uioirtir, 

Shi  H&r  -tibo  fell  irtr  true: 

She  $$$!■  a ittfteti 

* She  don'  know  what,  to 
I bet  dat’s  true  she  luimne,  ^whlouvmc  all 
V'  . * ; ’s\vs  eat u ',  , . . ; • •• 

T&se  if  she  didn  lummy,-  cten  she  eouldtf 
love  rau  man.  ■•V, V ; ' 


Kacv.-m^t  He  Wa if  About 

A MIJMB&1T  t?f  u mdional  assrw 

• * tvlk  the  f ^{o^ihg  vSkif 5'  at  the 

expend  of  n nh\M ci*HK 

u \jy  p?M  lUixiotte  t once 

tytM  i)iki 

1 have  JtmnJ  lltat  doiT^rs  hayc  Aonjetitih^. 
#mm  wctel#  dia^jtws  and  treated  ajHitirnt 
for  >%huuffyr>yftnl  diedof  l> 

fvycr." 

^Vo!?  have  bevh  wov'fidJy 
replied  the  phjrsii  Van*  indlpnanthv  u if  f 
tn»t  a man  for  pmMiuiouia,  lie  ipli  m pneu- 
WOni*" 


My  iiudy  say  »hc  luaitne, 
j^he  sny  shy:  Inmpie  ) >atvl . 

My  Luidy  smilhi*  all  %)e  while; 


■nih^t  a yaitl.  V 

I bet.  my  Limijd.uhiit^'  ,1  ;bcf  dai  nsako  her 


I ;tet  $He  :'&  ’riiiitt:  .maybe 

finish  out  loud! 

Fomi’nu  \ \s<  t:  Oooke. 
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THE  NATIONAL  BUDGET 

BY  HON.  JOSEPH  G.  CANNON 


The  Hon.  Joseph  G.  Cannon,  with  forty-five  years'  service  in  the  House  of  Repre- 
sentatives, thirty  years  a member  of  the  Committee  on  Appropriations,  ten  years  as 
chairman  of  that  committee,  and  eight  years  as  Speaker  of  the  House,  has  had  a greater 
and  more  varied  experience  in  government  budget-making  than  any  other  American. 

He  has  been  called  a progressive  and  a reactionary.  His  political  experiences  range 
from  the  Lincoln-Douglas  debates,  to  helping  prepare  the  biggest  war  budget  ever  made 
by  any  government  in  history;  from  having  his  name  on  the  same  baUol  with  Abraham 
Lincoln  in  1860,  to  a refusal  of  the  Democratic  leaders  of  his  district  to  name  a candidate 
to  oppose  him  in  1918. 


THE  Prodigal  Son  was  a liberal 
spender  and  the  fatted  calf  was 
killed  to  make  a feast  when  he  returned 
to  his  father’s  house,  but  he  was  not  put 
in  charge  of  the  family  purse.  That  was 
left  in  control  of  the  elder  son,  who  con- 
tinued to  work  in  the  field  and  create 
income.  Modern  civilization  has  fol- 
lowed that  rule  in  family  and  in  govern- 
ment budgets,  because  income  is  the 
first  item  in  every  budget  and  the  one 
item  which  we  cannot  do  without.  We 
cannot  be  spenders  until  we  have  be- 
come producers.  My  wife  and  I tried 
budget-making  when  we  began  house- 
keeping, regulating  family  expenditures 
by  my  small  income.  She  spent  the 
money,  but  I had  to  first  get  the  money 
to  be  spent.  We  got  along  fairly  well, 
but  made  one  mistake.  We  raised  a pig 
to  increase  our  assets,  but  I took  so  much 
interest  in  that  pig,  feeding  it,  scratching 
its  back  to  hear  it  grunt  its  satisfaction, 
and  conversing  with  it,  until  by  the  time 


it  was  grown  big  and  fat  I could  not  turn 
it  into  our  winter’s  meat.  That  pig 
became  a liability  instead  of  an  asset. 
There  are  a lot  of  people  who  make  the 
same  mistake  in  government  budgets 
and  forget  the  real  purpose  in  raising  a 
pig.  They  become  so  much  absorbed  in 
their  ambitions  and  efforts  that  they 
forget  the  purpose  behind  their  efforts; 
and  the  liabilities  they  create  are  the 
liabilities  of  the  people  who  pay  the 
taxes.  It  is  not  surprising  that  the  peo- 
ple sometimes  get  an  idea  that  a govern- 
ment pig  is  not  very  different  from  the 
golden  calf  which  the  Children  of  Israel 
worshiped,  instead  of  a source  of  food- 
supply. 

The  Federal  government  was  not 
established  as  a money-making  enter- 
prise, but  the  expenditures  must  be  regu- 
lated by  the  income,  and  the  income 
comes  out  of  the  pockets  of  the  people 
in  the  form  of  taxes.  The  only  part  of  the 
Federal  government  that  has  the  power 
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to  tax  the  people  is  Congress,  and  all 
revenue  bills  must  originate  in  the 
House  of  Representatives.  The  makers 
of  the  Constitution  'were  somewhat  ex- 
plicit about  that  and  insisted  that  Con- 
gress should  control  the  national  purse 
or  national  budget,  which  covers  both 
taxation  and  expenditure.  Franklin 
thought  that  the  purse  should  be  con- 
trolled by  the  House  because  the  Repre- 
sentatives were  to  be  elected  by  direct 
vote  of  the  people  and  for  short  terms; 
but  Madison  suggested  that  the  power 
of  amendment  should  be  given  to  the 
Senate  so  that  it  might  “diminish”  an 
extravagant  budget  by  the  House. 
Senator  Smoot  recently  said  in  debate 
that  once  during  his  eighteen  years’  ser- 
vice the  Senate  had  reduced  an  appro- 
priation passed  by  the  House,  and  only 
once. 

President  Washington  addressed  all 
his  messages  on  the  budget  to  the  House, 
and  so  did  President  Adams;  and  from 
the  beginning  of  the  government  dcwn 
to  the  present  the  estimates  of  govern- 
ment expenditures  have  been  sent  to 
the  House,  and  there  have  originated  all 
tax  bills  and  all  appropriation  bills. 
The  Representatives  are  the  men  who 
have  to  bear  the  responsibility  for  un- 
popular taxes  and  are  the  first  to  feel  the 
weight  of  the  voters’  dissatisfaction. 
They  get  kicked  out  whenever  the  peo- 
ple think  too  much  has  been  taken  out  of 
their  pockets  for  a government  budget. 
They  have  to  suffer  for  their  sins  of 
omission  as  well  as  their  sins  of  commis- 
sion when  they  permit  some  other  part 
of  the  government  to  make  an  objec- 
tionable budget. 

The  American  people  do  not  yet  ap- 
preciate the  cost  of  the  war  with  Ger- 
many. The  appropriations  made  by  the 
Sixty-fifth  Congress  amounted  to  $42,- 
000,000,000,  and  the  bills  which  failed 
March  4th,  and  have  been  enacted  by 
the  Sixty-sixth  Congress,  carrying  ap- 
propriations for  this  fiscal  year  and 
chargeable  to  the  Sixty-fifth  Congress, 
increased  the  total  to  $45,000,000,000, 
or  more  than  the  entire  disbursements  of 
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the  Federal  government  from  the  first 
inauguration  of  George  Washington  to 
the  second  inauguration  of  Woodrow 
Wilson.  The  appropriations ' made  by 
that  one  Congress  were  greater  than  the 
entire  wealth  of  the  American  people  in 
the  census  year  1880.  The  government 
disbursed  more  than  $83,000,000,000  in 
the  two  years  from  the  beginning  of  the 
war;  or  double  the  gold  production  of 
the  world  in  the  four  hundred  years  since 
Columbus  discovered  this  continent; 
four  times  the  amount  of  gold  money 
stock  in  the  world  to-day;  eight  times 
the  gold  in  this  country,  and  one  and 
one-half  times  the  total  resources  of  all 
the  national  banks.  Congress  authorized 
government  loans  of  $31,000,000,000 
and  an  annual  tax  levy  of  $6,000,000,- 
000,  and  there  is  considerable  complaint 
of  high  taxes,  but  the  executive  depart- 
ments continue  to  estimate  peace  ex- 
penditures on  a war  basis  just  as  though 
gold  grew  like  mushrooms  in  the  Treas- 
ury cellar  and  bank-notes  budded  like 
leaves  on  the  trees  in  springtime. 

Colonel  Sellers  was  not  more  optimistic 
about  his  “eye-water”  than  are  some  of 
our  would-be  budget-makers  over  their 
plans  to  make  the  world  good  and  happy 
by  the  expenditure  of  public  money  and 
develop  new  government  functions  to 
swell  the  government  pay-roll.  A good 
many  camels  got  their  noses  under  the 
tent  during  the  war  emergency,  and  they 
are  now  crowding  their  bodies  in  with 
an  appeal  to  Congress  that  they  be  con- 
secrated as  “the  government’s  own”  to 
be  hereafter  looked  upon  as  were  the 
sacred  elephants  of  Siam.  They  are 
spreading  propaganda,  much  of  it  at 
government  expense,  to  create  public 
sentiment  in  favor  of  their  permanent 
adoption;  and  a great  many  people  try 
to  apply  the  old  proverb  that  public 
money  is  like  holy  water,  free  to  all  who 
seek  salvation.  There  is  not  a war 
activity,  except  fighting,  or  a war-time 
appropriation  that  has  been  willingly 
surrendered.  The  executive  departments 
want  to  continue  their  control  of  all  the 
great  agencies  that  were  taken  over  by 
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the  government  to  help  win  the  war, 
even  to  that  of  the  “conservation  of 
waste,”  and  I have  received  letters  from 
prominent  business  men  and  bankers 
urging  an  appropriation  for  this  function 
of  educating  the  people  to  save  rags  and 
old  iron.  They  appear  to  be  unconscious 
that  they  are  as  socialistic  in  their  recom- 
mendations as  those  who  want  the  gov- 
ernment to  own  the  railroads,  telegraphs, 
and  other  great  organizations  of  indus- 
trial endeavor.  A member  of  the  Presi- 
dent’s Cabinet  also  recommends  this 
appropriation,  and  the  Secretary  of  the 
Treasury  sent  it  to  Congress  as  an  offi- 
cial estimate  of  necessary  government 
expenditures.  Government  spending  is 
like  private  spending,  and  it  is  advisable 
to  keep  the  purse-strings  in  the  hands  of 
others  than  the  spenders.  The  situation 
is  serious  enough  as  it  touches  the  bill- 
ions we  have  already  spent,  but  there  are 
also  the  continuing  contracts  and  obliga- 
tions to  the  soldiers  and  their  families. 

The  interest  on  the  public  debt  will 
amount  to  more  than  $1,000,000,000  a 
year.  There  will  be  the  nest-egg  for  our 
future  national  budget  for  each  year, 
and  when  to  it  is  added  the  navy  egg, 
the  army  egg,  the  pension  egg,  and  all 
the  other  eggs  made  necessary  by  the 
war  and  planned  by  the  executive  de- 
partments, the  nest  will  be  equal  to  that 
of  the  goose  that  laid  the  golden  eggs, 
and  call  for  four  or  five  billion  dollars  a 
year  in  taxes.  We  were  all  willing  and 
glad  to  pay  any  kind  of  taxes  to  win  the 
war,  but  as  we  get  away  from  the  war 
the  people  will,  I fear,  feel  the  burden 
of  taxation  more  than  the  benefits  de- 
rived from  the  war.  That  has  been  the 
history  after  other  wars,  and  even  now 
petitions  are  pouring  in  on  Congress  to 
repeal  many  taxes  levied  only  a few 
months  ago. 

It  requires  no  Jeremiah  to  see  con- 
siderable grumbling  about  future  bud- 
gets. The  executive  departments  spend 
the  money,  but  they  cannot  create  a 
dollar  of  revenue,  not  even  by  borrow- 
ing without  the  authority  of  Congress. 
Some  very  bright  and  enterprising  peo- 


ple appear  to  lose  sight  of  this  division 
of  functions,  and  that  it  is  taxation  to 
secure  revenue  that  raises  Cain  among 
the  people.  The  taxpayers  don’t  pay 
much  attention  to  the  spending  until 
they  think  that  too  much  money  is  taken 
out  of  their  pockets  to  pay  the  bills. 
Then  they  begin  to  keep  tab  on  their 
Representatives  who  vote  the  taxes;  and 
they  know  that  they  elect  Representa- 
tives every  two  years.  The  makers  of 
the  Constitution  had  this  in  mind  when 
they  provided  that  the  Representatives 
should  be  elected  every  two  years,  that 
Congress  should  make  no  appropriation 
for  the  support  of  armies  for  longer  than 
two  years,  and  that  no  money  should 
be  drawn  from  the  Treasury  except  in 
consequence  of  appropriations  made  by 
law — by  Congress.  The  Fathers  planned 
to  keep  the  taxing  power  close  to  the 
people  and  not  permit  it  to  be  exercised 
very  long  without  the  Representatives 
having  to  be  re-elected.  All  the  checks 
lead  right  to  the  members  of  the  House, 
and  they  are  held  responsible  for  exces- 
sive taxes  whether  they  originate  them 
or  consent  to  them  when  made  else- 
where. So,  when  we  create  a National 
Budget  Committee  we  had  better  keep  it 
pretty  close  to  the  House,  which  is  the 
part  of  the  government  that  is  closest  to 
the  people  and  on  which  the  people  have 
a short  string-  to  bring  under  rein. 
Otherwise  there  may  be  trouble. 

I know  that  the  British  government 
has  a budget  committee,  but  I have  an 
impression  that  the  House  of  Commons 
comes  pretty  near  being  the  government 
over  there.  The  British  Cabinet  is 
formed  by  the  leader  of  the  majority  in 
the  House  of  Commons,  and  when  he 
loses  his  majority  the  Cabinet  goes  out 
with  him  and  a new  government  is 
formed.  It  is  about  the  same  as  though 
the  leader  of  the  majority  in  the  House 
of  Representatives  should  dictate  to  the 
President  the  men  who  should  compose 
his  Cabinet.  Such  a change  would  in- 
volve reducing  the  President  to  a digni- 
fied automaton  who  would  be  compelled 
to  take  orders  from  the  leader  of  the 
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House  of  Representatives,  and  it  would 
make  the  Senate  as  harmless  as  is  the 
House  of  Lords.  The  House  would  be 
the  government  in  fact,  and  all  others 
connected  with  the  government  would 
take  orders  from  the  leaders  of  the 
House. 

Just  think  of  President  Wilson,  after 
the  rejection  of  his  appeal  to  his  coun- 
trymen for  a Democratic  majority  in 
Congress  last  November,  sitting  in  the 
White  House  waiting  for  the  Hon.  James 
R.  Mann,  then  the  Republican  leader  of 
the  House,  to  send  word  that,  in  obedi- 
ence to  the  will  of  the  people,  he  had 
selected  a new  Cabinet;  and  then  have 
Mr.  Mann  drive  up  to  the  White  House 
and  hand  the  President  a list  of  Repub- 
licans to  fill  every  place  in  his  Cabinet. 
But,  under  the  British  system,  that  is 
just  what  would  have  happened  last 
November  after  the  election  which  re- 
versed the  majority  in  the  House.  We 
should  not  have  had  to  wait  a year  for 
the  constitutional  meeting  of  the  new 
Congress,  nor  for  the  President  to  call  an 
extra  session  at  his  pleasure.  The  new 
Congress  would  have  been  summoned  at 
once  and  the  change  would  have  run 
throughout  the  government  with  an  en- 
tirely new  set  of  advisers  for  the  Presi- 
dent to  leave  in  control  while  he  jour- 
neyed to  Paris  to  participate  in  the  Peace 
Conference.  In  fact,  he  might  not  have 
been  permitted  to  go  to  France  as  the 
chief  representative  of  the  United  States. 
Lloyd  George  had  a general  election  in 
England  before  he  became  the  chief  rep- 
resentative at  the  Peace  Conference. 
This  may  appear  like  a far-fetched  illus- 
tration, but  it  fits  the  suggestion  that  we 
should  follow  the  British  system  in  han- 
dling appropriations  for  the  support  of 
the  government  and  all  its  varied  func- 
tions. 

I say  this  without  criticism  of  the 
British  budget  plan;  for  as  I read  the 
report  of  the  Select  Committee  on  Na- 
tional Expenditures  of  the  House  of 
Commons,  the  so-called  Budget  Com- 
mittee was  created  to  keep  control  of 
government  expenditures  and  govern- 


ment policies  in  Parliament,  and  not  per- 
mit one  department  of  the  government 
or  one  committee  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons to  inaugurate  a new  policy  by  way 
of  an  appropriation.  That  is  a wise  plan 
and  it  is  what  we  had  in  Congress  until 
within  the  last  thirty  years.  But  under 
our  present  plan  of  distributing  appro- 
priation bills  to  half  a dozen  committees 
of  the  House  and  as  many  more  in  the 
Senate,  we  have  opened  the  door  for 
executive  officers  to  formulate  policies. 
They  ask  for  appropriations  for  new  de- 
partures, present  these  to  committees 
that  devote  all  their  attention  to  those 
departments,  get  appropriations  recom- 
mended and  passed  which  present  the 
camel’s  nose  for  new  policies  created  by 
law  and  requiring  continuing  appro- 
priations forever  afterward.  The  mem- 
bers of  Congress  who  are  not  on  these 
committees  know  little  about  the  bills, 
but  follow  the  committee  having  juris- 
diction on  the  theory  that  the  committee 
is  the  best  judge  of  the  matter  because  it 
has  investigated  it.  They  see  only  the 
camel’s  nose.  The  body  of  the  camel 
does  not  appear  until  later,  when  it 
comes  into  the  House  with  the  claim  that 
it  has  been  authorized  by  law  and  is 
fully  entitled  to  future  appropriations 
with  which  to  develop  the  new  policy. 
The  multifarious  duties  of  the  members 
of  Congress  in  considering  25,000  bills 
justifies  them  in  following  the  commit- 
tees having  jurisdiction,  but  this  ten- 
dency of  the  executive  departments  to 
formulate  government  policies  without 
regard  to  their  conflict  with  other  poli- 
cies of  other  departments,  and  without 
consideration  of  the  revenues,  is  the  one 
great  embarrassment  in  the  present  plan. 
Government  policies  should  be  made  by 
Congress,  not  by  the  executive  officers, 
whose  function  is  to  administer  the  law, 
not  make  the  law.  And  in  inaugurating 
new  government  policies  Congress  should 
consider  them  apart  from  appropriation 
bills. 

Our  Constitution  placed  the  national 
purse  in  the  hands  of  Congress  and 
largely  in  the  House;  and  for  the  first 
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seventy-five  years  of  its  existence  the 
House  had  a budget  committee — the 
Committee  on  Ways  and  Means.  That 
committee  reported  both  revenue  bills 
and  appropriation  bills.  It  had  jurisdic- 
tion over  taxation  and  expenditure,  and 
its  majority  represented  the  majority  of 
the  House  which  represented  the  major- 
ity vote  of  the  country  at  the  last  pre- 
ceding election.  That  was  something 
like  the  plan  in  the  House  of  Commons, 
for  if  the  House  majority  offended  the 
people  in  taxation  or  expenditure  it 
would  be  brought  to  book  at  the  next 
election.  The  Committee  on  Ways  and 
Means  considered  the  needs  of  the  gov- 
ernment in  appropriations  and  then 
framed  tax  bills  to  produce  the  necessary 
revenue.  It  planned  to  cut  the  garment 
according  to  the  cloth,  for  the  people 
did  not  like  either  a surplus  or  a deficit 
in  the  Federal  Treasury.  The  responsi- 
bility was  centered  in  one  committee 
which  might  well  have  been  called  a 
budget  committee,  and  that  plan  pre- 
vailed until  after  the  Civil  War.  Then 
the  House  created  a Committee  on  Ap- 
propriations to  consider  the  details  of 
estimates  from  the  executive  department, 
while  the  Committee  on  Ways  and 
Means  continued  to  report  tax  bills;  but 
the  two  committees  worked  together 
balancing  appropriations  and  revenues. 
Thaddeus  Stevens,  of  Pennsylvania,  who 
had  been  chairman  of  the  Committee  on 
Ways  and  Means,  became  the  first 
chairman  of  the  Committee  on  Appro- 
priations from  choice,  and  he  applied  to 
that  committee  the  knowledge  he  had 
gained  in  preparing  both  revenue  and 
appropriation  bills.  The  budget  was 
carefully  considered  to  guard  against 
having  the  majority  of  the  House  turned 
out  and  a new  majority  given  control  to 
reverse  revenue  policies.  This  plan  of 
having  two  committees  handle  the  gov- 
ernment budget  continued  for  twenty 
years  and  the  annual  appropriations 
were  kept  below  $400,000,000,  notwith- 
standing the  debts  of  the  Civil  War,  pay- 
ing the  interest  on  the  public's  debt,  and 
reducing  the  principal  by  one-half.  Then 


in  1885  there  came  the  change  by  dis- 
tributing the  appropriation  bills  to  half 
a dozen  committees,  to  develop  new 
government  policies  on  appropriation 
bills  that  had  to  be  passed  to  prevent 
the  government  from  embarrassment. 
That  change  is  often  spoken  of  as  a 
reform,  but  it  appeared  to  me  at  the 
time  as  revenge  on  one  of  the  ablest  and 
most  courageous  men  who  ever  sat  in 
the  House  of  Representatives.  The  pur- 
pose, not  much  disguised  at  the  time, 
was  to  cripple  the  power  of  Samuel  J. 
Randall  and  humiliate  him  for  what  was 
called  party  treachery,  though  he  had 
never  subscribed  to  the  policy  which  his 
party  adopted. 

Samuel  J.  Randall  was  chairman  of 
the  Committee  on  Appropriations  and 
William  R.  Morrison,  of  Illinois,  was 
chairman  of  the  Committee  on  Ways 
and  Means  in  the  Forty-eighth  Congress, 
elected  in  1882.  They  were  both  strong 
men  and  both  earnest  Democrats,  but 
they  held  divergent  views  on  the  tariff 
question.  Randall  had  always  been  a 
protection  Democrat,  while  Morrison 
was  more  in  harmony  with  the  Southern 
wing  of  the  party  in  favor  of  free  trade. 
Randall  had  been  Speaker  of  the  House 
in  the  Forty-fourth,  Forty-fifth,  and 
Forty-sixth  Congresses,  and  might  have 
been  Speaker  of  the  House  in  the  Forty- 
eighth  Congress  when  the  Democrats 
again  came  into  control  after  losing  the 
Forty-seventh  Congress,  if  he  had  been 
willing  to  compromise  his  tariff  views 
and  adopt  the  free-trade  declarations  of 
his  party  in  the  platforms  of  1876  and 
1880.  It  was  an  open  secret  when  the 
House  met  to  organize  in  December, 
1888,  that  the  Georgia  delegation  had 
sent  a message  to  Randall  offering  him 
their  support  for  Speaker  on  condition 
that  he  would  appoint  as  members  of 
the  Committee  on  Ways  and  Means 
Democrats  who  were  in  harmony  with 
the  Democratic  platform  declaration  of 
a tariff  for  revenue  only;  and  that  Gen- 
eral Rosecrans  acted  as  messenger  for 
the  California  delegation  offering  sup- 
port on  the  same  terms.  But  Randall 
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would  make  no  terms  to  secure  the 
Speakership  again,  and  he  was  defeated 
by  John  G.  Carlisle,  of  Kentucky.  Under 
the  custom  of  seniority  in  committee 
assignments,  Randall  became  chairman 
of  the  Committee  on  Appropriations 
because  he  had  been  the  leader  of  the 
minority  on  that  committee  in  the  Re- 
publican Forty-seventh  Congress.  Mor- 
rison, was  appointed  chairman  of  the 
Committee  on  Ways  and  Means,  and 
there  began  the  trouble.  Randall  was 
the  most  forceful  man  on  the  floor,  not- 
withstanding the  position  of  Morrison  as 
chairman  of  Ways  and  Means  made  him 
the  nominal  leader  of  the  House. 

When  Morrison  reported  his  cele- 
brated Horizontal  Tariff  Reduction  bill 
to  the  House,  Randall,  true  to  his  long 
record  and  his  state,  led  a considerable 
Democratic  faction  in  opposition.  That 
was  one  of  the  most  interesting  factional 
contests  I ever  saw  in  the  House.  A 
score  or  more  of  Democrats  from  New 
England,  New  York,  Pennsylvania,  Ohio, 
and  Illinois  followed  Randall  and  voted 
with  the  Republicans  to  strike  out  the 
enacting  clause,  and  the  bill  was  defeated 
by  a good  majority  in  a Democratic 
House.  Jt  raised  Cain  among  the  Demo- 
crats not  only  in  the  House,  but  through- 
out the  country;  but  notwithstanding 
the  excoriation  of  the  insurgents,  the 
Democratic  National  Convention,  held 
in  Chicago  a few  months  later,  in  1884, 
modified  the  platform  by  declaring  that 
any  change  in  the  tariff  laws  should  “be 
regardful  of  labor  and  capital  invested.” 
Randall  and  his  followers,  no  doubt, 
compelled  that  change  in  the  party  plat- 
form, and  it  was  on  that  platform  Mr. 
Cleveland  was  elected,  but  after  the 
election  and  inauguration  of  the  first 
Democratic  President  since  the  Civil 
War  he  went  back  to  the  old  tariff-for- 
revenue-only  policy  that  was  a tradition 
with  the  party. 

The  Democrats  again  controlled  the 
House  in  the  Forty-ninth  Congress  and 
Carlisle  was  again  elected  Speaker.  We 
knew  that  the  party  leaders,  including 
the  President,  had  a rod  in  pickle  for 


Randall,  and  it  was  rumored  that  he 
would  lose  the  chairmanship  of  Appro- 
priations as  punishment  for  defeating 
the  Morrison  bill.  That  would  have  con- 
tinued the  split  in  the  Democratic  party, 
for  Randall  was  a fighter  and  not  en- 
tirely dependent  on  position  for  his  fol- 
lowing. His  courage,  ability,  and  ex- 
perience made  him  a leader  regardless  of 
the  position  he  held.  Speaker  Carlisle 
was  too  good  a politician,  too  fair  a man, 
and  had  too  much  regard  for  the  tradi- 
tions of  the  House  to  listen  to  such 
advice.  There  was  no  committee  on 
committees  then.  Carlisle  was  a Speaker 
of  the  old  order  and  appointed  all  the 
committees,  assigning  both  Democrats 
and  Republicans,  and  the  member  who 
did  not  like  his  assignment  could  lump 
it  and  bite  his  thumb  to  his  heart’s  con- 
tent without  disturbing  John  G.  Car- 
lisle. He  presided  over  the  House  as 
Clay  and  Blaine  and  Randall  had  pre- 
sided before  him  and  as  Reed  presided 
after  him;  but  he  was  a good  politician, 
recognized  the  personal  power  of  Ran- 
dall, and  did  not  propose  to  quarrel  with 
him  and  have  his  party  suffer  another 
tariff  defeat  in  the  House  of  its  friends. 
Randall  was  again  named  as  chairman 
of  the  Committee  on  Appropriations,  but 
Morrison  had  his  revenge  in  the  distribu- 
tion of  the  appropriations.  He  intro- 
duced a rule  at  the  beginning  of  the  ses- 
sion which  was  reported  by  the  Commit- 
tee on  Rules  and  adopted  by  the  House, 
giving  jurisdiction  of  appropriations  as 
well  as  legislation  for  the  various  depart- 
ments of  government  to  the  committees 
on  Military  Affairs,  Naval  Affairs,  Post- 
offices,  Agriculture,  Indian  Affairs,  and 
Foreign  Affairs.  The  members  of  Presi- 
dent Cleveland’s  Cabinet  supported 
Morrison’s  plan  to  not  only  humiliate 
Randall,  but  to  curb  his  power,  and  I 
have  sometimes  thought  they  were 
shrewder  than  they  were  credited  with 
being,  and  that  they  saw  the  advantage 
to  the  executive  departments  as  well  as 
the  punishment  of  Randall  in  the 
change.  It  was  the  beginning  of  execu- 
tive interference  in  legislation  which  has 
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led  to  executive  dominance  in  legislation 
lor  appropriations  to  meet  the  demands 
of  the  spenders  instead  of  the  demands 
of  the  taxpayers.  Thomas  B.  Reed,  then 
the  Republican  leader  in  the  House, 
supported  the  new  rule,  but  some  years 
later,  after  experience  as  Speaker,  he 
admitted  to  me  that  his  judgment  had 
been  at  fault  on  that  occasion.  It  was 
political  revenge,  not  well-considered 
political  reform,  and  it  has  led  to  ex- 
travagance in  aporopriation  of  the  peo- 
ple’s money. 

Mr.  Fitzgerald,  chairman  of  the  Com- 
mittee on  Appropriations  for  six  years, 
made  a forceful  speech  two  years 
ago,  comparing  the  twelve-year  period 
1875-86  with  the  twelve-year  period 
1901-12;  the  increase  in  regular  appro- 
priations had  been  292.5  per  cent. — four 
times  the  rate  of  increase  in  population, 
three  and  a half  times  the  rate  of 
increase  in  wealth,  and  larger  than 
the  rate  of  increase  in  any  other  de- 
partment of  our  domestic  life.  Mr. 
Fitzgerald  expressed  the  opinion  that 
these  large  increases  in  public  expen- 
ditures had  been  due  to  the  change  of 
the  rules  of  the  House  which  distrib- 
uted the  appropriation  bills  to  half  a 
dozen  committees  instead  of  having  one 
committee  act  as  an  auditing  body  to 
keep  the  expenditures  within  the  reve- 
nues. I am  inclined  to  agree  with  Mr. 
Fitzgerald’s  conclusions  that  the  dis- 
tribution of  the  jurisdiction  over  appro- 
priations was  a big  incentive  to  extrava- 
gance and  the  more  careless  appropria- 
tion of  public  money.  I don’t  mean  to 
suggest  that  the  other  committees  are 
consciously  extravagant  and  wasteful, 
but  when  one  set  of  men  is  making  ap- 
propriations for  the  army,  another  for 
the  navy,  and  others  for  particular  func- 
tions of  the  government,  it  naturally 
leads  to  a gimlet-hole  view  of  govern- 
ment finances.  The  Committee  on  Ap- 
propriations in  the  old  days  had  to  have 
all  the  estimates  of  all  the  executive 
departments  on  the  table,  and  it  had  to 
consider  the  demands  of  each  in  its  rela- 
tion to  the  whole  and  to  the  revenues  to 


meet  the  expenditures.  Chairman  Sher- 
ley,  of  the  last  Committee  on  Appropria- 
tions, for  some  years  favored  a budget 
committee,  but  in  the  closing  days  of 
Congress,  February  28th,  he  made  a 
speech  in  which  he  took  the  position 
that  any  commission  making  recommen- 
dations for  a budget  must  be  subject  to 
the  control  of  Congress  “and  not  to  the 
administrative  branch  of  the  govern- 
ment,’’ and  that  the  House,  “which, 
after  all,  is  the  real  guardian  of  the  lib- 
erties of  the  people,  because  it  repre- 
sents at  short  periods  of  time  the  popu- 
lar will  of  the  people,  must  take  its  true 
place  in  determining  what  shall  be  done 
and  what  shall  not  be  done  in  respect  to 
the  great  questions  which  confront  this 
country  and  the  world.”  Like  the  Brit- 
ish Committee  on  Budget,  Mr.  Sherley 
insisted  that  Congress  and  the  popular 
House  of  Congress  should  make  the  poli- 
cies of  the  government. 

We  have  only  one  executive  elected  by 
the  people  and  responsible  to  them. 
That  is  the  President,  but  he  has  half  a 
million  people  in  the  civil  service  under 
him — it  was  nearly  a million  during  the 
war  with  Germany,  and  we  are  having 
some  difficulty  in  securing  consent  of  the 
executive  departments  for  its  reduction 
to  the  pre-war  figures  of  500,000.  Creat- 
ing offices  is  the  easiest  thing  in  the 
world;  abolishing  offices  is  the  hardest 
thing  in  the  world.  With  the  railroads 
under  government  control,  there  are 
2,000,000  more  people  added  to  the  civil 
list,  and  with  the  telegraph  and  tele- 
phone employees  added,  the  civil-service 
army  has  been  almost  as  large  as  the  mili- 
tary forces  put  into  the  field  for  the  war 
with  Germany.  This  great  aggregation 
may  be,  and  often  is,  directed  by  the 
heads  of  the  executive  departments  to 
bring  pressure  on  Congress  for  new  and 
extraordinary  appropriations  and  the 
initiation  of  new  policies.  The  distribu- 
tion of  the  appropriation  bills  in  the 
House  helps  the  departments  to  bring 
pressure  on  the  special  committees  hav- 
ing jurisdiction,  and  when  they  fail  with 
one  committee  to  try  another.  We  have 
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given  so  much  latitude  to  the  depart- 
ments that  they  now  presume  to  prepare 
legislation  and  insist  on  its  adoption  by 
Congress  without  amendment  of  any 
kind;  and,  having  prepared  such  legisla- 
tion, they  sometimes  interpret  it  in 
administration  in  a way  that  surprises 
even  the  members  of  committees  who 
reported  and  defended  it  on  the  floor. 

None  of  these  executive  officials  are 
responsible  to  the  people  or  can  be  called 
to  account  by  the  voters.  They  are  ap- 
pointed by  the  President  or  by  the  heads 
of  departments  or  selected  by  the  Civil 
Service  Commission,  and  when  they 
make  mistakes  in  recommending  and 
preparing  legislation  which  Congress 
adopts  Congress  alone  is  held  responsible. 

I have  found  executives — members  of 
the  Cabinet,  bureau  chiefs,  and  subordi- 
nate officials,  including  commissioners — 
very  human  in  wanting  what  they  want 
when  they  want  it  and  without  regard  to 
the  revenues  or  the  demands  of  other 
departments.  They  are  specialists  and 
each  devotes  his  whole  attention  to  his 
one  specialty  as  though  it  were  the  uni- 
verse. There  are  many  very  bright  and 
clever  men  among  them,  and  they  are  all 
energetic  in  their  own  fields  of  endeavor, 
but  Congress  has  to  look  at  the  whole 
government  together.  Their  enthusiasm 
is  commendable,  but  not  conclusive. 
They  are  also  like  other  people,  imita- 
tive, and  when  one  conceives  an  idea  for 
a new  government  function  the  others 
jump  in  and  also  want  the  same  func- 
tion, with  the  result  too  often  of  half  a 
dozen  rival  functions  in  as  many  differ- 
ent departments.  This  is  one  of  the  most 
wasteful  features  of  the  distribution  of 
appropriation  bills.  We  had  an  example 
of  it  when  the  Post-office  Appropriation 
bill  was  before  the  House  last  winter. 
The  Postmaster-General  recommended 
that  he  be  given  a large  appropriation 
for  building  and  operating  airplanes 
when  we  have  a surplus  of  airplanes  and 
operators  in  the  army  and  also  in  the 
navy  with  rivalry  and  friction  between 
them.  He  also  recommended  a large 
appropriation  for  the  construction  of 


post-roads  when  the  Department  of 
Agriculture  has  control  of  millions  of 
money  appropriated  by  Congress  to  aid 
the  states  in  building  roads,  with  a road 
division  that  appears  to  have  become 
efficient.  But  the  Postmaster-General 
wanted  to  duplicate  this  important  gov- 
ernment function.  The  Post-office  Com- 
mittee wrote  his  recommendations  into 
the  Post-office  Appropriation  bill.  The 
House  by  a substantial  majority  refused 
these  appropriations  because  they  were 
duplications  of  service  performed  by 
other  departments,  but  the  Senate 
adopted  the  Postmaster-General ’s  rec- 
ommendations and  the  House  concurred 
rather  than  let  the  Post-office  Appropria- 
tion bill  fail;  but  only  after  the  transfer 
of  jurisdiction  of  the  appropriation  of 
$200,000,000  for  post-roads  to  the  De- 
partment of  Agriculture,  which  has  con- 
trol of  other  good-road  funds,  and  pre- 
vented the  most  extravagant  duplication 
of  government  service  that  was  ever 
proposed.  Such  duplications  have  been 
occurring  from  year  to  year  under  the 
present  distribution  of  appropriations, 
because  the  committees  reporting  the 
legislation  do  not  have  time  to  go  over 
the  whole  history  of  what  has  been  au- 
thorized and  done  by  other  departments, 
but  accept  the  recommendations  of  de- 
partment heads  who  desire  to  inaugurate 
new  policies  or  duplicate  those  of  other 
departments. 

When  Congress  adopts  a new  national 
policy  it  should  be  presented  in  a specific 
bill  and  carefully  considered,  and  not  as 
an  amendment  to  an  appropriation  bill 
which  must  be  enacted  to  provide  funds 
for  continuing  the  regular  functions  of  a 
department  of  the  government.  I regret 
to  say  that  much  of  the  most  extravagant 
legislation  has  been  secured  in  this  way 
of  amendment  to  emergency  appropria- 
tion bills.  The  distribution  of  appro- 
priation bills  has  developed  this  hap- 
hazard legislation  more  than  anything 
else  I can  recall,  because  the  bills  re- 
ported from  these  committees  now  com- 
bine legislation  and  appropriation.  In 
the  old  days  we  did  not  have  this  embar- 
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rassment.  The  Committee  on  Military 
Affairs  prepared  legislation  for  the  army, 
and  the  Committee  on  Appropriations 
reported  the  appropriations  for  the 
army;  the  law  and  the  appropriations 
were  kept  separate,  as  they  should  be  to 
avoid  confusion  and  also  to  avoid  writ- 
ing new  policies  into  the  law.  on  appro- 
priation bills  with  little  or  no  considera- 
tion, the  appropriations  as  a whole  being 
the  one  great  object  before  Congress. 
What  is  true  of  the  legislation  reported 
by  the  Committee  on  Military  Affairs  is 
true  of  that  reported  from  the  other 
committees  that  have  the  power  to  re- 
port appropriations,  such  as  the  Com- 
mittee on  Agriculture,  the  Committee  on 
Naval  Affairs,  the  Committee  on  For- 
eign Affairs,  the  Committee  on  Indian 
Affairs,  the  Committee  on  Post-offices 
and  Post-roads,  and  the  Committee  on 
Rivers  and  Harbors.  They  all  combine 
legislation  and  appropriations  and  some- 
times in  a way  to  have  the  legislation 
little  understood  and  even  disguised 
from  the  average  member;  but  whatever 
the  objections  to  it,  they  must  be  waived 
to  secure  the  appropriation  for  the  gov- 
ernment function  of  the  department. 

Any  budget  committee  appointed  by 
the  executive  would  not  materially  dif- 
fer in  its  functions  from  that  performed 
by  the  Secretary  of  the  Treasury,  who 
under  an  old  Act  of  Congress  is  required  to 
transmit  to  Congress  all  the  estimates  for 
government  expenditures  before  Con- 
gress assembles,  and  with  them  estimates 
of  the  revenues.  That  is  a budget  func- 
tion conferred  on  the  Secretary  of  the 
Treasury  as  complete  as  any  that  I have 
seen  proposed  in  which  the  executive  has 
any  part.  But  what  does  the  Secretary 
of  the  Treasury  do?  He,  or  often  a clerk, 
simply  transmits  to  Congress  every  esti- 
mate made  by  any  of  the  departments, 
when  and  as  often  as  they  make  them, 
until  it  is  a common  thing  to  have 
supplementary  estimates  come  in  all 
through  a session  of  Congress  and  then 
followed  by  deficiency  estimates  until  it 
requires  the  services  of  a body  of  expert 
accountants  to  figure  out  the  estimates 
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of  the  different  departments  in  one  ses- 
sion of  Congress.  The  Treasury  De- 
partment, instead  of  being  a clearing-  • 
house  for  the  estimates  of  expenditures 
and  revenue  to  meet  them,  is  simply  a 
pneumatic  tube  to  hustle  along  to  Con- 
gress all  the  estimates  of  expenditure 
anybody  in  any  of  the  executive  depart- 
ments thinks  desirable.  Would  any 
budget  commission  appointed  by  the 
executive  change  this  extravagant  meth- 
od of  conducting  the  public  business? 

Reform  is  a mush-abused  word  in 
government  affairs.  When  I hear  men 
talk  about  government  reform  I am 
sometimes  reminded  of  a newspaper 
waif  I read  many  years  ago: 

I’m  thankful  that  the  sun  and  moon 
Are  both  hung  up  so  high 
That  no  pretentious  hand  can  stretch 
And  pull  them  from  the  sky. 

If  they  were  not,  I have  no  doubt 
But  some  reforming  ass 
Would  recommend  to  take  them  down 
And  light  the  world  with  gas. 

I admit  that  the  government  has  many 
valuable  experts  who  give  their  time 
to  special  investigations;  but  some  years 
ago  it  was  a standing  joke  that  one  of 
the  most  modest  clubs  in  Washington 
was  the  most  expensive  club  in  the 
world,  because  all  the  government  ex- 
perts and  many  not  in  the  government 
service  were  members  of  that  club  and 
it  became  an  exchange  for  ideas  for  new 
plans  of  government  expenditure  and 
enlargement  of  - the  government  budget. 
The  government  experts  know  little  or 
nothing  about  how  revenues  are  secured, 
and  they  have  no  hesitancy  about  work- 
ing up  all  sorts  of  schemes  for  spending 
public  money  on  the  theory  that  Uncle 
Sam  has  an  inexhaustible  and  indepen- 
dent income.  I have  met  all  kinds  of 
experts  in  the  Committee  on  Appropria- 
tions and  have  sometimes  voted  for  what 
they  asked,  and  afterward  concluded 
that  I had  been  hypnotized  by  their 
enthusiasm  and  confidence  in  making 
two  blades  of  grass  grow  where  one  had 
grown  before,  for  the  harvest  was  not 
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materially  changed  by  the  appropria- 
tion. 

But  I have  some  impressive  memories 
of  government  experts  who  did  not  un- 
derstand the  art  of  propaganda.  There 
was  Professor  Langley,  for  many  years 
secretary  of  the  Smithsonian  Institu- 
tion. He  was  a great  scientist  and  one 
of  the  most  modest  men  about  asking  for 
government  help  that  I ever  met.  About 
twenty  years  ago,  when  I was  chairman 
of  the  Committee  on  Appropriations, 
Professor  Langley  was  before  the  com- 
mittee, and  after  he  had  presented  his 
estimates  to  the  subcommittee  I asked 
if  there  was  anything  else  he  would  Kbe 
to  present  to  the  committee. 

“Yes,  Mr.  Cannon;  I would  like  to 
have  ten  thousand  dollars  to  experiment 
in  building  a flying-machine,”  said  the 
professor. 

“Great  Heavens!”  I exclaimed.  “A 
flying-machine  to  ride  up  in  the  air?” 

“ Yes,”  he  replied.  “ I don’t  wonder  at 
your  question  because  you  have  not 
given  the  subject  any  investigation. 
But  is  not  a bird  heavier  than  air?  Is 
not  the  eagle  who  soars  in  the  sunlight 
and  above  the  clouds  heavier  than  air; 
and  don’t  you  think  we  could  devise  a 
machine  by  which  the  human  animal 
can  navigate  the  air?” 

He  did  not  have  to  argue  or  make 
elaborate  explanations.  The  subcom- 
mittee agreed  to  the  appropriation,  the 
full  committee  accepted  the  recommen- 
dation, and  the  House  and  Senate  made 
the  appropriation;  and  I was  more  ridi- 
culed and  abused  for  “wasting  the  peo- 
ple’s money  ” on  flying-machines  than  for 
any  other  appropriation  I reported  while 
chairman  of  that  committee.  I was 
cartooned  as  Mother  Shipton  riding 
through  the  air  on  a broom,  and  was 
given  no  end  of  notoriety  because  of  that 
modest  appropriation.  Professor  Lang- 
ley built  his  machine,  took  it  down  the 
Potomac  and  made  it  fly,  but  he  was 
too  old  to  operate  it  himself  and  his 
assistant  was  too  timid,  especially  with  a 
bevy  of  newspaper  correspondents  hov- 
ering about  to  record  the  failure,  and  the 


flying-machine,  after  a very  short  flight, 
tumbled  into  the  river.  The  gasolene- 
engine  had  not  been  fully  developed  and 
Langley  failed,  but  the  Wright  brothers 
took  up  the  same  principle  and,  with  a 
better  engine,  made  flying  not  only  a 
possibility,  but  developed  it  into  a pas- 
time. They  did  more.  They  took  the 
old  Langley  machine  from  its  place  in 
the  National  Museum  and  made  it  fly 
over  the  national  capital  to  let  the  Con- 
gress see  that  it  had  not  thrown  away 
that  $10,000  which  was  appropriated  to 
help  Professor  Langley  experiment  with 
a flying-machine.  But  Langley  was  an 
exception  among  government  expert^ 
especially  in  his  modesty  about  asking 
for  big  government  appropriations,  and 
my  confidence  in  him  made  me  more 
lenient  in  considering  the  extravagant 
prospectuses  of  others. 

The  promotion  and  encouragement  of 
agriculture  is  one  of  the  enthusiasms  off 
the  present  time  and  has  been  growing 
ever  since  the  distribution  of  the  appro- 
priation bills.  Before  that  “reform** 
the  Committee  on  Agriculture  reported 
legislation  and  the  Committee  on  Ap- 
propriations reported  the  appropriations 
for  the  Bureau  of  Agriculture.  In  1881 
this  appropriation  was  $250,000,  and  it 
was  considered  ample,  but  within  te* 
years  the  bureau  had  become  a depart- 
ment and  the  appropriation  increased  to 
$3,000,000.  Last  year  Congress  appro- 
priated $27,000,000  for  the  activities  of 
the  Department  of  Agriculture  and  gave 
another  appropriation  of  $11,000,000  far 
the  stimulation  of  agriculture  for  war 
emergencies,  making  a total  of  $38,000,- 
000  for  the  encouragement  of  farming 
four  times  that  of  ten  years  ago — and 
the  average  yield  of  cereals  per  acre  is 
less  now  than  then.  This  appropriation 
for  the  Department  of  Agriculture  is  con- 
stantly growing.  This  year  it  is  $34,000,- 
000,  and  with  the  good-roads  appropria- 
tions which  are  handled  by  the  depart- 
ment added,  its  annual  disbursements 
amount  to  about  $70,000,000.  The  ex- 
perts are  continually  crying  for  more 
and  spreading  propaganda  to  extenr 
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their  work,  even  to  teach  the  farmers’ 
wives  how  to  cook  and  make  butter. 

There  is  one  recommendation  of  the 
Select  Committee  on  National  Expendi- 
tures of  the  British  House  of  Commons 
that  is  worth  considering.  That  commit- 
tee in  its  report  says  that  “ the  Treasury 
could  not  exercise  its  powers  of  control 
if  it  is  itself  a spending  department,”  and 
it  recommended  that  the  old-age  pen- 
sions control  be  transferred  to  some 
other  department.  But  when  we  created 
the  Bureau  of  War  Risk  Insurance, 
which  is  to  be  one  of  the  greatest  spend- 
ing bureaus  of  the  government,  it  was 
placed  under  the  Treasury  Department; 
and,  partly  by  law  and  partly  by  execu- 
tive order,  the  Secretary  of  the  Treasury 
has  become  the  controller  of  greater  ex- 
penditures than  any  other  administra- 
tive department  to  divert  his  attention 
from  the  function  of  looking  after  gov- 
ernment finances  and  checking  up  all 
expenditures.  The  President  placed  the 
control  of  the  railroads  in  the  hands  of 
the  Secretary  of  the  Treasury,  and  Con- 
gress, under  advice  from  the  Treasury 
Department,  has  given  it  control  of  War 
Risk  Insurance,  of  public  buildings,  the 
Coast  Guard,  the  Public  Health  Service, 
and  other  spending  bureaus. 

Several  new  government  policies  have 
been  adopted  through  the  efforts  of 
these  bureaus  under  the  stress  of  war. 
One  is  an  appropriation  of  $11,000,000 
for  the  establishment  of  hospitals  for 
soldiers — and  others — under  the  control 
of  the  Public  Health  Service,  notwith- 
standing the  reports  of  the  surgeon-gen- 
erals of  the  army  and  navy  that  they  had 
ample  hospital  facilities  for  all  the  sol- 
diers. Here  is  another  duplication  of 
service  under  the  impulse  to  take  care  of 
the  soldiers,  and  a new  government  pol- 
icy by  making  it  permanent  for  civilians; 
and  the  extension  of  the  Public  Health 
Service,  which  is  the  greatest  mushroom 
growth  in  the  government,  reaching  out 
to  control  the  health  of  all  the  people 
and  become  a national  dispensary  and 
clinic  at  the  expense  of  the  Federal 
Treasury  with  an  army  of  doctors  pre- 


scribing calomel  and  castor-oil  to  100,- 
000,000  people  without  even  looking  at 
their  tongues. 

Another  new  policy  was  grafted  last 
year  on  the  Army  Appropriation  bill, 
making  an  appropriation  of  about  $3,- 
000,000  for  the  co-operation  of  the  Fed- 
eral government  with  the  states  in  the 
control  of  vice  diseases.  This  was  also 
placed  under  the  direction  of  the  Public 
Health  Service.  It  may  or  may  not  have 
been  a good  war  policy;  but  it  was 
adopted,  not  as  a separate  measure,  but 
as  an  amendment  to  the  bill  to  appro- 
priate $10,000,000,000  for  the  army  in 
the  emergency  of  war,  making  an  appro- 
priation to  be  controlled  by  a bureau 
under  the  Treasury  Department.  But, 
in  addition  to  the  irregular  way  of  mak- 
ing the  appropriation,  there  was  the 
manufactured  emotionalism  for  protect- 
ing the  boys  from  greater  dangers  than 
those  of  battle,  with  alleged  statistics  to 
show  that  our  boys  were  not  fit  to  fight 
because  of  their  vices.  There  was  little 
debate  on  this  “war  measure”  because 
no  member  was  prepared  to  dispute  the 
statistics  and  be  charged  with  defending 
vice;  and  Congress  gave  the  Public 
Health  Service  $3,000,000  and  arbitrary 
power  over  all  people  who  approached 
an  army  camp,  and  also  over  interstate 
travel.  This  new  policy  came  in  answer 
to  the  agitation  as  to  whether  the  Amer- 
ican boys  were  fit  to  fight,  and  that 
agitation  appears  like  a nightmare  since 
the  boys  showed  to  the  whole  world 
their  fitness  for  fighting  at  Verdun,  at 
St.-Mihiel,  and  in  the  Argonne,  when 
they  drove  back  the  Germans  and  won 
the  war.  The  Provost-Marshal  General’s 
report  also  discredits  the  statistics  of 
the  health  experts  by  showing  that  of  the 
millions  of  boys  examined  by  the  army 
surgeons  only  one  per  cent,  of  those  re- 
jected as  unfit  for  fighting  were  rejected 
because  of  vice  disease,  and  that  only 
one  in  a thousand  of  those  examined  was 
disqualified  by  reason  of  vice.  Con- 
sciously or  ignorantly,  the  health  ex- 
perts slandered  our  American  boys,  but 
they  got  $3,000,000  and  established  an 
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autocratic  power  over  all  the  people  un- 
der the  stress  of  war.  They  are  trying 
to  make  this  power  permanent  since  the 
Armistice,  and,  strange  to  say,  the  one 
voice  raised  against  it  in  the  last  session 
was  that  of  the  only  woman  who  ever 
held  a seat  and  a vote  in  Congress. 
Where  men  feared  to  be  misunderstood 
by  opposing  this  new  policy,  a refined 
woman  stepped  into  the  arena  to  do 
battle  and  discuss  a question  which  is 
barred  from  good  society.  Miss  Rankin 
fought  the  paragraph,  secured  an  amend- 
ment cutting  off  a part  of  the  arbitrary 
power  of  the  experts,  and  won  the  admi- 
ration of  all  members  of  the  House  by 
the  way  she  laid  aside  mock  modesty  to 
discuss  frankly  and  intelligently  the 
■questions  involved  in  the  control  of  vice 
disease. 

Some  of  our  reformers  are  unconscious 
revolutionists,  and  some  of  the  advo- 
cates of  the  budget  system  are  of  that 
order.  They  want  to  strike  out  the 
“government  of  the  people”  and  the 
“government  by  the  people”  from  Lin- 
coln’s celebrated  phrase,  and  retain  only 
“a  government  for  the  people.”  They 
are  the  reactionaries  I most  fear  because 
they  are  going  back  toward  the  cen- 
tralization and  bureaucracy  that  long 
ago  disappeared  from  the  world  except 
in  Russia  and  Germany,  where  it  re- 
cently went  down  in  a crash  of  anarchy. 
We  want  no  such  “ reform  ” in  this  coun- 
try. When  we  create  a Budget  Commis- 
sion we  should  keep  it  in  Congress  and 
as  far  as  possible  in  the  House  of  Repre- 
sentatives, which  is  directly  responsible 
to  the  people  on  the  basis  of  population. 
If  we  leave  any  part  of  it  to  the  executive 
we  shall  only  exaggerate  the  present 
embarrassments.  The  electorate  will 
continue  to  hold  the  Representatives  re- 
sponsible for  the  budget,  whatever  power 
they  surrender  to  the  executive.  The 
heads  of  the  departments  want  to  make 


the  budget  of  expenditures  and  compel 
Congress  to  levy  taxes  according  to 
their  plans  for  expenditure.  The  Pha- 
raohs had  that  kind  of  a budget  system, 
and  so  had  the  Czars  of  Russia.  It  was 
not  the  system  embodied  in  the  Amer- 
ican Constitution.  The  President  re- 
cently vetoed  the  Sundry  Civil  Appro- 
priation bill  which  carries  appropria- 
tions for  almost  every  department  of  the 
government,  because  the  appropriation 
for  one  function  was  not  as  large  as  the 
chief  of  the  bureau  desired,  although  it 
was  more  than  double  the  official  esti- 
mates submitted  to  Congress  for  that 
bureau;  and  because  the  bill  put  a limi- 
tation on  the  amount  that  might  be  paid 
in  high  salaries  to  the  employees  of  the 
bureau;  notwithstanding  the  fact  that 
Congress  from  the  beginning  has  pro- 
vided by  law  what  the  salaries  of  the 
President  and  all  other  officers  of  the 
government  should  be.  These  develop- 
ments are  all  away  from  the  budget 
plans  of  those  who  prepared  the  Consti- 
tution, and  when  Congress  consents  to 
the  executive  making  the  budget  it  will 
have  surrendered  the  most  important 
part  of  a representative  government,  and 
put  this  country  back  where  it  was  when 
the  shot  at  Lexington  was  “heard  ’round 
the  world.”  Taxation  without  repre- 
sentation brought  this  nation  into  being, 
and  I tliink  we  had  better  stick  pretty 
close  to  the  Constitution  with  its  divi- 
sion of  powers  well  defined  and  the  tax- 
ing power  close  to  the  people. 

I believe  that  the  House  of  Repre- 
sentatives should  have  one  committee 
with  jurisdiction  over  appropriations, 
and  that  the  House  should  stand  firmly 
for  its  budget,  because  it  is  the  one 
branch  of  Congress  to  which  the  Consti- 
tution committed  this  responsibility  and 
the  one  which  the  people  hold  responsi- 
ble for  the  budget,  which  includes  taxa- 
tion as  well  as  expenditure. 
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BY  BETH  BRADFORD  GILCHRIST 


JOHN  HULING’S  return  meant  noth- 
ing in  particular  to  Molly  Burt.  The 
whole  war,  so  far  as  that  went,  meant 
to  Molly  nothing  in  particular  and 
everything  in  general.  She  had  no 
brothers  and  her  father  was  over  age; 
even  her  cousins  had  adventured  only  so 
far  as  to  return  questionnaires.  She 
remained  an  outsider,  maintaining  her 
self-respect  on  a fringe  of  knitted  socks, 
surgical  dressings.  Liberty  Bond  sales- 
manship, and  occasional  canteen  ser- 
vices. 

But  she  maintained  it  enthusiasti- 
cally. Not  a drive  drove  its  triumphant 
way  through  the  inconsiderable  but 
patriotic  New  England  town  where 
Molly  lived  without  enrolling  her  name 
among  its  canvassers.  She  had  a repu- 
tation for  success  in  drives. 

“I’d  like  to  put  her  on  the  road  for 
Craig  & Sons  when  this  war’s  over,” 
Craig,  Sr.,  was  reported  to  have  said  at 
United  War  Work  headquarters.  “ She’s 
got  the  nerve  of  a brass  monkey — oh,  I 
mean  it  all  right,  needn’t  laugh — and 
the  common  sense  of  a man  who’s  pulled 
himself  to  the  top  by  his  boot-straps, 
and  she’s  good-lookin’  enough  to  make 
you  think  she  hasn’t  an  idea  in  her 
head.  She’d  be  a wizard  on  the  road.” 

“Meaning  that  curly-headed  little 
girl  who  just  went  out?”  incredulously 
inquired  the  man  who  had  last  made 
his  report,  and  whose  tally  showed 
a lamentable  declension  from  headquar- 
ters’ estimate  of  what  he  ought  to  get 
from  his  district.  “Why,  she’s  just  a 
kid!” 

“No  more  a kid  than  you  are,”  said 
Craig,  Sr.  “She’s  got  the  enthusiasm  of 
a kid,  though,  and  she  ain’t  afraid  to 
show  it.” 


“Makes  the  thing  look  so  darned 
attractive,”  drawled  another  man,  shift- 
ing his  cigar  to  the  corner  of  his  mouth, 
“that  you  fall  for  it.  Goin’  to  have  the 
time  6f  your  life  givin’  fifty  dollars — 
or  mebbe  five  hundred — that’s  her.” 

“I  see.  Good  actor,  eh?” 

“Not  a bit  of  it,”  said  Craig,  Sr.,  with 
emphasis.  “She’s  honest.  That’s  why 
she  gets  the  goods.  Thinks  you  are 
goin’  to  have  the  time  of  your  life.” 

Molly  Burt,  walking  up  Main  Street  a 
month  after  the  war  drive  had  pounded 
over  the  top,  soliciting  memberships  for 
the  Red  Cross  this  time,  heard  that 
John  Huling  was  coming  home.  Jack’s 
sister  Ada  told  her. 

“Oh,  isn’t  that  splendid /”  said  Molly. 
“Is  he  going  on  lawyering  with  Rice  & 
Mayhew  when  he’s  discharged,  or  does 
he  want  to  stay  in  the  army?” 

“It  will  be  Rice  & Mayhew,  I pre- 
sume. I don’t  think  he  wants  to  stay 
in  the  army.  .He  is  still  in  hospital,  you 
know,  waiting  for  a ship  to  bring  him 
home.  We  had  a letter  yesterday,  writ- 
ten by  one  of  the  nurses.” 

“When  he  is  really  home,  how  happy 
you  will  all  be!” 

“Oh,”  said  John’s  sister,  and  her  face 
showed  tired  and  old  for  a minute,  as 
though  a mask  had  slipped — “ oh,  you 
don’t  know  what  it’s  been  like  for  the 
last  year — nobody  knows  who  hasn’t 
been  through  it.” 

“I  can  imagine,”  said  Molly. 

“And  now  to  have  the  war  over  and 
Jack  alive — it’s  too  good  to  be  true. 
Mother  can’t  believe  it.  I think  she’s  a 
little  superstitious,  afraid  to  let  herself 
be  too  happy.  You  see  we  don’t  know 
yet  what’s  the  matter.” 

“Does  Grace  know?” 
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“ Not  a thing  more  than  we  do.” 

A block  farther  up  the  street  Molly 
met  Grace  Dewey. 

“ I know  a happy  girl,”  said  Molly. 

Grace  smiled.  She  was  tall  and  stately 
and  always  gave  the  effect  of  being  per- 
fectly composed.  For  that  reason  her 
present  eagerness  was  the  more  strik- 
ing. 

“Oh,  Molly,  it’s  such  a relief!”  she 
chattered.  “The  long  strain — not  know- 
ing where  Jack  was,  or  anything  at 
all  about  him,  except  that,  wherever 
he  was,  he  was  pretty  sure  to  be  un- 
comfortable. And  now  I’m  afraid  the 
poor  boy  is  dreadfully  hurt — we  don’t 
really  know  even  yet.  But  when  he 
comes  home” — Grace’s  voice  shook  with 
a little  thrill  that  disconcerted  her  quite 
as  much  as  it  pleased  Molly,  her  too 
calm  eyes  glowed  with  a sudden  immo- 
lating light — “when  he  comes  home  1 
am  going  to  lay  myself  out  to  make  it 
up  to  him.” 

“Lucky  Jack!”  said  Molly.  “You 
won’t  be  alone  in  that,  Grace,  though 
I’ll  admit  you  have  advantages  over  the 
rest  of  us.  Jack  with  his  Croix  de  Guerre 
and  all  his  other  decorations  can  have 
anything  he  wants  of  this  town.” 

She  walked  on,  pleasurably  stirred  by 
the  sight  of  an  emotion  she  had  hither- 
to had  to  take  too  much  for  granted. 
Grace  did  care,  she  reflected.  When  you 
have  fought  as  many  battles  for  a person 
as  Molly  had  for  Grace  it  is  agreeable  to 
witness  with  your  own  eyes  positive 
proof  of  your  rightness.  Did  she  care 
too  much?  Not  wisely,  but  too  well? 
Molly  took  herself  to  task  sharply. 
What  had  suggested  to  her  mind  such  a 
foolish  notion?  Grace  would  take  hard 
whatever  was  takablc  that  way;  she 
always  had.  And,  of  course,  when  peo- 
ple fell  in  love  they  quite  as  surely  let 
themselves  in  for  hard  things  as  for  the 
other  sort.  Pure  rapture  was  only  pos 
sible  because  of  the  equal  possibility  of 
its  antithesis.  You  ran  risks  when  you 
put  out  from  the  safe  shore  in  any  such 
unstable  craft  as  passion,  ran  risks  with 
your  eyes  open,  if  you  were  as  old  as 


Grace.  Molly,  who  was  equally  old  and 
incorrigibly  romantic,  knew  what  she 
thought  of  both  shore  and  boat.  Her 
theories  remained  untested.  She  had 
long  been  in  love  with  love,  but  never  in 
love  with  a man. 

Meanwhile  John  Huling — the  broad- 
shouldered,  blue-eyed  young  lawyer  who 
had  put  his  ring  on  the  third  finger  of 
Grace  Dewey’s  left  hand  and  marched 
away  in  his  strength  to  Ch&teau-Thieny 
and  St.-Mihiel — John  Huling  was  in- 
deed coming  home,  his  firm  feet  stum- 
bling in  a world  of  darkness.  From  the 
first  he  had  been  quite  sure  that  he 
didn’t  mind  what  the  war  did  to  him,  so 
long  as  it  killed  him,  if  it  was  going  to 
kill  him,  completely.  Decency  he  didn’t 
ask  for,  only  thoroughness.  He  didn’t 
even  ask  for  Grace.  She  was  his,  he  knew 
that,  as  long  as  he  lasted;  and,  if  he 
didn’t  last  whole,  he  didn’t  want  to 
mortgage  her  future.  That  was  why 
they  hadn’t  been  married.  Grace  was 
willing  enough  in  her  heart  of  hearts; 
they  both  knew  it.  But  John  must,  after 
all,  have  distrusted  the  war. 

And  now  he  wasn’t  going  to  whine. 
It  had  come,  the  thing  he  had  in  his  soul 
stipulated  against,  and  it  wasn’t,  after 
all,  so  bad  but  that  it  might  have  been 
worse.  Sounds  meant  a lot  to  him  al- 
ready; he  could  perceive  that  they  were 
going  to  mean  more.  Some  fellows 
couldn’t  even  hear.  If  you  couldn’t 
either  hear  or  see,  then  you  were  in  a 
bad  way.  Not  otherwise.  He  was  a 
little  amazed  at  his  own  persistent  cheer- 
fulness. It  was  a thing  that  had  very 
little  to  do  with  his  will.  He  didn’t  try 
to  be  cheerful;  it  did  itself.  But  he 
knew  how  the  home  town  would  look  at 
this  mental  complexion  of  his.  “How 
well  John  takes  it!”  He  grimaced.  A 
fellow  could  put  up  with  such  things,  if 
he  had  to.  As  for  Grace — of  course  he 
wouldn’t  hold  Grace.  But  if  Grace 
wanted  to  be  held — That  was  as  far  as 
he  got,  consciously.  He  could  tell  when 
he  saw  her.  How  persistently  the  old 
verbs  stuck! 

The  town,  when  John  finally  reached 
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it  alter  devious  shuntings  from  hospital 
to  hospital,  expert  to  expert,  was  aghast. 
It  had  known  that  such  things  happened, 
of  course;  it  had  not  expected  them  to 
happen  in  its  midst.  John  Huling  had 
been  so  incomparably  its  best,  so  face  to 
the  dawn,  so  to  speak;  the  sun  had  been 
rising  when  he  went  away.  Now  the 
sun,  John’s  sun,  was  nowhere  to  be  seen. 
There  were  things  blind  men  found  to 
do — the  town  had  a vague  knowledge  of 
them — but  of  what  sort?  Mere  things,  it 
apprehended,  hazily;  professions  were 
out  of  the  question.  Yes,  the  town  took 
John  hard.  But  it  made  up  its  mind  not 
to  let  him  know  how  hard  it  took  him, 
how  the  sight  of  him,  feeling  his  way 
clumsily  with  a cane,  shocked  it.  The 
town  would  be  good  to  him.  In  so  far 
as  it  could,  it  would  make  up. 

And  John,  who  asked  only  to  be 
treated  as  he  had  always  been  treated, 
found  himself  set  apart,  remote.  They 
were  going  to  be  kind;  he  sensed  at 
once  their  granite  determination.  Noth- 
ing was  too  good  for  him,  nothing  but 
the  healthy  give-and-take  of  normal 
men.  If  just  one  of  them  had  buffeted 
him  in  the  old  hearty  fashion,  he  could, 
he  sometimes  thought,  have  broken 
through.  But  they  were  too  sorry  for 
him;  too  kind  even  in  welcome  to  man- 
handle a blind  man.  And  he  was  in  no 
position  to  bluff  them  out.  He  had  to 
let  them  be  good  to  him,  set  him  straight 
at  comers,  lead  him  over  crossings,  steer 
him  around  obstructions,  talk  to  him  in 
voices  that  said  plainer  than  their  stu- 
diously chosen  words  how  sorry  they 
were  for  him.  A perpetual  atmosphere 
of  compassion  surrounded  the  returned 
Boldier,  and  compassion  was  nothing  that 
he  had  any  use  for.  He  wanted  equality 
and  fraternity,  the  equality  and  fra- 
ternity of  the  blesses  that  joke  at  dis- 
abilities and  think  none  the  less  or  the 
more  of  a man  for  being  armless  or  leg- 
less or  eyeless.  The  town  thought  too 
much.  Couldn’t  these  people  just  for  a 
minute.  Jack  fumed,  stop  being  sorry  for 
a fellow? 

At  home  it  was  no  better.  Nobody 


forgot  even  for  a second  that  he  was 
blind.  In  the  cheerful  voices  of  his 
father,  mother,  sisters,  big  and  little,  he 
could  fairly  feel  the  resolute  lift,  and  the 
weight  of  it  bore  ponderously  on  his 
spirit.  They  were  brave,  when  he 
wanted  them  to  be  natural.  If  they 
would  only  let  themselves  go  now  and 
then  and  cry!  Bless  ’em,  he’d  love  it. 
Perhaps 'they  did,  in  secret.  He  had  a 
fancy,  when  his  too  acute  ear  detected  a 
studious  note  of  super-cheer  in  their 
voices,  that  they  had  been  crying.  The 
cheer  was  so  palpably  worked  up.  His 
own  was  getting  to  be  forced,  too.  But 
he  could  never  catch  even  his  mother  off 
her  guard.  She  would  never  let  herself 
go  in  his  arms. 

They  were  so  sweet,  too,  his  people, 
cloyingly  sweet.  If  some  one  would  only 
scold  him  once  in  a while,  be  cross  to 
him!  Now  and  then  he  became  delib- 
erately insufferable.  Would  anything 
happen?  Nothing  ever  did,  except  for- 
bearance. He  gave  up  boorishness  in 
despair.  How  he  had  wanted  to  come 
home!  How  he  had  longed  for  it!  Now 
that  he  was  here,  he  hated  it.  His  kind, 
he  thought,  gloomily,  ought  never  to  be 
returned  to  civil  life;  ought  to  be  or- 
ganized into  a corps  of  the  abnormal. 
They  understood  one  another. 

Grace  had  no  succor  for  him.  She  was 
worse,  if  anything,  than  his  home  peo- 
ple. But  he  had  been  bom  to  his  home 
people;  he  hadn’t  been  bora  to  Grace. 
Grace  was  noble.  He  heard  the  iron  ring 
of  it  in  her  voice  under  the  velvet  soft- 
ness. Grace  was  schooling  herself  for 
her  life-work,  adjusting  herself  to  his 
new  limitations,  wonting  her  thought  to 
his  circumscriptions.  It  wasn’t  easy  for 
Grace,  and  he  had  to  admire  her.  She 
had  dismissed  so  lightly  his  proffer  of 
freedom. 

“1  suppose  you  had  to  get  it  out  of 
your  system.  Jack.”  She  had  kissed  him 
by  way  of  punctuation  to  her  words. 
“It’s  traditional,  the  right  thing,  of 
course,  to  say  what  you’ve  said.  Now 
let’s  forget  it  ” 

“But,  Grace,”  he  expostulated, 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Go  igle 


632 


HARPER’S  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE 


“ things  have  changed  since  1 went  away. 
It’s  not  fair  for  you  to  be  bound — ” 

“And  if  I want  to  be  bound?” 

“ You  think  you  do,”  he  returned,  “or, 
rather,  I’m  afraid  that  you  think  you 
aught.  There’s  a difference.” 

“Listen  to  the  lawyer,”  said  Grace. 
His  ear  caught  the  almost  inaudible  gasp 
with  which  she  recognized  the  slip.  Her 
nervousness  had  betrayed  her*  tact. 

Boldly  he  seized  the  opportunity. 
“Grace,  have  you  really  thought  this 
thing  all  through?  I’m  a pretty  husky 
fellow,  you  know.” 

“I  should  hope  so.  Of  course  I've 
thought  it  through.” 

He  understood  that  she  would  not  slip  • 
again.  But  what  a strain,  on  perpetual 
guard  for  a lifetime!  He  tried  again. 
“When  1 went  away  1 left  you  free  on 
purpose,  in  case — ” 

She  took  the  initiative  from  him  im- 
periously. “Don’t  you  need  me,  Jack? 
Don’t  you  need  me  more  than  ever — 
now?  And  don’t  you  know  that’s  what 
a woman  loves  best — to  be  needed?” 

Her  words  came  nearer  his  ear.  He 
knew  just  how  she  was  sitting  forward 
with  that  well-remembered  poised  alert- 
ness that  he  had  liked  to  watch.  The 
words  that  had  leaped  to  utterance  died 
on  his  lips.  How  could  he  say  to  this 
devoted  woman,  “But  I want  a woman 
to  love  me,  not  my  need  of  her”? 

“Nobody,  I think,  needs  me”  He 
tried  to  make  the  words  whimsical. 

“7  do,”  said  Grace.  “I  need  you — to 
need  me.”  She  said  it  positively,  tri- 
umphantly, as  though  she  had  scored  a 
victory. 

But  to  John  Hilling’s  vision  the  thing 
that  had  been  between  them  lay  there 
quite  dead,  dragged  out  into  the  open 
by  her  unwitting  words. 

“ 7 need  you.”  She  repeated  it  almost 
gleefully,  so  sure  was  she  of  her  own 
rightness  and  of  her  power  to  reassure 
him.  “Don’t  you  know  what  my  life 
would  be  like  without  you?  Why,  you 
are  my  life.  You,”  she  laughed  a little 
in  her  eagerness — “you’re  my — my  job, 
John.  I read  in  a book  once  that  was 


the  true  solution  of  marriage,  to  make 
your  husband  your  job.” 

I S66«  ” He  reached  out  and  patted 
her  hand.  “Grace,  you’re  a good 
woman.  I don’t  deserve  you.” 

So  uplifted  was  she  in  her  consecration 
to  the  task  ahead  that  she  missed  noth- 
ing in  his  speech.  With  quickened  in- 
sight John  Huling  saw  that  she  had 
swept  beyond  passion.  She  had  dedi- 
cated herself  to  service. 

“You  ought  to  be  a mm,  Grace,”  he 
said,  gravely. 

She  turned  startled  eyes  on  him.  “I? 

A nun?” 

“You’re  wasting  yourself  on  one 
man.” 

“As  though  it  were  waste!  On  you!” 

No,  Grace  was  adamant  in  her  con- 
sciousness of  high  calling.  But  John 
Huling  wanted  to  kick  something.  He 
went  out  and  kicked  pebbles  in  the 
garden  paths  and  acknowledged  himself 
a cad  of  cads.  He  had  wanted  Grace 
even  more  than  he  had  wanted  his 
mother,  and  that  longing,  too,  had 
turned  to  dust  and  ashes.  A lifetime 
spent  with  Grace  looked  intolerable  to 
him  now.  From  the  high  splendor  of  his 
year  in  France  he  had  sunk  to  the  mud- 
dled exasperations  of  a fly  in  toils.  That 
the  web  was  woven  of  kindness  could 
not  mitigate  the  fact  that  he  was  caught. 

And  then  suddenly,  like  a merciful 
finger  parting  the  strangling  threads,  a 
new  voice  came  into  his  black  world. 
Molly  Burt  was  out  of  town  when  John 
Huling  returned.  “You  remember 
Molly  Burt,  John?”  his  mother  asked, 
one  particularly  grim  morning.  “Ada 
will  be  home  in  a few  minutes.  Mean- 
while, I tell  Molly,  she  had  better 
come  in  here  and  amuse  you.” 

“Remember  Molly  Burt?  I should 
say  so,”  said  John,  striding  forward  with 
outstretched  hand.  Even  at  the  cost  of 
hitting  something,  he  refused  to  grope. 
Which  was  Molly  Burt,  he  wondered — 
the  curly-headed  short  girl  Ada  used  to 
play  about  with,  or  the  dark,  tall  one? 
Then  a cool,  firm  little  hand  slipped  into 
his  and  gave  him  back  pressure  for  pres- 
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Ins  breath.  He  fell,  like  a dooming  man  of  Molly’s  speech.  Joins  Holing  hud 
drawn  suddenly  up  into .the Messed  life-  gwwo  -such  a stranger  to  admiration 
giving  ..-airy He  filled  -bet ears  with  that  unalloyed  with'  pity,  that  he  hung  on 
voice.  It  was  a miracle,  it  couldn’t  tie  fatuously  even  after  Ids  sister’s  return, 
true,  but  he  reveled  in  it;  lie  would  have  hung  on  until  he  reminded  himself 
committed  any  crime  to  keep  it  speak  sternly  that  if  she  thought,  him  "dotty  ’' 
log.  A trifle  light  r head  wily  he  found-  ■ or:  '‘fresh  ’’  she  wouldn’t  come  again, 
himself  sitting  on  a st da.  heside  t lie  voice,  : Heaven  forbid  that  site  should  think 
guided  there,  as  he  remeudatred  after-  him  fresh! 

ward,  without  any  impression  of  guid-  "You  hove  unite  cheered  lack  up,” 
••line*  by  the  firm  little  hand  to  which  he  said  his  sister,  walking  with  Molly  to  the 
had  clung  with  the  tenacity  of  one  who  outer  door  “He’s  a bear  sometimes, 
has  been  physically  drowning.  And  still  poor  bpvp’ 

that  Messed  voice  spoke  on.  Tfc  might  “Is'he?”  smiled  Molly,  "lie's  ire- 
ha  ve  returned  unsea  lin'd.  fdraH  the  com-  meudously  interesting.  Just  think,  Ada, 
passion  In  it,  u«d  he  was  an  adept  by.  rd  the  thrilling  things  he’s,  been 
now'  at  ‘"listening  in"  between  spoken  through!" 

words.  Only  admiration  and  human  "lie  paid  for  them,”  said  Ada. 
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“Perhaps” — Molly  tilted  her  chin — 
“he  found  them  worth  paying  for.” 

It  was  three  days  later  that  John’s 
mother  stopped  Molly  Burt  on  the 
street.  “Molly,”  she  said,  “run  in  as 
often  as  you  can,  won’t  you?  We  are 
trying  to  throw  John  as  much  as  pos- 
sible in  the  society  of  young  people — he 
mustn’t  grow  morose,  poor  boy.  And 
you  seem  to  have  a way  he  likes.  Didn’t 
you  tell  him  stories?” 

“He  told  me  stories,”  corrected  Molly. 
“I’ve  been  counting  the  days  till  I could 
decently  come  and  hear  some  more.” 

That  was  the  way  it  began,  quite  in- 
nocently and  happily,  often  with  Grace 
sitting  by,  John  reveling  in  the  sheer 
comfort  of  Molly’s  voice,  Molly  blithely 
letting  herself  go,  secure  behind  the  pro- 
tecting barrier  of  John’s  engagement.  It 
never  occurred  to  her  to  be  on  her  guard. 

Something  else  occurred  to  her.  “It 
makes  me  boil,”  she  told  her  mother, 
“to  hear  how  they  speak  to  him.  Just 
as  though  they  were  sorry  for  him — 
sorry  for  a man  like  that!  Can’t  they 
see  he’s  had  more  in  his  life  than  we  shall 
ever  have?  He’s  been  at  the  heart  of 
one  of  the  world’s  biggest  minutes,  he 
has  helped  make  the  clock  tick  right. 
And  they’re  sorry  for  him!  As  though  he 
had  lost  something!” 

“Most  people  would  consider  eye- 
sight something,  daughter,”  said  her 
mother,  mildly. 

“He’s  got  another  sight,”  defended 
Molly,  swaftly.  “He’s  the  keenest  thing! 
And,  if  you  didn’t  know  about  his  eyes, 
I don’t  believe,  just  meeting  him — I 
almost  don’t  believe  you’d  notice  any- 
thing the  matter  at  all.” 

“ Wouldn’t  you?  I haven’t  seen  him.” 

“That’s  going  rather  far,  perhaps. 
But  he  is  so  quick  at  concealing  it.  He 
needn’t  stick  to  cover  the  way  he  does. 
I wish  he  wouldn’t.  Grace  ought  not  to 
let  him.  I wonder — ” 

What  she  wondered  Molly  did  not 
say.  Instead  she  veered  back  to  indig- 
nation. 

“Sorry  for  him!  My  soul!  He’s  not 
sorry  for  himself,  is  he?  If  he  is,  you 


can’t  detect  it.  But  they’re  going  to 
spoil  things  for  him.  They  wall  spoil 
everything  he  got  over  there  if  they 
don’t  stop  4 poor-boy ing’  him.  Why 
can’t  they  let  him  walk  on  his  own 
feet?” 

It  was  a pity  John  couldn’t  hear 
Molly’s  tirade,  her  voice  richly  vibrant 
with  protest.  On  the  other  hand,  it 
wasn’t  necessary.  John  already  had  the 
substance  of  all  but  the  last  sentence. 

He  got  that,  too,  the  next  day.  Mrs. 
Huling  was  sleeping  off  a headache; 
Ada  had  been  hastily  summoned  to 
detach  her  kitten  from  a neighbor’s  cast- 
away catnip;  Grace  was  detained  by 
the  dressmaker;  for  a few  minutes  Molly 
and  John  were  alone. 

“When  are  you  going  to  begin  prac- 
tice?” Molly  asked,  casually,  tossing  the 
question  like  a ball  for  him  to  catch  and 
toss  back. 

“ Begin — what  did  you  say?” 

Surprise  made  John  fumble. 

Molly  did  not  help  him.  She  merely 
threw  her  ball  again.  “When  are  you 
going  to  begin  practice?” 

This  time  John  caught  it,  none  too 
dexterously.  “Why — er — Rice  & May- 
hew’s  is  rather  out  of  the  question,  now, 
isn’t  it?” 

“I  don’t  see  why,”  said  Molly. 
“Parkman  did  history.  He  made  up 
chapters  in  his  head  and  dictated  them 
whole.  You  could  do  law  in  your  head. 
You  have  finished  studying.” 

“Nobody  ever  finishes  studying  law, 
Molly.” 

“Oh,  you  would  need  a partner — a 
kind  of  sub-partner — to  read  and  look  up 
things  for  you.  But  you  have  one 
already.” 

“I  have,  have  I?” 

“Of  course!  Grace.” 

“Oh  yes,  Grace.”  He  was  silent  a 
minute.  “She  hasn’t  mentioned  the 
subject.” 

“ Perhaps  she  is  waiting  for  you,”  sug- 
gested Molly.  “ Waiting  for  you  to  show 
her  that  you  want  to  talk  about  it.” 

“Perhaps.”  The  word  fell  like  a 
plummet  into  unfathomable  depths.  “ I 
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'‘Can’t- .you?”  Molly  was  all  eager-  " I honestly  think  you  relieve  it!” 
ness.  “ Jean.  I can’t  see  her  doing  any-  “Of  course  I believe  is ! But  that  isn’t 
thing  else.  Why,  she'd  love  to!  And  the  point,  either — what  1 believe*  It’s 
the®  think,  whi  n you  won  eases.  how  true.” 

proud  she  would  he.  nut  .drily  of  you,  “By  George!  she  believes  timi,  too!” 

but  ;hee -.tune  she  had  made. ' it.  possible  Molly  got  to  her  feet.  She  had  sowed 

for  you  to  win  them !”  her  seed.  Iler  idea,  how  was  to  let  it 

“It  sounds  very  engaging —.as  you  sprout,  u I’m  riot  going  to  sis  here  and 

put.  it.”  Y-?  haw  ym  laugh  at  owe,*'  ahe  announced. 
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body  aught  puc  if  . The  (mini  isn't  IVi  He  let  her  go.  “little-  Molly’s  got  a 
the  way  it’s,  pub— the  pcajit  i^  ih  thii  tenipc-r,”  he  jeered.  ’“She  ought  to 
thing  itself.  ThatV  ru.v  idea  of  a.  happy  -.smooth- down  her  fur.  so  she  ought..  Bnt 
marriage/’  \ v ; don’t  let  V-f  forget,  to  come  again/1 

“ b it?”  ' I!  is inee'-tiirned-foward  hers  There  was  a queer  excitement  in  his 

siidrlenly/jklmOst.  she  lluVgghh,  osthmigh  ypice,  MbHy  thhught  that  he  was  stirred 
he  eonbi  see.  a1,  the  idea  of  giung  on  with  the  law.  She  . 

Molly  updtied  ' spiritedly.'  ” Doing  did  noi ’know*  that  she  had  been  handling 
things  together.  Co-opera  ting.  Oln  you  gunpowder. 
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Just  at  that  point  in  the  old-fashioned 
game  these  three  twentieth-century 
young  people  were  unwittingly  playing 
Fate  took  a hand.  Fate’s  guise  in  this 
instance  was  an  Eskimo  dog.  Now 
Molly  was  desperately  afraid  of  dogs, 
even  of  American  dogs.  She  had  been 
afraid  of  dogs  ever  since  in  her  remotest 
childhood  a big  black  dog  had  frightened 
her.  But  she  managed  for  the  most  part 
to  camouflage  a quaking  heart  with  the 
physical  attitude  of  a bold  front.  The 
Eskimo  dog  took  its  constitutional  in 
Molly’s  home  town,  muzzled,  with  the 
record  of  a wicked  Eskimo  past  attend- 
ing it  like  a visible  but  impalpable 
genius.  Now  and  then  it  succeeded  in 
avoiding  constitutionals  altogether  and 
blazed  a bloody  trail  for  itself,  till  it  was 
caught  and  beaten  and  tied  up. 

On  such  an  unmuzzled  escapade  the 
Eskimo  dog  met  Molly.  The  Huling 
garden  was  deep,  high- walled,  and 
densely  planted  to  evergreens.  John,  in 
his  stone-kicking  moods,  could  stride 
along  its  paths  for  the  most  part  un- 
marked by  his  neighbors.  A gate  at  the 
lower  end  of  the  garden  was  free  to  such 
of  the  Hulings’  friends  as  lived  in  the 
opposite  direction  from  the  Huliilgs’ 
front  door.  Molly  often  made  use  of 
this  gate.  It  saved  her  a full  street  of 
walking,  as  streets  run  in  that  town. 
She  was  making  use  of  it  when  she  met 
the  Eskimo  dog.  How  he  had  got  in 
nobody  ever  found  out.  The  point  was 
that  he  was  there,  trotting  along  a path 
at  right  angles  to  Molly’s.  He  growled, 
baring  his  teeth,  when  he  saw  her. 
Molly’s  heart  jumped  into  her  throat, 
but  she  was  game.  She  turned  around 
and  backed  toward  the  house,  keeping 
her  eyes  on  the  dog.  Growling,  he  fol- 
lowed her,  his  little  eyes  bloodshot.  In 
a minute  he  would  spring.  In  anticipa- 
tion she  could  feel  his  jaws  on  her  throat, 
tearing  her  flesh.  Panic  seized  her.  She 
forgot  everything;  turned  primitive,  ele- 
mental. She  screamed.  “John!”  Molly 
screamed.  “John!  John!" 

There  was  an  unexpected  rush  of  feet 
on  the  gravel,  a shout.  A tall  figure 


rounded  a clump  of  conifers;  a stick 
descended,  flail-like.  Yelps — growls;  a 
whistle  from  over  the  wall.  The  Eskimo 
dog  turned  tail  and  fled. 

And  Molly  fled,  too.  With  a cer- 
tainty that  frightened  as  much  as  it 
elated  her,  when  she  came  to  think  of  it 
afterward,  she  fled  straight  into  John 
Huling’s  arms.  At  the  moment  neither 
John  nor  Molly  thought  of  doing  any- 
thing else.  After  that  moment  it  was  too 
late  to  think.  The  thing  was  done 
irrevocably. 

Grace’s  voice  broke  quietly  on  their 
unconsidered  beatitude. 

“The  dog  is  muzzled  now,”  she  re- 
marked, composedly. 

Too  much  cannot  be  said  for  Grace’s 
self-possession. 

John  and  Molly  started  apart  guiltily. 

John  found  his  voice  first.  “Let’s  go 
into  the  house.” 

“I  must  go  home,”  said  Molly. 

He  made  no  move  to  detain  her.  “By 
the  front  way,  then.  I won’t  have  you 
going  back  through  the  garden.” 

Molly’s  heart  thrilled  at  his  masterful 
imperative.  He  dictated  as  to  the  dis- 
posal of  something  that  belonged  to  hidi. 
Obediently  she  went  out  by  the  front 
gate,  trembling  with  happiness,  shaken 
with  remorse,  too  abased  and  too  ex- 
alted to  be  afraid.  She  had  been  at  home 
for  an  hour  before  the  stricken  conscious- 
ness assailed  her  of  possible  watching 
eyes.  Had  any  one  besides  Grace  seen? 
Was  it  a sheltered  spot  where  they  had 
stood?  Might  it  not  have  been  the  most 
unscreened  place  in  all  the  garden  where 
Fate  had  staged  their  unpremeditated 
discovery?  If  so,  what  then?  Grace,  who, 
Molly  felt  quite  sure,  could  live  down 
anything  that  had  not  been  seen — was 
even  capable  of  ignoring  it,  if  she  chose — 
could  not  withstand  publicity.  Molly 
unpacked  her  suit-case  and  sat  down  to 
wait.  She  was  sorry  for  Grace,  but  she 
knew  now  that  John  loved  her,  and  love, 
thought  Molly,  her  heart  in  turmoil,  has 
rights. 

John  and  Grace  walked  side  by  side 
into  the  house.  At  the  steps,  instinc- 
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lively,  she  pul  out  her  Hand  to  guitle  Kim  ?^e®K«fy  might  have  fixed  for  hex  the 
and. drew  it  back,  her  help  uhproffcrcd.  precise  date  os  the  ode  which  marked 
John  was  mounting  easily,  almost  -as  John’s  hoaureJoapintgi  bnl  that  detail 
easily  as  though  he  could  see.  He  eluded  her.  Grace  only  felt  that  -some-- 
;?eouted  to  have  forgotten  that  he  Was  thing,  which  she  had  grown  used  to  look 
Wind.  There  Was  a look  in  Ids  lace,  upon  as  hers,  seemed  not  to  belong  to 
unseen  sine*  Joins  canae  Home  from  her  any  more.  A»d.sh«.a»»iieddfci.:;T3ip 
France,  e look  of  power;  the  old,  eonfi-  loss  of  it  bewildered  her,  She  would  as 
dent  swing  in  his  stride.  In  Use  midst  of  soon  have  expected  the  blue  of  heaven  to 
her ;Jje'wilderd)eni the  llkinght  weuiTed  fall  on  her  as  to  see  John  Mid .'.Molly 
to  Grace  that  Or.ee  more  John  Hiding  clasped,  in  each  other's  Aria*.  She  didn’t 
looked  fike  a man  among  men,.  know*  how  to  act.  Gpnveolhin  required 

Fer  tile  scene  she  had  witnessed  meant  that  she  return  his  ring,  didn’t  it? 
to.  Grace,  ait  first,  nothing  more  powerful  !‘  T gi  ve  this  hack,  don't  j?”  she  asked, 

than  aftlouishmeiil.  That  ought  to  have  “You  have  reason  to,’’  said  John, 

taught  her  something,  but  itdkiijM.  She  “I'm  afraid  I’Ve  jnirddled  things  pretty 
reah^Cfi  xidth  a sense  of  surprise  that  it  badly.  May  I tell  ycftirlhat what  you 
was  a long  time  since  John  Hiding  had  saw  was  as  much  a surprise  to  Molly  as 
kissed  her  m he  had  just  kissed  Molly,  it  was  to  you?” 
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Gnnr  bowed,  forgetting  for  the  jjuv  fortune  was  Gi'  glory,  a . handicap  only 
nient  his  blind  eyes,  " I suppose  people  to  he  overcome. 

mni  p|  that  kind  of  thing.  But' I had  "Grace,”  he  asked,  “if  you  had  Wen, 
always  thought—  in  spite  of  what  is  as  you  thought;  in  danger  of  your  life, 
said-  “ would  yon  y.-!!ed  to  me  ns  Molly 

“fith?*  he  interposed,  gravely,  "they 
cHxi’t  help  it*  Groee- 


not  when  ymi  “Why,  no."  said  Grace,  "not  ia 
MoIjy>  .easy,  not .;  unless  1 thought  you 


Said  John,  "that 


sprim*  a shrytrile  dMl 
Stic  hesiiut.ed, 
nice  <{uesUou  to 
Idpoe-that  1 ought 

Quite  phiinlv  she i-wSi' Mill  hall  Mi.  '“The' -point-'  in/ 
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"'  I WfUildu'h;  sijiy  BliiGy'  scaty«c:. whole,  Molly  doer.” 

sent,  aidaiow  lwlgt'd ..  f »irti »vr  to  enlighten  her. 

wtW  unforl unale  " ‘ • There- went' things  people  had  to  xinder- 

Ayoii tiTioi:  Txirusgsif; ;.vT%wi,ci .■  intiiiti v<*ly  c>r  go  forever  witliout 

a maimed  thing.  broken  amt  < ;.>f  aside;:  fathoming.  Molly’s  dependent  on  him. 
He  longed  for  Molly  to  tell  him  his  mis-  « broken  reed,  was  of  these.  For  him-. 
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r has  «.|U<ortd  n*-,“  la'  said,  at  Gram:'  was  Mill  puzzled.  “But  what 
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self,  just  talking  about  her  made  him 
feel  curiously  healed  and,  as  he  had 
phrased  it,  whole.  But  he  was  sorry  for 
Grace.  However,  everything  consid- 
ered, he  thought  Grace  was  well  out  of 
it.  He  couldn’t  see  the  two  of  them 
making  a success  of  marriage.  What 
Molly  was  in  for  was  her  affair  and  his — 
or  so  he  thought. 

“We’ll  let  it  be  known,”  he  suggested, 
“that  you  threw  me  over.” 

“Oh  no,  I couldn’t  do  that.”  Of  the 
three  of  them  only  Grace  knew  quite 
how  much  watching  eyes  might  have 
seen.  “ I’d  really  rather  not.  I hope  she 
will  make  you  happy,  John.” 

“Grace,”  said  John,  “you’re  a noble 
woman.  If  you’d  only  kick  me  a little,  I’d 
feel  better  about  this.  You’re  too  kind.” 

That  was  what  the  town  thought. 
The  town  sympathized  with  Grace,  so 
loyal,  so  steadfast,  so  ready  to  do  her 
duty.  John,  the  town  felt,  had  shown 
feet  of  clay.  But  the  town’s  opinion  bore 
hardest  on  Molly.  Where  such  an  ex- 
plosion occurred  there  must  have  been 
some  provocation,  said  the  town.  Molly 
undoubtedly  was  to  blame. 

If,  in  the  surprise  of  finding  her  sacri- 
fice thrown  back  into  her  lap,  Grace  had 
forgotten  to  register  a throb  of  relief,  it 
is  small  wonder.  She  had  so  many  other 
emotions  to  surmount.  She  had  dedi- 
cated her  future  to  John,  and  dedication 
of  any  sort  is  an  exaltation.  But  dedica- 
tion must  have  its  altar.  And  Grace’s 
altar  had  been  proved  another’s.  Her 
nobleness,  balked  of  an  outlet,  straight- 
way lost  sight  of  how  hard  it  had  once 
thought  that  outlet.  Was  it  fair  of  John 
to  jilt  her  just  for  readiness  to  hold  to 
her  bargain,  for  worse  as  well  as  for 
better?  In  the  end  that  was  all  Grace 
could  make  of  the  affair.  She  was  even 
a trifle  hazy  about  that.  Chagrin  tri- 
umphed. “I  wasn’t  able  to  hold  him,” 
she  told  herself. 

But  it  was  Grace  who  stood  up  for 
Molly.  “ We  mustn’t  go  back  on  Molly,” 
she  said.  “We  must  help  her  through. 
Don’t  I know  what  she  has  to  face?” 
That,  too,  was  noble  of  Grace. 


John’s  sister  said  so.  “It  is  simply 
splendid  the  way  Grace  stands  by 
Molly,”  she  told  John.  “ She  thinks  her 
courage  is  wonderful.” 

“Molly  is  wonderful,”  said  John,  but 
he  felt  his  first  sick  twinge  of  doubt. 
Could  Molly  be  putting  anything  over 
on  him?  He  couldn’t  see  her  face,  it  was 
true,  but  he  would  have  sworn  no  voice 
could  so  deceive  him,  a connoisseur  in 
voices.  He  tried  to  put  the  doubt  out 
of  his  mind,  to  force  himself  to  the  old 
buoyant  trust.  If  Molly  failed  him! 
But  faith  will  not  be  forced.  The  spring 
of  John’s  had  been  sapped.  He  came  to 
desire  nothing  more  ardently  than  to 
know,  one  way  or  other,  the  truth.  The 
truth  might  strike  away  the  props  Molly 
had  put  under  his  life,  might  cripple  him 
irreparably,  but  it  would  not  torment. 

Ajid  here,  unwittingly,  Grace  saved 
him.  Grace  met  Molly  for  the  first  time 
after  the  cataclysm,  at  the  Hulings’s. 
Grace,  too,  if  you  please,  was  wonderful. 
She  did  not  understand,  but  she  bore  no 
grudges.  The  two  girls  never  knew  that 
John  was  in  the  next  room,  whose  open 
door  stood  wide  behind  Grace’s  chair. 
Ada  had  told  Grace  that  John  was  in  the 
garden.  She  had  supposed  he  was. 

It  was  Grace’s  voice  that  brought 
John  from  his  desultory  toying  with 
braille  to  the  tiptoe  of  attention.  His 
hand  closed  so  tightly  on  the  book  that 
his  knuckles  blanched. 

“Molly,”  Grace  asked,  “will  you  tell 
me  something?  How  do  you  manage  al- 
ways to  look  so  happy?” 

Molly  laughed.  “ What  a funny  ques- 
tion! Why  shouldn’t  I look  happy?  I 
am  happy.” 

“That  isn’t  enough  for  me,”  said 
Grace.  “You’re  an  amazing  person, 
Molly,  perfectly  amazing.  I never  car- 
ried on  as  you  do,  as  though  you  weren’t 
carrying  on  at  all.  How  do  you  do  it? 
You  know  and  I know — ” She  paused, 
expectant. 

“But  I don’t,”  said  Molly.  There  was 
no  mistaking  the  genuineness  of  her  be- 
wilderment. “ I don’t  in  the  least  know 
what  you  are  talking  about.  Grace.” 
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“Really?*'  Grace's  skepticism  wits  " Courage  is  the  last  thing  it  takes  ».o 
also  plain.  ’**!£.  John  doesn’t  live  with  John  Don’t  you  go  to  being 

bike  Doumge,  whui  doc* tajkc  it?”  sorry  fur  me.  Grace,  Why , I— I shall 

John  held  his  breath  for  Molly V an-  have  i he  time  af  liny  life)" 
swer.  It  came  with  a ho'.gh,  » spoota--  to  the 'nest  room,  -ua-wen,  the  muscles 
neons,  tender  little  laugh  of  pure  hap-  of  a nuoi’s  hsmd  riduxed,  the  blood  flowed 
ptix-s.*.  John  multi  have  sworn,. from  the  b«ek  tniu  wliite  knnrkles,  .self-confidence 
tuoeofber  voices  1 hat  Molly  wua  blushing.  rose  unce  more  triumphant  in  a brain. 
'•.Yu?  to  )i>,e  with  flint.”  Whip,  after  all.  was  the  loss  of  an  eyv 

Thvn,  ass  though  she  t-nught  i,he  stab,  or  two?  A mere:.  handicap  to  be  oY<?r- 
f»r  Gti'uiv,  tlmf  fluxse  words  held,  Molly's  omn*e  ft  wits  still  gw  id  l o he  alive,  a 
voice  him  iud  oil.  proud  thing  to  be  a mail. 
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Full  )u*tipa  $a8-alrt%ity;  hfcK  tiorif'io  Ifo  wilitacy  szchktYVitnUi'  of  tfw  tfrtat  loader  of 
ikf  .illicit,  blit  hwe  i*  preH"ibxlj'-rf: ffrr  first  tigtc  oti  intimit*:- yimiw  ttf.  thr  •g-mtf  »44w* 
KUoirm ,/  .s'„n,  rhiiiy  of  th*  i»jlu*rw*  that  hatr  xttnnundtxi  him  tint*  rhii dho<«>\  ni -id, 
tracing  f'< rh  (he  M an  »*  hU  family  rtrul  frh>t»f»  knag « hint.  Tfla  ffl oriiW  bi'rtit'ilf  Hon 
read  and  apprumf  ihr  arlwJ?  u-hirh  hi.ifrkrv!,  the  ti.uw  dr  Mdric< nrti.  ha*  u nth ,vji,  and 
has  kimUjf  furnished -/*v»w  mUrciikrt  ibi  gh-dographt  ikat  aeonmpapy  it ; 


f Fram*y  can  be  fattier  of  t he  Marshal  was  influential 
•il  of  Fire-  fit  Valentine  during  the  Revolution, 

nt  Avut  nuu  sis  fiMM  By  imams  of  his  iron  will  be  w-os  *u<> 
‘ esseutially  IN’rc-  Orssful  in  putting  down  riots,:  Tn  the 
Vll-Jberintt  origin,  charming  town  of  A mam — little  known, 
hot  is.  Foitx.  Foix.  lint  dear  to  the  Marshal — he  married 
same  etymology.  Mile.  Duelling,  the  daughter  of  a notable 
Eti  end  mean  home  man.  She  brought  him  ft  dowry  of 
thirty  thousand  francs,  an  important 
■Uvl  soldiers.  mni  sum  in  those  days.  This  man  of  energy 
ode  their  auirk  in  built  tanneries  and  windmills  and  a 


online  p t a r St.- 
G a widen  sy  Fo  r 
t h r e <*  centuries 
they  enjoyed  con- 
siderable prortii- 
h e n e e . Th  ey 
earned  dir  edirt* 
mere?  which  re- 
quired mitiadive 
and  courage.  They 
b y u ght  mules, 
and,  in  order  !•> 
sell  them  in  Spam, 
liad  tq  cross  the 
br  ig  a nd -in  tested 
sum  tit  its  of  the 
FyrdrnW, 

The  j!  f it  ii  ii  - 
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from  whom  Marsha!  Fodi  inherits  his 
military  qualities. 

The  maternal  griuidfiithor  «£  the  Mar- 
shal was  a soldier :.'&f  the  thtard  of  the 
First  Empire,  He  retired  m 181 ,%  upon 
the  return  of  the  Bourbons.  Although 
he  attained  only  the  grade  of  captain,  he 
had  in  him  the  making  of  a high  eom- 
inanding  officer.  The  Chevalier  distin- 
guished himself  at  Areola,  at.  Rivoli.  at  Ernperor  gave  us 
Marengo,  at  Austerlitz,  and  in  Spain.  f>  Bui  i»u,  my  aunt, 

He  fought  (A  Germany  to  defend  £hi 
ideals  of  the  FnSich  Rt* volution  hgaihst 
German  medievalism,  and  th us  was  one 

of  tire  jurccursors  of  oar  soldicfa  nf.  lie  drisuh.  sjddVsoftl.v: 
day.  M you  remember,  Ferdimnid,  tlmfc 

During  hia  ghtidhood  Foeh  heard  ’fl»  the  vveiiftjg  irf  Auste'rlitK  . . .” 
stories  about  the  wars  of  .Napoleon.  Ail  “ Jhit  no,  my  aunl,  1 wasn't  boru  yet. “ 

the  Duellings— and  they  were  legion-  ‘ Ah,  yes,  that's  true  . 

talked  to  him  about  the  jinofession  of  But,  all  the  same,  the  glorious  pa no- 
itrrus.  Marshal  Foch  speak, « with  en-  rama  passed  Isa  on*  the  eye  > '>f  the  in  lag- 
thiisiasui  of  his  grandaunt,  .Jenny  D11-  iualive  child  and  spoke.  to  him  of  the 
cuing.  She  was  known  as  Aunt.  Niili  glories  of  France, 
and  was  the  widow  of  Geuerol  NugUez 

who.  under  the  First  Empire,  was  the  Fov{».  «iu  horn  in  1851.'  His  early 
Viceroy  of  Ffolhiod.  sehoidirtg  whs  at  Tfirlie*.  where  his 

A tint  Nini  was  very  deaf  and,  in  a father  was  secretary  of  the.  pndifeeUik?, 
quavering  voice,  loved  to  dwell  on  the  He  applied  himself  to  his  studies  and 
stories  of  old  times.  She  had  aecoifl-  ah  owed  an  intcllijinjiee  above  the  nver- 


panied  her  husband  iu  the  wars  of  the 
Empire,  and  this  prodigious  memory 
lighted  Up  the  evening  uf  her  life,  Shu 
Used  to  make  the  little  Ferdinand  sit 
dowu  straight  in  front  of  her  on  an  un- 
comfortable chair  and  recount  to  him 
her  adventures, 

“Do  you  remember,  Ferdinand,’'  she 
said,  “that  wonderful  day  when  the 
« hall  in  Prussia 

cried  the.  future. 
'Sifafshai.  "I  wasn't,  born  yeti“ 

“Ah,  yes,  that's  true  ..." 

But  ^jo«  the  old  lady,  pursuing  her 

' f.  ' >.  4 ■ 
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ajx  for  his  age.  His.  professor  of  math-  foundation  uj»m  which  .were  ‘placed  the 
eim»lk-s:  marked  hhn  fourth  in  l»i.>  class  stones  nt‘  the,  home  in  which  !*Vb  spent 
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le  liked  the  work.  The  1 

hither 

of  Foeh  gave  the 

raves.  lie  enjoyed  fisldu^.  Hr.s  Mlig-  example,  and  every  word  he  uttered  was 
front  .spirit  and  the  vivacity  of  Ids  rate  n precept.  His  mother  had  a {xw/erfid 
would  ha  ve  drawn  him  into  boyish  «puir-  influence  hjhjii  him,  She  was  a wonum 
rels  if  the  wise  difeetioo  of  his  parents  whom  {wlomow  would $*$**&;■'  ..calfcd-  . :s  ■ ; 
had  not  im*uU'ab?cJ  very  early  into  him  strong,  a woma'u  of  act  ion  whose  love 
a mastery  over  'himself,  w'hkdt  he  de-  of  duty  was  .whole-  hearted.  She 
veluped  in  a high  degree.  preached  the  eastslaut  pursuit  of  un 

Foreigners  ku« m lit  tie  about  the  homes  ideal,  moderation  s«  pleasure,  . and  the 
of  old  France  ensiled  upon  « foundation  cult  of  simplWty, 

of  cwntiuon  wn-rt',  of  modesty,  and  of  In  these  old  homes— - and  very  numer- 
wisddnt  Jt  was  tlikt  kind  of  home  ous  they  are,  tom  with  its— family  on- 
whieb  nurtured  the  Foehes,  the  Castel-  fhority  eras  absolute  .and  recalled  the 
nans,  the  Jolfri*,  and  m n'Wny  of  opr  jfaierfamij-uis  of  attlifjmtj',  Oljediemy  to 
French  soldiers  whose  apparent  frivolity  moral  teaching  had  to  he  total.  In  order 
cuniceided  reserves  of  i?pd<UfHnce  and  un  that  they,  might  he  receptive  to  mnni  re 
energy  that  astonished  and  confounded  seihilu  the  minds  of  the  children  were 
our  enemies.  Energy,.  And  the  struggle  steeped  tn  (■lassie  fpre  find,  in  the  pure 
for  existenci'..  together  with  the  ideals  reasoning  that,  comes  only  through  the 
drawn  from  >is  t^le-  s$hdy  of  philosophy. 
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Gothing  can  ever  make  him  lose.  Not 
only  is  he  incapable of  nfbhdation  ami  of 
having  his  head  inrnetf  by  glojy.,  but  he 
,««iis  like  -a  stranger  ra  the  midst,  of 
tbe  upon  him  by 

his  position,  Only  as  j s)'#  leading 
his  men  or  presiding  at  a stall:  meeting 
does  he  hi  into  the  picture. 

In  public,  where 

creel  - v how Alar- 
kossl  JV«?h  relates 
tp  th*ste  who  know 


All  this  must  he.  said  if  the  character 
of  Foch  is  to  he  understood  After  hav- 
ing been  the, slave  of  instruction  he  fee; 
able  to  apply  it  w hen  he  became  tmikifcr. 
It  is  beeiiiise  by  knew  how  to  obey  — 
while- he  preserv  ed  his  radcpvridentv 
judgment — that  Foch  now  knows  how  to 
command. 

Recently  1 had 
Day  firs t oppor- 
tunity t<)  dine  in- 
formally with  the 
Marshal  shyce  he 
came  Into  world 
prominence.  With 
peculiar  force  it 
came  back  to  me 
how  ranch  Fpeh 
is  the  ppidoct  of 
par  ?4d  vfa^hipbtid 
educatisHi,  and  jtfc 
tlie  same  time  b*w 
the  udltiwnsj  of 
his  early  environ- 
ment hast  been 
Strengthened  oral 
completed  by  the 
roanner  ra  whi  ch  hie 
has  used  advan- 
tages li  fe  hats  given 
him.  Fdcli  is  a pro- 
found  i»S3'eh'olQgist 
and  h a s becojhe 
an  6 b s e t v or  as 
keenns  Ifottsparte. 

NaturnllyV:  I was  « bit  intimidated.  by 
bis  prestige;.  Me  quickly  put  me  at  my 
ease.  I understood  better  than  ever 
that  if  thin  man  impresses  one  with  his 
hulimrifyk  if  . be  requires  instinii, -lively 
that  he  he  obeyed  always  and  every- 
where- it  is  Iveeanse  his  orders,  never 
given  without  due  reflection,-  are  in- 
spired by  the  ideas  of  duty  and  itabjease 
oblige  inbred  from  infancy  anil  cultivated 
like  ipreeiphs  floors.  ’They  are  the  dj'- 
rmmie  elements  of  his  strength.  In  that 
prevdh^dhl  IstraSKi  free  from  the  vanity 
and  snobbishness  one  meets  too  of  ten. 
among  our  Worldly  minded,  but  for  all 
that  not  deeply  forded  in  our  race,: he 
acquired  qualities  of  .simplicity  which 
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■j'oen?  H6MJ2  jv  brittanv  before  the  war 


tJ)AP^FKtTXTf:tT,v;l<E*f'f: 


the  interest  in  Hie  world  oh  litendure 

and.  ]>hdp*dphy> 
days  of  sduldbppd. 

Marshal  Kuril  does  not  like  polities, 
in  the  maxes  rtf  which  Ik*  will  nev*r  get 
e.Htitni'led.  lie  does  not  like  tin-  tth- 
bealth.v  and  detractive  literature  that 

has  fHieome  the  fashion  »>f  the  4«y>^  No 

mote  docs  lie  like  the  ‘-war  literature*' 
which  gives  false  impressions  and  in- 
exact/pictures  a drama  -sW.  great  that 
“no  poet,”  to  quote  Koch,  “lias  yet 
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ened  Ids  body  and  inspired  him,  hut  tit  a •great'  reputation  for  forming  good 
Uorne  he  had  to  learn  repression  Pohjte^hnifieus.  It.  an  hour  fright- 

A .s iojy. told  me  hy  a childhood  friend  fii%'  tfiid  aM  wltefl  ali  feofed  dark  that 
proves  Fetch's  self-control.  He  hated  the  vocation  of  Foch.  was  decided, 
peas.  One  evening  at  dinner  in  the  vast  In  January,  1ST?,  was  signal  the 
diumg-lndl,  where  the  Empire  furniture  shameful  peace  Unit  marked  the  triumph 
added  to  the  solemnity  and  strict  ness  of  of  Prussia.  Twiligh  t was  failing  upon 
the  atmosphere,  his  parent s forced  him  the  somber  study-hall  where  all  the 
to  tat  his  | teas,  arid  were  astonished  to  hearts  were  somlier  also.  Around  Meta, 
acu  t he  child  gpidde  them  up  hastily . the  voice  of  the  cannon  hdgan  to  ihuuder 
They  (|ue:dit>ned  him.  forth  the  triumph  of  Germany.  The 

“Mv  heart- Mines  right  up  in  my  ground  trembled,  the  windows  shook, 
mouth  when  1 crack  (hem,”  answered  No  one.  dared  say  a word.  Then  a 
Ferdinand*  ’’Then,  as  1 Want  to  obey,  Jesuit  father,  why  liud  been  a naval  offi- 
!«  I rt'oHii  want  to  obey,”  he  added,  ocr,  said,  slowly,  .scanning  his.  words: 
holding  hack  his  tears. “1  swallow  them  “My  children,  pray  God  fur  the  future 
in  one  gulp.”  of  France.  Alsace  and  Lorraine  arc  no 

Later,  Each  lived  in'  diftfcrent  pipybi-  linger  oiirfcj”  “ ' ‘ ’ ‘ ’ ‘( 

cjul  town.-,,  notably  St.-Etieriue,  when1  Wo  prayed/"  said  the'. Marshal;  “no, 

his  father  held  the  position  of  tax-eol-  we.  did  more  than  that.  We  made  our 
lector.  He  continued  his  Studies  with  fly  vows.  And  now  that-  we  an*  at  the 
Jesuits  of  that  '.'great,  willing oiir  life,  tvur  prayers  are  licard 
THtfb  he;  went  to  Met*  ip  prepajeTPf  t fe:  'gAirid  our  vows  are  fulfilled.”1 
Eeole  IVil  vteetinipue.  Bavarian  troop*  tx-etipied  the  city  and 

Immediately  WarMnns:  declared  he  yoj-  went,  out  of  their  way  tp  be-  insolent, 
unteered  and  was  put;  in  the  Fourth  They  .allowed,  however,  the  future  Poly- 
Infantry  at  ( ’haioris-sur-Mame.  In  itchnicimst;  to  finish  their  studies.  But 
January,  1^71.  he  returned  f«  Metz  to^  the  troops,  nrultiplyiiig  demands  and 
take  tip  again  his  Stridies.  The  Gnll£ge  stipulatiph-s,  occupied  a part  of  the  col- 
Saint-Qement,  kept  by  the.  Jesuits,  had  lege.  The  students  had  to  meet  con- 
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which  are  I lie  vita’  sustaining  force  of 
France,  Her  paicnitd  ancestors  had 
been  prominent  at  fclie  fe»jF,  And  through 
her  mother,  Mile.  Pochard,  she  had  the 
blond  of  the  rough  warriors  til  the  First 
Empire  itud  of  mea  <if  s»urk  ht  the  med- 
ical profession. 

The  soft  smite  of  the  Breton  country- 
side, slightly  vet  let!  in  bust,  seduced 
Foch,  After  lus  he  Ijought  an 

old  manor  foil  id legends,  the  domain  of 
Trauunfennleurimn,  at  Flougean  near 
Morhiix,  where  be  passed  most  of  his 
furlough^  before  the  war.  A%itury-old 
avenues  full  of  shadows  and  mystery, 
superb  trees  in  t he  tops  Of  which  the  sun 
of  (he  Armorie.m  benyeti  ..set  give  to 
Temumfeiudewnioo  a jxietieund  alluring 
setting.  Foch  loved  ttolutht  there  an<l 
look  after  his  lands. 

It  was  hi*  hour  of  repose  in  the  njiilst 
of  a very  mrtive  career.  Tn.  I8SK)  we  find 
him  !ic0lennid-,>oto('K-3  ».ad  professor  at 
the  Eeofe  de  Guerre  at  Paris,  where  his 
lessons  01  strategy  and  general  tactics 
were  much  commented  upon.  From  the 


wher\  one  could  lose  hoj>e  of  the  future, 
when  one. isntlif. lose, hope  df. everything. 
Bui  Foch  dues  not  t>eit>og  to  those  who 
lose  hope.  With  that  mysterious  power 
which  an.itiscs  unknown  strength,  be 
v'ilhd  the  resurrect .ion  of  France.  He 
worked  .stukrttsly  at  the  Ecole  Polyteeh- 
niqife,  ahd  then  entered,  in  1873,  the 
trai  mug-school  at  Fontainebleau.,  from 
which  he  grad  mi  ted  third  iu  lib  class, 


.Sidj-Ui&htiOiiOrt  Foch;  who  was  a tra- 
ditittpafist  .and  did  not  like  the  luxurious 
garrisons  in  the  neighborhood  of  Paris, 
asked  to  be  assigned  to  ilw?  Twenty- 
fourth  Artillery  in  his  beloved  city:  of 
Tarbes.  Two  years  later  he  went  to  the 
Saumur  Cavalry  Sthvtol,  In  187H  he  was 
prompted  to  captain  and  .sent  to  the 
Ten!  h Artillery  at  Rennes,  Theto  he  met 
Mile*-  Bienvenue,  whom  he  married  the 
same  year.  She  was  an  orphan,  the 
daughter  of  a notorj'  of  St.-Brieuv  who 
had  hpeft  the  counselor  and  friend  of 
all  his  'clients.  Stic,  too,  belonged  to 
one  of  those  old  provincial  families 
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technical  point  of  view,  I am  not  com* 
petent  to  appreciate  his  book,  On  the 
Conduct  of  War,  and  still  less,  if  that 
were  possible,  the  one  called  Principles 
of  War.  That  does  not  prevent  the 
strength  and  clearness  of  the  thought 
and  the  elegance  of  the  sober  style  of 
these  volumes  from  impressing  them- 
selves upon  the  layman. 

In  1900  a shadow  began  to  veil  the 
light  that  Foch  was  diffusing  around 
him.  Political  and  religious  questions 
caused  him  to  be  removed  from  the  Ecole 
de  Guerre.  He  pursued  his  career  in  the 
provinces  at  Laon,  at  Vannes,  at  Orleans. 
But  they  came  to  find  him!  In  1907, 
when  he  was  promoted  to  general,  the 
presidency  of  the  Ecole  de  Guerre  was 
vacant.  One  name  stood  out  from  all  the 
rest — Foch. 

M.  Clemenceau,  President  du  Conseil, 
summoned  the  General  to  Paris. 

“I  offer  you  the  post  of  Superin- 
tendent of  the  Ecole  de  Guerre,”  said  the 
Premier. 

“But,  Monsieur  le  President,  doubt- 
less you  do  not  know  that  I have  a 
brother  who  is  a Jesuit.” 

“Je  men  moque.  You  will  make  good 
officers.  Only  that  counts.” 

It  is  useless  to  dwell  upon  this  little 
historical  scene  which  is  the  preface  to 
present  events.  In  a few  phrases  it  gives 
the  characters  of  the  two  men. 

The  renown  Foch  gave  to  the  Ecole  de 
Guerre  is  universally  known.  When  he 
left  in  1912  to  take  the  head  of  the 
Eighth  Army  Corps  at  Bourges  he  had 
his  third  star.  In  the  summer  of  1913,  as 
we  have  already  said,  he  assumed  the 
task  of  strengthening  the  fortifications 
of  Nancy. 

The  Germans  have  accused  us  of 
having  wished  and  premeditated  the 
war,  of  having  incited  it  after  the  assas- 
sination at  Sarajevo.  On  July  18,  1914, 
General  Foch  asked  for  and  obtained 
a furlough  of  fifteen  days  to  go  to  Brit- 
tany. At  the  same  time  his  sons-in- 
law,  Captain  B6court  and  Captain  Four- 
nier— both  of  them  also  in  the  East — 
obtained  furloughs  of  seventeen  and 
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twenty-five  days  to  join  him  there.  No 
commentary  is  needed. 

In  the  spring  of  1915  I first  met  the 
Marshal,  who  was  then  General  Foch. 
He  came  to  inspect  near  Senlis  (forty  kilo- 
meters from  Paris)  a large  country  house 
on  the  edge  of  the  forest,  that  my  family 
offered  to  rent  furnished.  We  had  an- 
other house  on  the  same  grounds  where 
we  intended  to  stay  ourselves.  General 
Foch  was  looking  for  a place  not  far 
from  his  headquarters  at  the  front, 
where  he  could  have  his  family.  The 
bargain  was  concluded  with  the  prompt- 
ness and  decision  that  characterize 
everything  Foch  does.  The  manor  of 
Villem6trie,  with  its  old  picturesque 
park  where  Senancourt,  predecessor  of 
Ch&teaubriand  in  the  Academy,  wrote 
his  first  romance,  pleased  the  Foch  fam- 
ily. They  passed  three  summers  there. 
Since  then  we  have  been  in  almost  daily 
contact  with  the  Foches,  and  I was 
admitted  to  the  intimacy — in  hours  of 
darkness  as  well  as  of  joy — of  this  home 
where  Foch  came  to  snatch  an  occa- 
sional day  or  two  of  relaxation.  This 
fact,  as  my  readers  will  understand, 
makes  necessary  some  reserve  in  my 
story.  It  is  not  for  me  to  praise  the 
strong  and  beautiful  virtues,  so  patri- 
archal and  so  French,  of  a family  which, 
with  the  inspiration  of  occasional  visits 
of  its  head,  never  for  a single  hour  failed 
to  keep  alive  hope  and  confidence.  The 
family  had  much  to  endure  from  the 
beginning.  In  the  first  weeks  of  the  war 
the  Marshal  lost  his  only  son  and  a 
son-in-law.  It  is  a sorrow  of  which  he 
never  speaks.  But  after  the  armistice  he 
said,  simply,  “My  son  and  my  son-in- 
law  are  now  avenged.” 

For  several  years  Villem6trie  was  forty 
kilometers  from  the  front.  The  cannon 
had  never  ceased  thundering,  and  at 
night  we  often  used  to  go  with  the 
Foches  to  watch  the  flashes  of  light  of 
the  battle  of  the  North  that  lighted  up  the 
horizon  as  far  as  the  eye  could  see.  The 
installation  of  the  family  of  the  future 
Marshal  so  near  the  front  gave  much 
comfort  to  the  people  who  had  suffered 
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from  the  German  invasion  in  1914  and 
proves  the  confidence  of  Foch  in  the 
ability  of  our  lines  to  hold  throughout 
these  years  of  testing.  It  proves  also 
that  his  family  shared  his  faith.  The 
first  time  I met  him  he  said  to  me,  with  a 
wave  of  the  hand  toward  the  roar  of  the 
cannon,  “The  beast  is  not  yet  downed, 
but  we  have  him  in  a cage.”  He  was 
right.  The  Germans  had  passed  our 
property  on  the  way  to  Paris  in  1914. 
They  would  have  to  pass  us  again  to 
approach  Paris.  If  Foch  had  not  really 
felt  that  the  beast  was  in  a cage  would 
he  have  chosen  our  town  for  a summer 
residence  for  his  family? 

When  Foch  came  to  Villem6trie  he 
slept  in  a small  room  with  an  iron  bed — 
his  tastes  are  modest — which  he  chose 
because  it  was  decorated  with  prehistoric 
collections  that  interested  him  deeply. 
A great  man  always  has  a multitude  of 
interests  and  time  for  small  things.  In 
spite  of  his  incessant  labor,  Marshal 
Foch  found  in  our  library  a number  of 
books  he  wanted  to  read,  and  devoted 
himself  to  an  examination  and  study  of 
the  old  furniture.  He  was  a great 
walker,  but  preferred  the  forests  to  the 
country.  One  of  his  pleasures  was  to 
cut  canes  for  himself.  A favorite  walk 
was  to  an  old  abbey  in  ruins  which  bore 
a name  predestined  to  receive  Foch.  It 
was  the  Abbaye  de  la  Victoire,  built  by 
Philippe  Auguste  after  the  battle  of 
Bouvines  in  1214. 

The  first  impression  one  has  of  a man 
is  generally  the  true  impression.  Never 
shall  I forget  the  feeling  I had  the  first 
time  I saw  Foch  in  the  splendid  light  of 
a spring  morning!  The  Marshal  is  a 
true  type  of  the  Pyr4n6es.  Suppleness 
is  combined  with  solidity.  He  is  thick- 
set, and  yet  agile  and  graceful.  The 
form  of  his  legs  marks  the  horseman. 
His  head  is  strong,  his  hair  and  mustache 
gray,  his  nose  aquiline,  his  mouth  firm, 
his  forehead  high,  his  chin  square,  and 
his  face  bears  the  wrinkles  that  mark 
constant  thought  and  care.  But  the 
surprising  thing  about  Foch  is  his  blue 
eyes.  They  are  totally  unexpected. 


They  put  the  smile  on  his  grave  face. 
When  he  looks  at  you  you  feel  that  their 
astonishing  clearness,  almost  supernatu- 
ral, leaves  nothing  in  you  concealed 
from  him.  When  Foch  gets  animated 
his  eyes  speak.  Instinctively  you  know 
that  you  are  in  the  presence  of  a man  of 
genius,  a man  of  destiny.  And  this  is  not 
because  Foch  has  led  the  Allied  armies 
to  victory.  I do  not  speak  post  factum. 
Others  have  felt  what  I felt — and  long 
before  the  war.  Foch  was  no  friend  of 
Clemenceau  when  he  was  called  to  the 
presidency  of  the  Ecole  de  Guerre,  and 
the  anti-clerical  Premier  had  every  rea- 
son in  the  world  for  not  putting  Foch  in 
this  post.  Thirty  years  ago  an  old  unde 
of  Foch’s  said  to  his  children,  in  showing 
them  the  Arc  de  Triomphe  de  l’Etoile: 

“My  children,  the  day  will  come  when 
you  will  conquer  Germany,  and  it  is 
Ferdinand  who  will  bring  our  troops 
back  from  battle  under  this  glorious 
arch.” 

Many  times  since  that  first  spring 
morning  have  I talked  intimately  with 
the  Marshal.  I have  noticed  the  dis- 
tinctive characteristic  of  great  men.  He 
talks  little  himself,  but  makes  others 
talk  and  listens  to  the  slightest  things. 

Some  days  after  our  first  interview  he 
spoke  to  me  of  a book  I had  just  written, 
Le  Drame  de  Senlis.  On  September  2, 
1914,  the  Germans  burned  methodically 
our  city,  massacred  more  than  twenty 
inoffensive  civilians,  and  shot  with  their 
revolvers  our  mayor,  M.  Odent,  without 
trial.  I was  an  eye-witness  of  these  hor- 
rors. Immediately  after  the  battle  of 
the  Marne  I made  my  detailed  report, 
dear  and  precise,  without  a superfluous 
word,  on  what  I had  seen  of  the  German 
atrocities.  And  it  is  thus  that  I,  phys- 
ically a weakling,  who  have  seen  only  this 
little  bit  of  a comer  of  the  war  in  .which 
Foch  is  the  greatest  actor,  came  to  tell 
him  about  the  Germans  at  Senlis.  He 
listened  with  as  much  care  as  if  I were 
reporting  to  him  on  something  of  mo- 
ment. In  every  circumstance  I have 
found  him  that  way.  Napoleon  was  like 
that.  Another  French  general,  Lyautey, 
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with  whom  I have  often  talked,  makes 
you  feel,  as  Marshal  Foch  does,  that  you 
have  his  full  attention  and  that  he  is 
deeply  interested  in  what  you  are 
saying. 

You  have  to  be  with  Foch  a long  time 
before  he  warms  up  to  talking  freely.  At 
the  beginning  his  words  are  brief  and 
jerky.  You  feel  that  you  are  in  the 
presence  of  a chief  who  does  not  like  to 
be  contradicted,  who  is  quick,  who 
knows  no  obstacle.  Then,  little  by  little, 
when  he  has  relaxed,  his  conversation 
becomes  charming,  communicative,  and 
warm. 

“After  dinner,”  one  of  his  aunts  told 
me,  “ I always  wait  until  Ferdinand  has 
chewed  his  third  cigar  before  I look  for 
him  to  come  out  of  his  thoughts  and 
talk  to  us.” 

The  Marshal  has  now  abandoned  the 
famous  cigar  for  a pipe.  “Distrust 
heavy  cigars,”  he  said  to  me  recently; 
“ the  more  they  go  to  your  head  the  more 
dangerous  they  are.”  The  recent  convert 
is  always  zealous  to  convert  others! 

Foch  detests  useless  speeches  and  vain 
words.  That  is  the  reason  why  every 
word  he  utters  counts.  No  word  is  lost. 
To  listen  to  him  is  a keen  pleasure  to  one 
who  appreciates  good  diction  and  strong, 
dear  phrasing.  Short  at  the  beginning, 
his  sentences  are  no  more  than  the  most 
grudging  amplification  of  “Yes”  or 
“Good.”  Then  when  he  gets  warmed  up 
and  begins  to  joke  a very  slight  accent 
makes  one  think  of  good  King  Henry  IV 
of  Bearn.  He  raises  his  voice  and  pict- 
ures pass  before  you.  There  is  no  better 
word  to  express  Foch’s  conversation 
than  pictures  {tableaux).  For,  true  man 
of  the  mountains  that  he  is,  the  Marshal 
speaks  graphically,  and  his  narration 
gives  the  impression  of  a cinematograph 
with  successive  scenes,  colored  without 
a false  touch. 

I am  not  allowed  to  tell  here  about 
the  events  of  the  war  as  the  Marshal 
relates  them.  What  he  has  said  is  not 
for  publication.  But  I know  nothing 
more  superb  or  epic  than  his  story  of  the 
Marne,  of  the  Yser,  and  of  the  offensive 


of  July,  1918.  Listening  to  him,  one 
sees.  One  sees  the  mud  of  the  swamp  of 
St.-Gond  in  which  we  are  sunk  waist- 
deep.  One  hears  the  tick-tock  of  the 
dock  of  the  H6tel  de  Ville  counting  off 
slowly  the  hours  at  the  time  of  the  battle 
of  giants  in  Flanders.  The  voice  of 
Marshal  French  is  real  when  he  says  to 
Foch  at  the  supreme  moment  when  we 
won  after  having  come  within  an  ace  of 
losing  everything,  “General,  you  are  a 
true  friend.” 

What  an  impression  you  have  of  the 
unconquerable  force  of  this  man  of 
nerves  of  steel  and  will  of  iron  when  he 
tells  you  of  the  great  dramas  of  history 
as  if  he  had  been  a simple  spectator  in 
them! 

The  story  of  Foch  always  ends  thus: 
“Explain  why  we  have  won?  I couldn’t. 
We  were  the  instruments.  God  was 
there.” 

When  any  one  ventures  to  praise  him 
and  speak  of  his  glory  he  says,  with  an 
astonished  air: 

“Glory?  What  is  that?  I do  not 
know  it.  I think  of  only  one  thing  and 
that  is  France.”  1 

That  this  was  so  he  proved  beyond  the 
shadow  of  a doubt  in  November,  1918. 

He  agreed  to  an  armistice.  For  the  sake 
of  pride  and  glory  he  was  unwilling  to 
sacrifice  a single  soldier  more  than  was 
necessary.  'Winning  battles,  feats  of 
arms — these  were  not  in  themselves 
ends.  Marshal  Foch  imposed  upon  the 
enemy  conditions  just  as  hard  as  he 
could  have  imposed  had  we  continued  to 
fight.  The  enemy  accepted  them.  That 
was  enough  for  the  Marshal.  It  was 
France  he  was  thinking  of  and  not  his 
military  reputation. 

He  cannot  bear  having  compliments 

1 We  often  read  stories  about  what  Marshal 
Foch  has  said,  in  which  the  quotations  are  adorned 
with  oaths  and  vulgar  expressions.  It  is  an  un- 
fortunate habit — unfortunate  because  unjustified' 

— of  journalists  to  vulgarize  the  language  of  our 
soldiers.  In  the  field,  I suppose  that  Foch  does  not 
hesitate  to  use  the  rough  expressions  of  the  camps. 

But  I have  also  noticed  that  in  his  family  and  in 
a salon  his  language  is  free  from  slang  and  quite 
what  one  would  expect  from  a former  professor  and 
from  a scion  of  one  of  our  best  families. 
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paid  him.  With  a smile,  amiable  but 
ironical,  and  a sharp  upward  gesture  of 
the  hand  which  seems  to  cut  something, 
he  stops  short  the  useless  phrase.  It  was 
this  way  when  things  turned  out  well 
during  the  fighting.  His  subordinates 
never  got  farther  than,  “You  were  right. 
General,”  or,  “That  wonderful  idea  of 
yours,”  or,  “You  have  saved  the  day.” 
“Good,  good!”  he  would  interrupt,  and 
then  he  would  cast  his  eye  over  the 
officers  of  his  General  Staff  and  add, 
“Now  let’s  get  down  to  business.” 

Get  down  to  business.  This  is  the  term 
which  this  business  man  always  employs. 
He  realizes  that  making  war  (and  now 
settling  things  after  the  war)  is  a busi- 
ness. Sentimentalists  and  full  of  stirring 
words  must  be  those  who  lead  men  to 
the  sacrifice  of  life  in  battle.  But  a dif- 
ferent temperament,  a different  attitude, 
behooves  those  in  whose  hands  are  the 
lives  of  the  soldiers,  the  success  of  the 
movement  in  which  they  are  sacrificing 
themselves,  and  the  shaping  of  the  des- 
tinies of  the  world  affected  by  the  giving 
of  the  full  measure  of  devotion. 

Marshal  Foch  prefers  honor  to  honors. 
Certainly  he  is  not  unappreciative  of  the 
decorations  that  are  offered  him.  He 
knows  that  they  are  a precitfus  mark  of 
sympathy.  But  he  rarely  wears  them. 
They  form  an  imposing  heap  in  the  safe 
of  his  private  office  in  the  Avenue  de 
Saxe.  One  festival  day  I heard  him  say, 
jokingly:  “I  have  had  to  put  on  my 
* plaques .’  They  are  just  like  armor,  and 
I’m  not  going  to  need  any  waistcoat  to- 
day. The  cold  has  no  terror  for  me.” 

I do  not  dare  to  penetrate  too  inti- 
mately into  this  cabinet  de  travail , so 
homely,  so  simple,  where  I have  passed 
pleasant  hours,  for  that  would  be  to 
violate  a foyer  which  instinctively  hides 
itself.  Let  us  say  simply  that  one  sees 
there  stirring  souvenirs — a magnificent 
Saxon  saber,  the  only  trophy  kept  from 
the  battle  of  the  Marne;  a cane  carved 
of  the  wood,  still  smoking,  of  the  Ypres 
Cloth  Hall;  and,  finally  (object  that  is 
shown  very  rarely  and  only  to  intimate 
friends),  the  baton  of  Marshal  which  is 


covered  with  royal-blue  velvet,  studded 
with  stars.  It  bears  the  name  Ferdi- 
nand Foch  and  the  motto  engraved  in 
gold,  “ Gloria  belli,  decus  pads .” 

I have  said  that  the  family  of  the 
Marshal  spent  three  war  summers  on  our 
estate  at  Villemetrie.  Foch  is  a man  of 
habit.  When  a place  pleases  him  he 
always  goes  back  there.  During  the 
winter  of  1917,  recalled  from  the  front 
for  temporary  service,  he  chose  Senlis, 
which  is  not  far  from  Villemetrie,  for  his 
headquarters.  He  was  installed  in  a 
beautiful  old  private  home,  but — to  give 
a good  example  and  to  observe  military 
rules  concerning  which  he  has  always 
been  very  strict  with  himself — he  did 
not  ask  his  family  to  join  him.  It  was 
to  this  H6tel  de  Fantrat  that  he  returned 
to  live  at  the  moment  of  the  armistice, 
dividing  his  time  between  Paris,  Ver- 
sailles, Senlis,  and  the  front.  He  often 
goes  there  still. 

In  the  winter  of  1917-18,  just  before 
he  was  called  to  the  supreme  command 
and  when  he  was  living  at  Senlis,  there 
were  rumors  about  his  health.  It  was  a 
calumny  to  which  he  paid  no  attention. 
At  that  time  alert  and  vigorous,  he 
came  to  see  my  mother  and  me,  walking 
eight  kilometers  across  the  forest,  and 
taking  up  again  in  the  evening  his  work 
with  so  much  intensity  that  an  old 
valet  de  chambre  said  to  me:  “What  a 
man,  monsieur!  What  ability  to  work! 
He  digs  away  at  it  all  night  long!” 
There  was  an  automobile  accident  which 
might  have  been  serious.  But  the  sur- 
geon said  that  with  Foch  he  was  dealing 
with  “the  constitution  of  a thirty-year- 
old.” 

When  it  is  a question  of  Marshal  Foch, 
mens  sana  in  corpore  sano  is  not  an  idle 
phrase.  The  balance  with  him  is  per- 
fect. It  is  this  that  has  enabled  him 
never  to  lose  his  optimism,  to  keep  his 
strength,  and  to  allow  him  to  assume  and 
carry  the  heaviest  responsibilities. 

I see  him  still,  in  the  worst  hours  erf 
the  Somme,  talking  at  our  house  with 
an  old  woman  from  Lorraine.  A little 
pessimism  was  floating  in  the  air.  Foch 
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cut  short  gloomy  prognostications. 
“Madame,”  said  he,  “it  will  not  be  for 
the  very  near  future,  but  let  us  agree  to 
meet  again  in  Metz.”  The  old  woman 
did  not  forget.  She  went  back  to  Metz 
after  an  exile  of  nearly  half  a century, 
and  there  she  met  the  Marshal,  who  told 
her  that  he  had  lived  the  most  stirring 
horns  of  his  life  in  recalling,  in  a walk 
all  alone,  the  memories  of  his  youth. 
The  dreams  of  the  adolescent,  smarting 
under  the  humiliation  of  the  German 
victory,  had  been  realized.  He  had 
given  back  Lorraine  to  France! 

In  those  sad  days  at  the  end  of  March, 
1918,  when  General  Foch  was  intrusted 
with  the  command  of  the  Allied  armies, 
I spent  an  evening  with  the  Foch  family 
in  their  home  in  Paris.  It  had  been  a 
day  of  long-distance  bombardment  by 
the  Big  Bertha.  The  Gothas  were  coming 
every  night.  A raid  was  on  that  even- 
ing. Madame  Foch  told  me  that  she 
would  not  take  her  family  from  Paris. 
She  had  to  set  the  example,  and  her 
husband  had  assured  her  that  the  enemy 
would  never  reach  the  city.  Foch’s 
comment  to  his  wife  after  the  retreat  of 
the  Fifth  British  Army  was  this,  “The 
beast  has  stretched  the  bars,  but  he  is 
all  the  same  still  in  the  cage.” 

Foch  had  just  accepted  the  high 
command.  When  he  was  being  con- 
gratulated upon  his  new  post  some  one 
remarked  that  he  was  the  only  man 
capable  of  assuming  so  crushing  a respon- 
sibility. Foch  looked  surprised,  then 
shocked  and  pained.  “ But  it  is  nothing 
calling  for  praise  for  a soldier  to  accept 
responsibility.  One  does  not  refuse  when 
it  is  France,”  he  said. 

At  the  moment  of  the  armistice  Foch, 
for  the  first  time  since  the  beginning  of 
the  war,  allowed  his  feelings  to  be  seen. 
He  changed  overnight.  He  became  a 
young  man  again.  His  step  was  more 
buoyant  than  ever.  He  has  remained 


young  ever  since.  Only  after  the  test 
was  over  did  we  realize  how  the  burden, 
in  spite  of  natural  elasticity,  had  been 
weighing  upon  him.  It  is  indeed  true, 
the  saying  that  victory  gives  wings. 

After  the  armistice  Marshal  Foch 
lived  through  the  magic  days  of  the  re- 
occupation  of  Alsace  and  Lorraine,  and 
of  the  march  to  the  Rhine.  But  he  was 
none  the  less  full  of  anticipation  in  look- 
ing forward  to  the  regulating  of  the 
armistice  conditions  and  the  meeting  of 
the  Peace  Conference.  He  was  particu- 
larly anxious  to  meet  President  Wilson, 
“that  man  whom  I have  never  seen  and 
to  whom  I have  so  often  written,”  as  he 
put  it.  I saw  the  Marshal  on  the  stair- 
case of  his  Paris  home  the  evening  of 
that  historic  interview.  He  was  leaving 
in  a few  minutes  to  meet  the  American 
President.  “You  see  a man  who  is  very 
busy,”  he  said  to  me.  But  he  kept  me 
for  a few  minutes,  and  spoke  of  trifling 
matters  concerning  our  region.  His  gift 
of  being  able  to  relax  and  to  rest  his  mind 
in  the  most  serious  moments  is  a precious 
asset.  He  gets  his  recreation  in  his  fam- 
ily circle  and  in  watching  as  a simple 
spectator  “the  passing  show.”  Two  or 
three  days  later  I saw  President  Wilson 
at  the  H6tel  de  Ville  acknowledging  with 
a gracious  smile  the  acclamations  of  the 
people  of  Paris.  By  his  side  was  Mar- 
shal Foch.  These  two  men  were  able  by 
their  mere  presence  to  make  .the  people 
forget  their  sorrows  and  give  wray  to  the 
emotion  of  joy.  I realized  that  we  were 
living  there  one  of  the  greatest  minutes 
of  the  history  of  the  world. 

In  this  “history  of  the  world”  Foch 
personifies  exactly  the  type  of  the 
French  soldier.  If  he  is  a man  who  has 
fire,  he  is  also  a man  who  has  faith.  And 
this  faith  that  removes  mountains  is  able 
also  to  make  new  boundary-lines,  to 
resurrect  nations,  and  to  save  civiliza- 
tion. 
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THERE  is  sometimes  melancholy  in 
revisiting,  after  years  of  absence, 
a place  where  one  was  joyous  in  the  days 
of  youth.  That  is  why  sadness  stole  over 
me  on  the  evening  of  my  return  to 
Florence. 

To  be  sure,  the  physical  beauties  of 
the  Italian  city  were  intact.  Modernity 
had  not  farther  encroached  upon  the 
landmarks  that  had  witnessed  the  birth 
of  a new  age,  powerful,  even  violent,  in 
its  individualism.  From  those  relics,  in- 
deed — from  the  massive  palaces,  the 
noble  porches,  the  monuments  rising  in 
the  public  squares — there  still  seemed 
to  issue  a faint  vibration  of  ancient  au- 
dacity and  force.  It  was  as  if  stone  and 
bronze  had  absorbed  into  their  particles, 
and  stored  through  centuries,  the  great 
emotions  released  in  Florence  during 
that  time  of  mental  expansion  called  the 
Renaissance. 

But  this  integrity  of  scene  and  influ- 
ence only  increased  my  regrets.  Though 
the  familiar  setting  was  still  here,  the 
familiar  human  figures  seemed  all  de- 
parted. I looked  in  vain  for  sobered  ver- 
sions of  the  faces  that  had  smiled,  of 
old,  around  tables  in  comfortable  cates, 
in  an  atmosphere  of  youthful  gaiety, 
where  at  any  moment  one  might  be 
enmeshed  in  a Florentine  prank  that 
Boccaccio  could  not  have  bettered. 

One  such  prank  rose,  all  at  once,  be- 
fore my  mind’s  eye,  and  suddenly,  in 
the  midst  of  my  pessimism,  I laughed 
aloud. 

I recalled  the  final  scene  of  that  es- 
capade, which  I myself  had  managed  to 
devise.  The  old  cate  had  rung  with  a 
bellow  of  delight;  the  victim,  ridiculous 
in  his  consternation,  had  rushed  at  me 
howling  for  vengence.  But  the  audience, 


hemming  him  in,  had  danced  ’round  him 
singing  a ribald  little  song.  The  air 
was  full  of  battered  felt  hats,  coffee 
spoons,  lumps  of  sugar,  and  waving 
handkerchiefs.  Out  on  the  piazza  the 
old  cab-horses  had  pricked  up  their  ears; 
the  shopkeepers  had  run  to  their  door- 
ways; the  police  had  taken  notice.  It 
was  not  every  day  that  the  champion 
joker  among  us  was  caught  in  such  a 
net  as  he  delighted  to  spread. 

Where  were  they,  all  my  jolly  young 
men  and  women?  Maturity,  matrimony, 
perhaps  still  other  acts  of  fate,  had  scat- 
tered them.  Here  and  there  a grizzled 
waiter  let  fall  the  old  names  with  a shrug 
of  perplexity,  then  hastened  to  answer 
the  call  of  a rising  generation  as  cheerful 
as  if  it  were  not  doomed,  also,  to  disper- 
sion and  regrets. 

Then,  too,  in  returning  I had  been  so 
unfortunate  as  to  find  Florence  on  the 
verge  of  spring. 

The  soft  evening  air  was  full  of  a 
sweetness  exhaled  by  the  surrounding 
cup  of  hills.  From  baskets  of  roses,  on 
the  steps  of  porticoes,  a fragrance 
floated  up  like  incense  round  the  limbs  of 
statues,  which  were  bathed  in  a golden 
light  by  the  lamps  of  the  piazza.  Those 
marble  countenances  were  placid  with 
an  eternal  youth,  beneath  the  same  stars 
that  had  embellished  irrevocable  nights, 
that  recalled  some  excursions  into  an 
enchanted  world,  some  romantic  gestures 
the  knack  for  which  was  gone. 

“After  all,”  I thought,  “it  is  better 
not  to  find  one  of  the  old  circle.  We 
should  make  each  other  miserable  by  our 
reminiscences.” 

No  sooner  had  i reflected  thus  than 
I found  myself  face  to  face  with  An- 
tonio. 
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Antonio  was  scarcely  changed.  His 
dark  visage  was  still  vital  with  intelli- 
gence, still  keen  and  strange  from  the 
exercise  of  an  inexhaustible  imagination. 
Yet  in  his  eyes,  which  formerly  had 
sparkled  with  the  wit  of  youth,  there 
was  more  depth  and  a hint  of  somber- 
ness. He  had  become  a celebrated 
satirist. 

“What  luck!”  he  cried,  embracing  me 
with  sincere  delight.  “ But  to  think  that 
I should  have  to  run  into  you  on  the 
street!” 

“I  asked  for  you  everywhere.” 

“In  the  old  places?  I never  go  to 
them.  You  have  not  dined?  Nor  I. 
Here,  let  us  take  this  cab.” 

He  hurried  me  off  to  a restaurant  of 
the  suburbs.  Under  the  starry  sky  we 
sat  down  at  a table  beside  a sunken 
garden,  in  which  nightingales  were  try- 
ing their  voices  among  the  blossoms, 
whose  perfuihe  had  been  intensified  by 
dew. 

It  was  an  old-time  dinner,  at  least, 
that  Antonio  provided;  but,  alas!  those 
others  were  not  there  to  eke  out  the 
illusion  of  the  past.  To  each  name,  as  I 
uttered  it,  Antonio  added  an  epitaph. 
This  one  had  gone  to  bury  himself  in  the 
Abruzzi  hills.  That  one  had  become  a 
professor  at  Bologna.  Others,  in  vanish- 
ing, had  left  no  trace  behind  them. 

“And  Leonello,  who  was  going  to  sur- 
pass Michael  Angelo?” 

“ Oh,”  my  friend  responded,  “ Leonello 
is  still  here,  painting  his  pictures.  Like 
me,  he  could  not  five  long  beyond  the  air 
of  Florence.” 

Antonio,  in  fact,  could  trace  his  family 
back  through  Florentine  history  into  the 
Middle  Ages. 

“Is  Leonello  the  same?”  I pursued. 
“Always  up  to  some  nonsense?  But  you 
were  not  much  behind  him  in  those  in- 
sane adventures.” 

“Take  that  to  yourself,”  Antonio  re- 
torted. “1  recall  one  antic,  just  before 
you  left  us — ” He  broke  off  to  meditate. 
Clicking  his  tongue  against  his  teeth,  he 
gazed  at  me  almost  with  resentment,  as 
if  I were  responsible  for  this  depressing 


work  of  time.  “No!”  he  exclaimed,  look- 
ing at  me  in  gloomy  speculation,  while, 
in  the  depths  of  his  eyes,  one  seemed  to 
see  his  extraordinary  intelligence  per- 
plexed and  baffled.  “That  war  of  wit  is 
surely  over.  The  old  days  are  gone  for 
good.  Let  us  make  the  best  of  it.”  And 
he  asked  me  what  I had  been  doing. 

I made  my  confession.  In  those  years 
1 had  become  fascinated  by  psychic  phe- 
nomena— by  the  intrusion  into  human 
experience  of  weird  happenings  that  ma- 
terialism could  not  very  well  explain. 
Many  of  these  happenings  indicated,  at 
least  to  my  satisfaction,  not  only  future 
existences,  but  also  previous  ones.  I 
admitted  to  Antonio  that,  since  I was 
in  Italy  again,  I intended  to  investigate 
the  case  of  a Perugian  peasant  girl  who, 
though  she  had  never  been  associated 
with  educated  persons,  was  subject  to 
trances  in  which  she  babbled  the  Greek 
language  of  Cleopatra’s  time,  and  ac- 
curately described  the  appearance  of  pre- 
Christian  Alexandria. 

“I  am  writing  a book  on  such  mat- 
ters,” I concluded.  “ You,  of  course,  will 
laugh  at  it — ” 

His  somber  eyes,  which  had  been 
watching  me  intently,  became  blank  for 
a time,  then  suddenly  gave  forth  a flash. 

“I?  Laugh  because  you  have  been 
enthralled  by  weirdness?”  he  cried,  as 
one  who,  all  at  once,  has  been  profoundly 
moved.  Yet  laugh  he  did,  in  loud  tones 
that  were  almost  wild  with  strange  ela- 
tion. “Pardon  me,”  he  stammered, 
passing  a trembling  hand  across  his 
forehead.  “You  do  not  know  the  man 
that  I have  become  of  late.” 

What  had  my  words  called  to  his 
mind?  From  that  moment  everything 
was  changed.  The  weight  of  some  myste- 
rious circumstance  had  descended  upon 
Antonio,  overwhelming,  as  it  seemed  to 
me,  the  pleasure  that  he  had  found  in 
this  reunion.  Through  the  rest  of  the 
dinner  he  was  silent,  a prey  to  that  dark 
exultancy,  to  that  uncanny  agitation. 

This  silence  persisted  while  the  cab 
bore  us  back  into  the  city. 

In  the  narrow  streets  a blaze  of  light 
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from  the  open  fronts  of  cook-shops 
flooded  the  lower  stories  of  some  pal- 
aces which  once  on  a time  had  housed 
much  fierceness  and  beauty,  treachery 
and  perverse  seductiveness.  Knowing 
Antonio’s  intimate  acquaintance  with 
those  splendid  days,  I strove  to  rouse 
him  by  congenial  allusions.  His  preoccu- 
pation continued;  the  historic  syllables 
that  issued  from  my  lips  were  wasted  in 
the  clamor  of  the  street.  Yet  when  I 
pronounced  the  name  of  one  of  those 
bygone  belles,  Fiammetta  Adimari,  he 
repeated  slowly,  like  a man  who  has 
found  the  key  to  everything: 

“Fiammetta!” 

“What  is  it,  Antonio?  Are  you  in 
love?” 

He  gave  me  a piercing  look  and 
sprang  from  the  cab.  We  had  reached 
the  door  of  his  house. 

Antonio’s  bachelor  apartment  was 
distinguished  by  a handsome  austerity. 
The  red-tiled  floors  reflected  faintly  the 
lights  of  antique  candelabra,  which  shed 
their  luster  also  upon  chests  quaintly 
carved,  bric-&-brac  that  museums  would 
have  coveted,  and  chairs  adorned  with 
threadbare  coats  of  arms.  Beside  the 
mantelpiece  hung  a small  oil-painting, 
as  I thought,  of  Antonio  himself,  his 
black  hair  reaching  to  his  shoulders,  and 
on  his  head  a hat  of  the  Renaissance. 

“No,”  said  he,  giving  me  another  of 
his  strange  looks,  “it  is  my  ancestor, 
Antonio  di  Manzecca,  who  died  in  the 
year  fifteen  hundred.” 

I remembered  that  somewhere  in  the 
hills  north  of  the  city  there  was  a dilapi- 
dated stronghold  called  the  Castle  of 
Manzecca.  Behind  those  walls,  in  the 
confusion  of  the  Middle  Ages,  Antonio’s 
family  had  developed  into  a nest  of  rural 
tyrants.  Those  old  steel-clad  men  of  the 
Manzecca  had  become  what  were  called 
“Signorotti” — lords  of  a height  or  two, 
swooping  down  to  raid  passing  convoys, 
waging  petty  wars  against  the  neighbor- 
ing castles,  and  at  times,  like  bantams, 
too  arrogant  to  bear  in  mind  the  short- 
ness of  their  spurs,  defying  even  Flor- 
ence In  the  end,  as  I recalled  the  mat- 


ter, Florence  had  chastened  the  Man- 
zecca, together  with  all  the  other  lord- 
lings  of  that  region.  The  survivors  had 
come  to  live  in  the  city,  where,  through 
these  hundreds  of  years,  many  changes 
of  fortune  had  befallen  them.  My  friend 
Antonio  was  their  last  descendant. 

“But,”  I protested,  examining  the 
portrait,  “your  resemblance  to  this 
Antonio  of  the  Renaissance  could  not 
possibly  be  closer.” 

Instead  of  replying,  he  sat  down, 
rested  his  elbows  on  his  knees,  and 
pressed  his  fists  against  his  temples. 
Presently  I became  aware  that  he  was 
laughing,  very  softly,  but  in  such  an 
unnatural  manner  that  I shivered. 

1 grew  alarmed.  It  was  true  that  in 
our  years  of  separation  Antonio’s  physi- 
cal appearance  had  not  greatly  changed; 
but  what  was  the  meaning  of  this  mental 
difference?  Was  his  mind  in  danger  of 
some  sinister  overshadowing?  Were 
these  queer  manners  the  symptoms  of  an 
incipient  mania?  It  is  proposed  that 
genius  is  a form  of  madness.  Was  the 
genius  of  Antonio,  in  its  phenomenal  de- 
velopment, on  the  point  of  losing  touch 
with  sanity?  As  my  thoughts  leaped 
from  one  conjecture  to  another,  the  tiled 
room  took  on  the  chill  that  pervades  a 
mausoleum.  From  the  bowl  on  the  table 
the  petals  of  a dying  rose  fell  in  a sudden 
cascade,  like  a dismal  portent. 

“The  Castle  of  Manzecca,”  I vent- 
ured, merely  to  break  the  silence,  “is 
quite  ruined,  I suppose?” 

“No,  the  best  part  of  it  still  stands.  I 
have  had  some  rooms  restored.” 

“ You  own  it?*’ 

“I  bought  it  back  a year  ago.  It  is 
there  that  I — ” He  buried  his  face  in 
his  hands. 

“Antonio,”  I said,  “you  are  in  some 
great  trouble.” 

“ It  is  not  trouble,”  he  answered,  in 
smothered  tones.  “But  why  should  I 
hesitate  to  make  my  old  friend,  whose 
mind  does  not  reject  weirdness,  my  con- 
fidant? 1 warn  you,  however,  that  it  will 
be  a confidence  weird  enough  to  make 
even  your  experience  in  such  matters 
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seem  tame.  Go  first  to  Perugia.  Exam- 
ine the  peasant  girl  who  chatters  of 
ancient  Alexandria.  Return  to  my  house 
one  week  from  to-night,  at  dusk,  and  you 
shall  share  my  secret.” 

He  rose,  averted  his  face,  and  went  to 
throw  himself  upon  a couch,  or  porch- 
bed,  another  relic,  its  woodwork  covered 
with  faded  paint  and  gilt,  amid  which 
one  might  trace  the  gallants  of  the  six- 
teenth century  in  pursuit  of  nymphs — 
an  allegory  of  that  age’s  longing  for  the 
classic  past.  I left  him  thus,  flat  on  his 
back,  staring  up  at  the  ceiling,  oblivious 
of  my  farewell. 

Poor  Antonio!  What  a return  to 
Florence! 


A week  from  that  night,  at  dusk,  I 
returned.  At  Perugia  I had  filled  a 
pocket-book  with  notes  on  the  peasant 
girl’s  trances.  The  spell  of  those  strange 
revelations  was  yet  on  me,  but  at  An- 
tonio’s door  I felt  that  I stood  on  the 
threshold  of  a still  more  agitating  dis- 
closure. 

My  knock  was  answered  by  Antonio 
himself,  his  hat  on  his  head  and  a motor- 
coat  over  his  arm.  He  seemed  burning 
with  impatience. 

“You  have  your  overcoat?  Good.” 
And  he  locked  the  door  on  the  outside. 

We  stepped  into  a limousine,  which 
whirled  us  away  through  the  twilight. 
The  weather  made  one  remember  that 
even  in  Florence  the  merging  of  March 
into  April  could  be  violent.  To-night 
masses  of  harsh-looking  clouds  sped 
across  the  sky  before  an  icy  wind  from 
the- mountains.  A burial-party,  assem- 
bled at  a convent  gate,  had  their  black 
robes  fluttering,  their  waxen  torches 
blown  out. 

“Death!”  muttered  Antonio,  with  a 
sardonic  grimace.  “And  they  call  it  un- 
conquerable!” 

As  we  paused  before  a dwelling-house, 
two  men  emerged  upon  the  pavement. 
They  were  Leonello,  the  artist,  and  an- 
other friend  of  the  old  days,  named 
Leonardo.  The  unusual  occasion  con- 
strained our  greetings.  The  newcomers. 


VOL.  CXXXIX.— No.  833.-83 

Digitized  by  1 


Google 


after  pressing  my  hand,  devoted  them- 
selves with  grave  solicitude  to  Antonio. 

He  burst  forth  at  them  like  a man 
whose  nervous  tension  is  nearly  unen- 
durable : 

“Yes,  hang  it  all!  I am  quite  well. 
Why  the  devil  will  you  persist  in  cod- 
dling me?” 

Leonello  and  Leonardo  gave  me  a 
mournful  look. 

We  now  stopped  at  another  door, 
where  there  joined  us  two  ladies  un- 
known to  me.  Both  were  comely,  with 
delicate  features  full  of  sensibility. 
Neither,  I judged,  had  reached  the  age  of 
thirty.  In  the  moment  of  meeting — a 
moment  notable  for  a stammering  of  in- 
coherent phrases,  a darting  of  sidelong 
looks  at  Antonio,  a general  effect  of  fur- 
tiveness and  excitement — no  one  remem- 
bered to  present  me  to  these  ladies. 
However,  while  we  were  arranging  our- 
selves in  the  limousine  I gathered  that 
the  name  of  one  of  them  was  Laura,  and 
that  the  other’s  name  was  Lina.  In  their 
faces,  on  which  the  street-lights  cast 
intermittent  flashes,  I seemed  to  discern 
a struggle  between  apprehension  and 
avidity  for  this  adventure. 

The  silence,  and  the  tension  of  all 
forms,  continued  even  when  we  left  the 
city  behind  us  and  found  ourselves 
speeding  northward  along  a country 
road. 

“Northward.  To  the  Castle  of  Man- 
zecca,  then?”  I asked  myself. 

The  rays  from  our  lamps  revealed  the 
trees  all  bending  toward  the  south.  The 
wind  pressed  against  our  car,  as  if  to 
hold  us  back  from  the  revelation  await- 
ing us  ahead,  in  the  midst  of  the  black 
night,  whence  this  interminable  whis- 
tling moan  pervaded  nature.  Rain 
dashed  against  the  glass.  Through  the 
blurred  windows  the  lights  of  farms  ap- 
peared, to  be  instantly  engulfed  by  dark- 
ness. Then  everything  vanished  except 
the  illuminated  streak  of  road.  We 
seemed  to  be  fleeing  from  the  known 
world,  across  a span  of  radiance  that 
trembled  over  an  immeasurable  void, 
into  the  supernatural. 
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The  limousine  glided  to  a standstill. 

“Here  we  abandon  the  car.” 

We  entered  the  kitchen  of  a humble 
farm-house.  Strings  of  garlic  hung  from 
the  ceiling,  and  on  the  floor  lay  some 
valises. 

As  the  ladies  departed  into  another 
room,  Antonio  mastered  his  emotion  and 
addressed  me. 

“What  we  must  do,  and  what  I must 
ask  you  to  promise,  may  at  first  seem  to 
you  ridiculous,”  he  said.  “Yet  your 
acceptance  of  my  conditions  is  a matter 
of  life  or  death,  not  to  any  one  here  pres- 
ent, but  to  another,  whom  we  are  about 
to  visit.  What  I require  is  this:  you  are 
to  put  on,  as  we  shall,  the  costumes  in 
these  valises,  which  are  after  the  fashion 
of  the  early  sixteenth  century.  Indeed, 
when  our  journey  is  resumed,  there  must 
be  about  us  nothing  to  suggest  the  pres- 
ent age.  Moreover,  I must  have  your 
most  earnest  promise  that  when  we 
reach  our  destination  you  will  refrain 
from  giving  the  least  hint,  by  word  or 
action,  that  the  sixteenth  century  has 
passed  away.  If  you  feel  unable  to  carry 
out  this  deception,  we  must  leave  you 
here.  The  slightest  blunder  would  be 
fatal.” 

No  sooner  had  Antonio  uttered  these 
words  than  he  turned  in  a panic  to 
Leonello  and  Leonardo. 

“Am  I wrong  to  have  brought  him?” 
he  demanded,  distractedly.  “Can  I de- 
pend on  him  at  every  point?  You  two, 
and  Laura  and  Lina,  know  what  it  would 
mean  if  he  should  make  a slip.” 

Much  disturbed,  I declared  that  I 
wished  for  nothing  better  than  to  return 
to  Florence  at  once.  But  Leonardo  re- 
strained me,  while  Leonello,  patting  An- 
tonio’s shoulder  in  reassurance,  re- 
sponded: 

“Trust  him.  You  do  his  quick  wit  an 
injustice.” 

Finally  Antonio,  with  a heavy  sigh, 
unlocked  the  valises. 

Hitherto  I had  associated  masquerade 
with  festive  expectations,  but  nothing 
could  have  been  less  festive  than  the 
atmosphere  in  which  we  donned  those 


costumes.  They  were  rich,  accurate,  and 
complete.  The  wigs  of  flowing  hair  were 
perfectly  deceptive.  The  fur-trimmed 
surcoats  and  the  long  hose  were  in 
fabrics  suggestive  of  lost  weaving  arts. 
Each  dagger,  buckle,  hat-gem,  and  fin- 
ger-ring, was  a true  antique.  Even  when 
the  two  ladies  appeared,  in  sumptuous 
Renaissance  dresses,  their  coiffures  as 
closely  in  accordance  with  that  period  as 
their  expanded  silhouettes,  no  smile 
crossed  any  face. 

“Are  we  all — ” began  Antonio.  His 
voice  failed  him. 

Muffled  in  thick  cloaks,  we  faced  the 
blustery  night  again. 

Behind  the  farm-house  stood  horses, 
saddled  and  bridled  in  an  obsolete  man- 
ner. Our  small  cavalcade  wound  up  a 
hillside  path,  which,  in  the  darkness,  the 
beasts  felt  out  for  themselves.  One 
became  aware  of  cypress-trees  on  either 
hillside,  immensely  tall,  to  judge  by  the 
thickness  of  their  trunks.  More  and 
more  numerous  became  these  trees,  as 
was  evident  from  the  lamentation  of 
their  countless  branches.  In  its  groan, 
the  forest  voiced  to  the  utmost  that  mel- 
ancholy which  the  imaginative  mind 
associates  with  cypresses  in  Italy,  where 
they  seem  always  to  raise  their  funereal 
grace  around  the  sites  of  vanished  splen- 
dors. 

We  were  ascending  one  of  the  hills 
that  lie  scattered  above  Florence  to- 
ward the  mountains,  and  that  were  for- 
merly all  covered  with  these  solemn 
trees. 

But  the  wind  grew  even  stronger  as 
we  neared  the  summit.  Above  us  loomed 
a gray  bulk.  The  Castle  of  Manzecca 
reluctantly  unveiled  itself,  bleak,  tower- 
ing, impressive  in  its  decay — a ruin  that 
was  still  a fortress,  and  that  time  had 
not  injured  so  much  as  had  its  mortal 
besiegers,  the  last  of  whom  had  died 
centuries  ago.  A gate  swung  open.  Our 
horses  clattered  into  a courtyard  which 
abruptly  blazed  with  torches. 

In  that  dazzle  all  the  omens  of  our 
journey  were  fulfilled.  We  found  our- 
selves, as  it  appeared,  not  only  in  a place 
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embodying  another  age,  but  in  that 
other  age  itself. 

The  streaming  torches  revealed  shock- 
headed servitors  of  ythe  Renaissance, 
their  black  tunics  stamped  in  vermilion, 
front  and  back,  with  the  device  of  the 
Manzecca.  By  the  steps  glittered  the 
spear-points  of  a clump  of  men-at-arms 
whose  swarthy  and  rugged  faces  re- 
mained impassive  under  flattened  hel- 
mets. But  as  we  dismounted  a grey- 
hound came  leaping  from  the  castle,  and 
in  the  doorway  hovered  an  old  maid- 
servant. To  her  Antonio  ran  straight- 
way, his  cape  whipping  out  behind  him. 

“Speak,  Nuta!  Is  she  well?”  he  de- 
manded. 

We  followed  him  into  the  castle. 

It  was  a spacious  hall,  paved  with 
stone,  its  limits  shadowy,  its  core  illu- 
minated brilliantly  with  candles.  From 
the  rafters  dangled  some  banners,  tat- 
tered and  queerly  designed.  Below  these, 
in  the  midst  of  the  hall — in  a mellow 
refulgence  that  she  herself  seemed  to 
give  forth — there  awaited  us  a woman 
glorified  by  youth  and  happiness,  who 
pressed  her  hand  to  her  heart. 

She  wore  a gown  of  violet-colored  silk, 
the  sleeves  puffed  at  the  shoulders,  the 
bodice  tight  across  the  breast  and  swell- 
ing at  the  waist,  the  skirt  voluminous. 
On  either  side  of  her  bosom,  sheer  linen, 
puckered  by  golden  rosettes,  mounted 
to  form  behind  her  neck  a little  ruff. 
Over  her  golden  hair,  every  strand  of 
which  had  been  drawn  back  strictly  from 
her  brow,  a white  veil  was  clasped,  be- 
hind her  ears,  by  a band  of  pearls  and 
amethysts  cut  in  cabuchon. 

Still,  she  was  remarkable  less  for  her 
costume  than  for  the  singularity  of  her 
charms. 

To  what  was  this  singularity  due?  To 
the  intense  emotions  that  she  seemed  to 
be  harboring?  Or  to  the  arrangement  of 
her  lovely  features,  to-day  unique,  which 
made  one  think  of  backgrounds  com- 
posed of  brocade  and  armor,  the  freshly 
painted  canvases  of  Titian  and  the 
dazzling  newness  of  statues  by  Michael 
Angelo?  As  she  approached,  that  singu- 


larity of  hers  became  still  more  disquiet- 
ing, as  though  the  fragrance  that  envel- 
oped her  were  not  a woman’s  chosen 
perfume,  but  the  very  aroma  of  the 
magnificent  past. 

Antonio  regarded  her  with  his  soul  in 
his  eyes,  then  greedily  kissed  her  hands. 
When  the  others  had  saluted  her,  each 
of  them  as  much  moved  as  though  she 
were  an  image  in  a shrine,  Antonio  said 
in  a hoarse  voice  to  me: 

“I  present  you  to  Madonna  Fiam- 
metta  di  Foscone,  my  affianced  bride. 
Madonna,  this  gentleman  comes  from  a 
distant  country  to  pay  you  homage.” 

“He  is  welcome,”  she  answered,  in  a 
voice  that  accorded  with  her  peculi:  - 
beauty. 

And  my  bewilderment  deepened  as  I 
realized  that  they  were  speaking  not 
modern  Italian,  but  what  I gathered  to 
be  the  Italian  of  the  sixteenth  century. 

I found  myself  with  Antonio  in  a tower- 
room,  whither  he  had  brought  me  on  the 
ladies’  retirement  to  prepare  themselves 
for  supper. 

The  wind,  howling  round  the  tower, 
pressed  against  the  narrow  windows 
covered  with  oiled  linen.  The  cypress 
forest,  which  on  all  sides  descended  from 
our  peak  into  the  valleys,  gave  forth  a 
continuous  moan.  Every  instant  the 
candle-light  threatened  to  go  out.  The 
very  tower  seemed  to  be  trembling,  like 
Antonio,  in  awe  of  the  secret  about  to  be 
revealed.  For  a while  my  poor  friend 
could  say  nothing.  Seated  in  his  rich 
disguise  on  a bench  worn  smooth  by  men 
whose  tombs  were  crumbling,  he  leaned 
forward  beneath  the  burden  of  his 
thoughts,  and  the  long  locks  of  his  wig 
hung  down  as  if  to  veil  the  disorder  of  his 
features. 

Finally  he  began: 

“In  the  year  fifteen  hundred  my  fam- 
ily still  called  this  place  their  home. 
There  were  only  two  of  them  left,  two 
brothers,  the  older  bearing  the  title 
Lord  of  Manzecca.  The  younger  brother 
was  that  Antonio  di  Manzecca  whose 
portrait  you  saw  on  the  wall  of  my  apart- 
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ment  in  the  city.  It  is  to  him,  as  you 
observed,  that  I bear  so  close  a resem- 
blance. 

“In  a hill-castle  not  far  away  lived 
another  family,  the  Foscone. 

■“The  Lord  of  Foscone,  a widower,  had 
only  one  child  left,  a daughter  seventeen 
years  old.  Her  name  was  Fiammetta. 
Even  in  Florence  it  was  said  that  to  the 
north,  amid  the  wilderness  of  cypress- 
trees,  there  dwelt  a maiden  whose  beauty 
surrounded  her  with  golden  rays  like  a 
nimbus.” 

I remembered  our  entrance  into  this 
castle,  my  first  glimpse  of  the  woman 
awaiting  us  in  the  middle  of  the  hall,  and 
the  glow  of  light  around  her  that  ap- 
peared to  he  a radiance  expanding  from 
her  person. 

But  my  friend  continued: 

“Between  the  two  castles  there  was 
friendly  intercourse.  It  was  presumed 
that  the  Lord  of  Foscone  would  pres- 
ently give  his  daughter  in  marriage  to 
the  Lord  of  Manzecca.  Fate,  however, 
determined  that  Fiammetta  and  An- 
tonio di  Manzecca,  the  younger  brother, 
should  fall  in  love  with  each  other. 

“Need  I describe  to  you  the  fervor  of 
that  passion  in  the  Italian  springtime,  at 
a period  of  our  history  when  all  the  emo- 
tions were  terrific  in  their  force? 

“At  night,  Antonio  di  Manzecca 
would  slip  away  to  the  Castle  of  Fos- 
cone. She  would  be  waiting  for  him  on 
the  platform  outside  her  chamber,  above 
the  ramparts,  overlooking  the  path 
across  the  hills.  It  chanced  that  by  the 
aid  of  vines  and  fissures  in  the  masonry 
he  could  climb  the  castle  wall  almost  to 
that  platform — almost  near  enough,  in- 
deed, to  touch  her  finger-tips.  Unhap- 
pily, there  was  nothing  there  to  which 
she  could  attach  a twisted  sheet.  So 
thus  they  made  love — she  bending  down 
toward  him,  he  clutching  with  toes  and 
hands  at  the  wall,  her  whispers  making 
him  dizzier  than  his  perilous  posture,  her 
tears  falling  upon  his  lips  through  a space 
so  little,  yet  greater  than  the  distance 
between  two  stars. 

“But  almost  everything  is  discovered. 


Antonio’s  meetings  with  Fiammetta  be- 
came known  to  his  elder  brother. 

“One  evening  Fiammetta,  from  the 
high  platform,  saw  Antonio  approaching 
while  it  was  still  twilight.  All  at  once  he 
was  surrounded  by  servants  of  his  own 
house,  who  had  been  waiting  for  him  in 
ambush.  Before  he  could  move,  half  a 
dozen  daggers  sank  into  his  body.  Amid 
the  thorns  and  nettles  he  sprawled  life- 
less, under  the  eyes  of  his  beloved.  As 
the  assassins  dragged  his  body  away, 
there  burst  from  the  platform  a pro- 
longed peal  of  laughter. 

“Fiammetta  di  Foscone  had  gone 
mad.” 

At  that  tragedy,  at  least,  1 was  not 
surprised.  The  Italy  of  the  Renaissance 
was  full  of  such  episodes — the  murderous 
jealousy  of  brothers,  the  obedient  cruelty 
of  retainers,  the  wreckage  of  women’s 
sanity  by  the  fall  of  horrors  much  more 
ingeniously  contrived  than  this.  What 
.froze  my  blood  was  the  anticipation 
gradually  shaping  in  my  mind.  I felt 
that  this  was  the  prelude  to  something 
monstrous,  incredible,  which  I should  be 
forced  to  believe. 

“She  had  gone  mad,”  my  friend  re- 
peated, staring  before  him.  “She  had, 
in  other  words,  lost  contact  with  what 
we  call  reality.  To  her  that  state  of 
madness  had  become  reality,  its  de- 
lusions truth,  and  everything  beyond 
those  delusions  misty,  unreal,  or  non- 
existent.” 

His  voice  died  away  as  he  looked  at 
his  hands  with  an  expression  of  disbelief. 
He  even  reached  forward  to  touch  my 
knee,  then  sighed: 

“You  will  soon  understand  why  l am 
sometimes  possessed  with  the  idea  that 
I am  dreaming.” 

And  he  resumed  his  tale: 

“Antonio  di  Manzecca  was  buried. 
His  elder  brother  found  a wife  elsewhere. 
The  Lord  of  Foscone  married  again,  and 
by  that  marriage  had  other  children. 
But  still  his  daughter  Fiammetta  stood 
slightly  on  the  platform  of  the  Castle  of 
Foscone,  gazing  down  at  the  hill  path. 
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waiting  for  her  Antonio  to  climb  the 
wall  and  whisper  his  love. 

“Now  she  only  lived  in  that  state  of 
ardent  expectancy.  The  days  and  weeks 
and  months  were  but  one  hour,  the  hour 
preceding  his  last  approach  to  her. 
Every  moment,  in  her  delusion,  she  ex- 
pected him  to  end  that  hour  by  coining 
to  her  as  young  as  ever,  to  find  her  as 
winsome  as  before.  In  consequence, 
time  vanished  from  her  thought.  And 
in  vanishing  from  her  thought,  time  lost 
its  power  over  her. 

“Her  father  died;  but  Fiammetta  still 
kept  her  vigil,  in  appearance  the  same 
as  on  the  evening  of  that  tragedy.  A new 
generation  of  the  Foscone  grew  old  in 
their  turn,  but  Fiammetta’s  loveliness 
was  still  perfect.  In  her  madness  there 
seemed  to  be  a sanity  surpassing  the 
sanity  of  other  mortals.  For  by  becom- 
ing insensible  to  time  she  had  attained 
an  earthly  immortality,  an  uncorrupted 
physical  beauty,  in  which  she  constantly 
looked  forward  to  the  delight  of  loving. 

“So  she  went  on  and  on — ” 

The  tower  shook  in  terror  of  the  gale, 
and  we  shook  with  it,  in  terror  of  this 
revelation.  My  thoughts  turned  toward 
the  woman  below,  who  had  smiled  at  us 
from  that  aura  of  physical  resplendency. 
I felt  my  hair  rising,  and  heard  a voice, 
my  own,  cry  out: 

“No,  no!” 

“Yes!”  Antonio  shouted,  fixing  his 
hands  upon  my  arms.  We  were  both 
standing,  and  our  leaping  shadows  on 
the  wall  resembled  a combat  in  which 
one  was  struggling  to  force  insanity  upon 
the  other.  He  went  on  speaking,  but 
his  words  were  drowned  in  a screaming 
of  vast  forces  that  clutched  at  the  tower 
as  if  in  fury  because  the  normal  processes 
of  nature  had  been  defied.  Would  those 
forces  attain  their  revenge?  Was  the 
tower  about  to  thunder  down  upon  the 
Castle  of  Manzecca,  annihilating  her  and 
us,  the  secret  and  its  possessors?  For  a 
moment  1 would  have  welcomed  even 
that  escape  from  thinking. 

“Yes,”  he  repeated,  releasing  my 
nrms  and  sitting  down  limply  on  the 


bench.  “ As  you  anticipate,  so  it  turned 
out.” 

I was  still  able  to  protest: 

“Admitted  that  this  has  happened 
elsewhere,  to  a certain  degree.  In  Vic- 
torian England  there  lived  a woman 
whose  love-affair  was  wrecked  and 
whose  mind  automatically  closed  itself 
against  everything  associated  with  her 
tragedy,  or  subsequent  to  it.  In  her 
madness  she,  too,  protected  herself 
against  pain  by  living  in  expectation  of 
the  lover’s  return.  Because  that  expec- 
tation was  restricted  to  her  girlhood,  she 
remained  a girl  in  appearance  for  over 
fifty  years.  Fifty  years,  that  is  compre- 
hensible!” 

“The  principle  is  the  same,”  said  An- 
tonio, wearily.  “Every  mental  phenom- 
enon has  minor  and  major  examples. 
But  I will  tell  you  the  rest. 

“The  Foscone,  also,  finally  moved  to 
Florence.  Their  castle  was  left  in  the 
care  of  hereditary  servants,  devoted  and 
discreet.  On  that  isolated  hilltop  no 
chance  was  afforded*  strangers  to  solve 
the  mystery  of  the  woman  who  paced 
the  high  platform  in  the  attire  of  another 
age.  Was  there,  in  the  Foscone’s  con- 
cealment of  the  awesome  fact,  a medi- 
eval impulse,  the  ancient  instinct  of 
noble  houses  to  defend  themselves 
against  all  forms  of  aggression,  including 
curiosity?  Or  was  it  merely  the  usual 
.aversion  to  being  identified  with  abnor- 
mality? Some  abnormality  is  so  terrify- 
ing that  it  seals  the  loosest  lips. 

“Now  and  then,  to  be  sure,  some  ser- 
vant’s tongue  was  set  wagging  by  wine, 
or  some  heir  of  the  Foscone  confided  in 
his  sweetheart.  But  the  rumor,  if  it 
went  farther,  soon  became  distorted  and 
incredible,  amid  the  ghost-stories  of  a 
hundred  Italian  castles,  palaces,  and 
villas.  I myself  found  hints  in  the  ar- 
chives of  my  family,  yet  saw  in  them 
only  a pretty  tale,  such  as  results  when 
romantic  invention  is  combined  with 
pride  of  race. 

“But  I was  destined  to  sing  another 
tune. 

“Not  long  ago,  the  last  of  the  Fos- 
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cone’s  modern  generation  passed  away. 
There  came  to  me  an  old  woman-servant 
from  the  castle.  It  was  Nuta,  whom  you 
saw  below  as  we  entered. 

“Why  had  she  sought  me  out?  Be- 
cause, if  you  please,  in  the  year  fifteen 
hundred  one  of  my  family  had  brought 
this  thing  to  pass.  It  seemed  to  Nuta, 
the  fact  now  being  subject  to  discovery 
by  the  executors  of  the  estate,  that  the 
care  of  her  charge  devolved  upon  me. 

“At  first  1 believed  that  old  Nuta  was 
the  mad  one.  In  the  end,  however,  I 
accompanied  her  to  the  castle.  At  dusk, 
concealed  by  the  cypresses,  I discerned 
on  the  platform  a face  that  seemed  to 
have  been  transported  from  another 
epoch  just  in  order  to  pierce  my  heart 
with  an  intolerable  longing.  I fell  in  love 
as  one  slips  into  a vortex,  and  instantly 
the  rational  world  was  lost  beyond  a 
whorl  of  ecstasy  and  fright. 

“I  regained  Florence  with  but  one 
thought:  how  could  she  be  restored  to 
sanity,  yet  be  maintained  in  that  beauty 
which  had  triumphed  over  centuries? 
As  I entered  my  apartment  I saw  before 
me  the  portrait  of  that  other  Antonio  di 
Manzecca,  whom  I so  closely  resembled, 
whom  she  had  loved,  whose  return  she 
still  awaited.  I stood  there  blinded  by 
a flash  of  inspiration. 

“At  midnight  my  plan  was  complete.” 

As  he  paused,  and  the  conclusion  be- 
came clear  to  me,  I was  taken  with  a 
kind  of  stupor. 

“A  few  days  later,”  he  said,  “as  she 
stood  gazing  down  through  the  twilight, 
a man  emerged  from  the  forest,  in  face 
and  dress  the  image  of  that  other  An- 
tonio di  Manzecca.  At  his  signal,  ser- 
vants in  the  old-time  livery  of  the  Man- 
zecca appeared  with  a ladder,  which  they 
leaned  against  the  ramparts.  He  set 
foot  upon  the  platform.  Her  pallor 
turned  deathlike;  her  eyes  became 
blank;  she  fainted  in  his  arms.  When 
she  recovered  she  was  in  the  Castle  of 
Manzecca. 

“That  shock  had  restored  her  reason. 

“Now  everything  around  her  very 


artfully  suggested  the  sixteenth  century 
— the  furniture,  the  most  trivial  utensils, 
the  costume  of  the  humblest  person  in 
the  castle.  Nuta  attended  her.  The  con- 
valescent was  told  that  she  had  been  ill  in 
consequence  of  the  attack  on  her  lover, 
but  that  he,  instead  of  succumbing,  had 
been  spirited  away  and  stealthily  nursed 
back  to  health.  Again  whole,  he  had 
returned  to  avenge  himself  on  his 
brother,  whom  he  had  killed.  Mean- 
while her  father  had  died.  Therefore  she 
had  been  brought  from  the  Castle  of 
Foscone  to  the  Castle  of  Manzecca  to 
enjoy  the  protection  of  her  Antonio, 
whom  she  was  now  free  to  marry. 

“All  this  was  what  she  wanted  to  be- 
lieve, so  she  believed  it.” 

But  Antonio’s  face  was  filled  with  a 
new  distress.  He  rose,  to  pace  the  floor 
with  the  gestures  of  a man  who  realizes 
that  he  is  locked  in  a cell  to  which  there 
is  no  key. 

“In  the  restoration  of  her  mind,”  he 
groaned,  “my  own  peace  of  mind  has 
been  destroyed.  Even  this  love,  the 
strangest  and  most  thrilling  in  the  world, 
will  never  allay  the  heartquakes  that  I 
have  brought  upon  myself. 

“With  her  perception  of  time  restored, 
she  will  now  be  subject  to  time  like  other 
mortals.  As  year  follows  year,  her 
youthfulness  will  merge  into  maturity, 
her  maturity  into  old  age,  here  in  this 
castle,  where  nothing  must  ever  suggest 
that  she  has  attained  a century  other 
than  her  own.  For  me  that  means  a 
ceaseless  vigilance  and  fear.  My  devo- 
tion will  always  be  mingled  with  fore- 
bodings of  some  blunder,  some  unfore- 
seen intrusion  of  the  present,  some  light- 
ning-like revelation  of  the  truth  to  her.” 

At  that  he  broke  down. 

“Ah,  if  that  happened,  what  horror 
should  I witness?” 

The  gale  sounded  like  the  hooting  of 
a thousand  demons  who  were  preparing 
for  this  man  a frightful  retribution.  Yet 
even  in  that  moment  I envied  him. 

To  her  beauty,  which  had  bewitched 
me  at  my  first  sight  of  her,  was  added 
another  allurement — the  thought  of  a 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Go  'gle 


AMAZEMENT 


663 


magical  flight  far  beyond  the  boundaries 
imprisoning  other  men.  If  romance  is  a 
striving  toward  something  at  once 
unique  and  sympathetic,  here  was  ro- 
mance attained.  Moreover,  in  embrac- 
ing that  exquisite  personification  of  the 
Renaissance,  one  might  add  to  love  the 
glamour  of  a terrible  audacity.  And  the 
addition  of  glamour  to  love  has  always 
been  one  of  the  most  assiduously  prac- 
tised arts. 

At  the  bottom  of  the  winding  tower 
staircase,  in  the  doorway  of  the  hall 
where  she  had  greeted  us,  we  paused  to 
compose  ourselves. 

“At  least,”  Antonio  besought  me, 
“when  in  doubt,  remain  silent.” 

We  entered  the  hall.  Under  a wooden 
gallery  adorned  with  carved  and  tinted 
shields  the  supper-table  was  laid. 

They  awaited  us,  shimmering  in  their 
fantastic  finery — the  ladies  Laura  and 
Lina,  my  old  friends  Leonardo  and 
Leonello,  and  the  ineffable  Fiammetta  di 
Foscone.  The  visitors’  cheeks  seemed 
hectic  from  the  excitement  of  the  hour; 
but  her  face  was  flushed,  her  eyes  shone, 
for  her  own  reasons.  As  I approached 
her  my  heartbeats  suffocated  me.  Yes, 
I would  have  taken  Antonio’s  place  and 
shouldered  all  his  terrors ! Before  me  the 
fair  conqueror  of  time  disappeared  in  a 
haze,  out  of  which  her  voice  emerged  like 
a sweet  utterance  from  beyond  the 
tomb. 

“You  are  pleased  with  the  castle, 
messere?” 

As  I was  striving  to  respond,  Antonio 
said  to  her,  half  aside,  in  that  quaint 
species  of  Italian  which  he  had  used 
before: 

“He  speaks  our  language  with  diffi- 
culty, Madonna,  and  in  a dialect.  This 
disability  will  embarrass  him  till  he  finds 
himself  more  at  home.” 

“Then  let  us  sup,”  she  exclaimed. 
“For  since  this  new  custom  of  a third 
meal  has  become  fashionable  in  Florence, 
no  doubt  you  are  all  expiring  of  hunger. 
So  quickly  does  habit  become  tyrannous, 
especially  when  it  involves  a pleasure.” 


In  some  manner  or  other  I seated  my- 
self at  the  table. 

The  servants  bore  in,  on  silver  plat- 
ters, small  chickens  garnished  with  sugar 
and  rose-water,  a sort  of  galantine, 
tarts  of  almonds  and  honey,  caramels  of 
pine-seed.  From  the  gallery  overhead 
came  the  tinkle  of  a rota,  a kind  of 
guitar.  The  musician  produced  a whim- 
sical tune  suggesting  a picnic  of  lords  and 
ladies  in  the  garden  of  an  antique  villa, 
where  trick  fountains,  masked  by  blos- 
soms, drenched  the  unwary  with  streams 
of  water.  But  in  the  chimney  of  the 
great,  cold  fireplace  behind  my  back  the 
wind  still  growled  its  threats;  the  voice 
-of  Nature  still  menaced  these  audacious 
mortals,  who  were  celebrating  the  hu- 
miliation of  her  laws. 

Beyond  the  candle-light  the  beauty  of 
Fiammetta  di  Foscone  became  blinding. 

In  her  there  was  no  sign  of  an  unnatural 
preservation,  as,  for  example,  in  a flower 
that  has  been  sustained,  yet  subtly  al- 
tered, by  imprisonment  in  ice.  Nor  did 
her  countenance  show  in  the  least  that 
glaze  of  time  which  changes,  without 
abating,  the  fairness  of  marble  goddesses 
surviving  for  us  from  remote  ages  of 
esthetic  victory.  But  wait;  she  was  not 
an  animated  statue,  nor  any  product  of 
nature  other  than  flesh  and  blood ! And 
the  flesh,  the  glance,  the  whole  person  of 
this  creature  from  another  era,  expressed 
a glorious  young  womanhood.  I was  lost 
in  admiration,  pity,  and  dread.  For 
over  this  shining  miracle  hovered  the 
shadow  of  disaster.  One  could  not  forget 
the  countless  menaces  surrounding  her. 

If  she  should  grasp  the  truth,  if  all  of 
a sudden  she  should  realize  her  disac- 
cordance  with  the  world  of  mortals, 
what  would  happen  to  her  before  our 
eyes?  Would  she  succumb  instantly? 

Or  would  she  first  shrivel  into  some  ap- 
palling monstrosity?  This  deception 
could  not  last  forever.  Might  it  not  end 
to-night? 

Did  the  others  have  similar  premoni- 
tions? 

Their  smiles  seemed  tremulous  and 
wan,  their  movements  constrained  and 
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timorous.  All  their  efforts  at  gaiety 
were  impeded  by  the  inertia  of  fear.  At 
every  speech  the  lips  of  Lina  and  Laura 
quivered,  the  bands  of  Leonello  and 
Leonardo  were  clenched  in  a nervous 
spasm.  Antonio  controlled  himself  only 
by  the  most  heroic  efforts. 

What  a price  to  pay  for  an  illusion  of 
happiness  that  was  destined  to  a ghastly 
end!  Yet  I would  still  have  paid  that 
heavy  price  exacted  from  Antonio. 

Fiammetta  di  Foscone  became  in- 
fected by  our  nervousness.  At  one  mo- 
ment her  mirth  was  feverish;  at  an 
other,  a look  of  vague  uneasiness  crossed 
her  face.  Was  our  secret  gradually  pene- 
trating to  her  subconscious  mind?  Was 
she  to  learn  the  fact,  and  perish  of  it,  not 
because  of  bungling  word  or  action  on 
our  part,  but  merely  from  the  unwitting 
transmission  of  our  thoughts? 

The  others  redoubled  their  travesty  of 
merriment.  They  voiced  the  gossip  of  a 
vanished  society;  the  politics,  fashions, 
and  • scandals,  of  old  Florence.  One 
heard  the  names  of  noble  families  long 
since  extinct,  accounts  of  historic  esca- 
pades related  as  if  they  had  happened 
yesterday.  Fiammetta  recovered  her 
animation. 

Her  dewy  eyes  turned  to  Antonio. 
Her  fingers  caressed  her  betrothal-ring, 
which  was  like  the  wedding-ring  of  the 
twentieth  century.  And  in  this  -hall 
tricked  out  with  lies,  amid  these  guests 
and  servants  who  were  the  embodiment 
of  falsehood,  an  oppressing  atmosphere 
of  dread  was  clarified,  for  a moment,  by 
the  strength  and  delicacy  of  her  love. 

They  discussed  the  virtues  of  the 
Muses,  the  plagiarisms  of  Petrarch,  the 
wonders  of  astrology.  Her  uneasiness 
revived.  In  a voice  more  musical  than 
the  rota  in  the  gallery,  she  asked : 

‘My  dear  friends,  would  you  attribute 
to  some  planetary  influence  a feeling  of 
strangeness  that  I receive  at  times,  even 
from  the  air?  I demand  of  you  whether 
the  air  does  not  have  an  unfamiliar  smell 
to-night?” 

There  was  a freezing  moment  of 
silence. 


“It  is  this  great  wind,”  muttered 
Leonardo,  “that  has  brought  us  new  air 
from  afar.” 

“Every  place  has  its  smell,”  was 
Leonello’s  contribution.  “It  is  natural 
that  the  Castle  of  Manzecca  should  smell 
differently  from  the  Castle  of  Foscone.” 

Antonio  thanked  his  friends  with  an 
eloquent  look. 

“True,”  she  assented,  pensively, 
“every  spot,  every  person,  is  surrounded 
by  its  especial  ether,  produced  by  its 
peculiar  activity.  This  house,  not  only 
in  its  smell,  but  in  its  tenor  of  life,  and 
even  in  its  food,  differs  vastly  from  my 
own  house,  which,  nevertheless,  is  just 
across  the  hills.” 

Antonio  drained  his  goblet  at  a gulp. 
He  got  out  the  words: 

“We  are  provincial,  we  Manzecca. 
Like  a race  apart.” 

“All  old  families,  jealous  of  their  in- 
tegrity, are  the  same,”  ventured  Laura, 
who  looked,  nevertheless,  as  if  she  were 
about  to  faint. 

“Or  maybe,”  mused  Fiammetta,  “it  is 
because  I have  been  ill  that  things  per- 
plex me,  and  sometimes  startle  me  by  an 
effect  of  strangeness.  There  are  mo- 
ments when  even  the  stars  look  odd  to 
me,  and  when  the  countryside,  viewed 
from  the  tower  above  us,  is  bewildering. 
In  one  direction  I see  woods  where  I 
should  have  expected  meadows;  in  an- 
other direction,  fields  where  I should 
have  expected  woods.  But  then,  I now 
view  the  countryside  from  a tower  other 
than  my  own,  and  see  in  a new  aspect 
that  landscape  with  which  I thought  my- 
self so  well  acquainted.  Does  that  ex- 
plain it?” 

How  touching,  how  pitiable,  was  her 
expression,  half  arch,  half  pleading,  and 
so  beautiful!  “Oh,  lovely  and  terrible 
prodigy!”  I thought,  “draw  back;  ban- 
ish those  thoughts;  or,  rather,  no  longer 
think  at  all — for  you  are  on  the  edge  of 
the  abyss!” 

Antonio  spoke  with  difficulty : 

“Dearest  one,  do  not  pain  me  by  men- 
tioning that  illness  of  yours.  Do  not 
pain  yourself  by  dwelling  on  it  in  your 
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mind.  The  past  with  all  its  misfortunes 
is  gone  forever.  Let  us  live  in  the  present 
and  contemplate  a future  full  of  bliss.” 

A quivering  sigh  of  assent  and  relief 
went  round  the  supper-table.  But 
Fiammetta  protested: 

“ I should  not  care  to  forget  the  past. 
It  contained  too  much  happiness.  The 
hours  at  twilight,  when  I waited  on  the 
platform  of  the  Castle  of  Foscone,  and 
you  clambered  up  the  wall,  are  not  for 
oblivion!  Do  you  remember,  Antonio, 
how  you  once  brought  with  you  a bunch 
of  little  damask  roses,  which  you  tossed 
up  to  me  while  clinging  to  the  masoniy? 
Those  roses  became  my  treasure.  The 
sweetest  one  of  them  I locked  in  a tiny 
silver  box  which  I kept  always  by  me. 
That  box  came  with  me  from  the  Castle 
of  Foscone.  The  key  is  lost;  but  you 
shall  open  it  with  your  dagger,  and  learn 
how  I have  cherished  an  emblem  of  that 
past  which  you  ask  me  to  forget.” 

With  a rare  smile,  she  drew  from  the 
bosom  of  her  gown  a very  small  coffer  of 
silver,  its  chiseling  worn  smooth  by  in- 
numerable caresses.  * Poor  soul!  it  was  in 
her  bosom  that  she  had  cherished  this 
pretty  little  box,  more  cruelly  fatal  than 
a viper. 

Antonio,  his  jaws  sagging,  rose  half- 
way out  of  his  chair,  then  sank  back, 
speechless  and  livid.  Unaware,  eager,  and 
imperious,  Fiammetta  demanded: 

“A  dagger!” 

Too  late  Antonio  managed  to  put  out 
a shaking  hand  in  protest.  Already  a 
fool  ojf  a servant  had  presented  his  dirk 
to  her.  In  a twinkling — before  we  could 
stop  her — Fiammetta  had  pried  back 
the  lid. 

The  silver  box,  its  oxidized  interior  as 
black  as  ink,  contained,  in  place  of  the 
damask  rose  that  had  bloomed  in  the 
year  fifteen  hundred,  only  a few  grains 
of  dust. 

There  was  no  sound  except  from  the 
wind,  which  yelled  its  devilish  glee 
round  the  castle  and  in  the  chimney  of 
the  fireplace. 

She  had  risen  to  her  feet.  In  her  eyes, 
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peering  at  the  little  coffer,  bewilderment 
gave  place  to  dismay.  But  in  our  faces 
she  found  a consternation  far  surpassing 
hers. 

“Only  dust?” 

Antonio  distorted  his  mouth  in  a vain 
effort  to  speak.  At  last,  with  a frantic 
oath,  he  swept  the  silver  box  into  the 
fireplace,  where  it  fell  amid  the  brush- 
wood and  inflammable  rubbish  piled 
ready  for  lighting  under  the  big  logs. 

Fiammetta  had  tried  to  stop  him. 
Under  her  clutching  hand,  his  fur- 
trimmed  sleeve  had  slipped  up,  exposing 
his  forearm.  She  was  staring  at  his  fore- 
arm. 

“The  scar?”  she  whispered.  “Was  it 
not  here,  when  you  raised  your  arm  to 
shield  yourself  against  them,  that  you 
caught  the  first  knife-thrust?  How  long 
does  it  take  for  such  a scar  to  pass 
entirely  away?” 

Lina  and  Laura  sank  back  in  their 
chairs.  Leonello  averted  his  face.  Leo- 
nardo turned  away.  Again  Antonio  tried 
to  speak.  The  terror  that  held  us  in  its 
grip  was  communicated  to  Fiammetta  di 
Foscone. 

Her  countenance  became  bloodless. 
Her  teeth  chattered.  She  murmured: 

“What  is  happening  to  me?  I am  so 
cold!” 

She  sank  down,  amid  billows  of  violet- 
colored  silk,  between  Antonio’s  arms, 
before  the  fireplace.  Her  veil,  confined 
by  the  band  of  pearls  and  amethysts,  did 
not  seem  as  white  as  her  skin. 

There  was  a hysterical  babble  of 
voices: 

“She  is  dead!  No,  she  has  swooned! 
Bring  vinegar!  Rub  her  hands!  Light 
the  fire!” 

Then  ensued  a jostling  of  guests  and 
servants,  who  crowded  forward  to  poke 
a dozen  lighted  candles  at  the  brush- 
wood. In  the  midst  of  this  confusion 
Fiammetta  sat  before  the  hearth,  her 
eyes  half  closed,  her  head  rolling  against 
Antonio’s  shoulder,  her  throat,  framed 
by  the  little  ruff,  palpitating  like  the 
breast  of  an  expiring  dove.  She  was  in 
the  throes  of  the  emotions  that  had  been 
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at  last  transferred  from  our  minds  to 
hers  and  that  she  was  doubtless  on  the 
point  of  comprehending. 

The  brushwood  caught  fire.  At  that 
flicker  her  eyelids  opened.  She  leaned 
forward.  Under  the  brushwood,  already 
writhing  in  flames,  was  the  fragment  of  a 
modern  Italian  newspaper.  One  plainly 
saw  the  title,  part  of  a head-line,  and  the 
date. 

Fiammetta  di  Foscone  read  the  date. 

As  Antonio  and  I,  between  us,  lifted 
her  into  a chair,  she  kept  repeating  to 
herself,  in  a soft,  incredulous  voice,  the 
date.  And  so  badly  had  our  wits  been 
paralyzed  by  this  catastrophe,  that  none 
of  us  could  find  one  lying  word  to  utter. 

Antonio  knelt  before  her,  his  arms 
clasping  her  knees,  his  head  bowed.  He 
was  weeping  as  if  she  were  already  dead. 
Her  hands  slowly  stole  forth  to  close 
around  his  face  and  lift  it  up. 

“Whatever  it  is,”  she  breathed,  “I 
still  have  you.” 

As  she  gazed,  half  lifeless,  but  still 
fairer  than  an  untinted  statue,  at  his 
face,  all  at  once  her  eyes  became  enor- 
mous. Pushing  him  from  her,  she  stood 
bolt-upright  at  one  movement,  with  a 
heart-rending  scream: 

“A  stranger!” 

That  scream  was  still  resounding  from 
the  rafters  when  we  saw  her  fleeing 
across  the  hall,  her  head  thrown  back, 
her  arms  outspread,  her  white  veil  and 
violet  draperies  floating  behind  her.  Her 
jewels  glittered  like  the  last  sparkle  of  a 
splendid  dream  that  has  been  doomed  to 
swift  extinction.  She  vanished  through 
the  doorway  leading  to  the  tower  stair- 
case. 

“After  her!”  some  one  shouted. 

Antonio  was  first;  but  at  the  doorway 
he  stumbled,  and  Leonello,  who  was 
second,  fell  over  him.  Vaulting  their 
bodies,  I gained  the  circular  staircase 
that  ascended  to  the  tower.  1 heard 
Antonio  bawling  after  me: 

“ She  will  throw  herself  from  the  roof!” 

The  staircase  was  black,  and  the  wind 
whistled  down  its  well.  At  each  landing 
the  heavy  doors  on  either  side  banged 


open  and  shut.  From  overhead  there  de- 
scended a long  wail,  maybe  her  voice,  or 
maybe  one  of  the  countless  voices  of  the 
storm.  As  I neared  the  top,  a door 
through  which  I had  just  passed  blew 
shut  with  a deafening  report.  I emerged 
upon  the  roof  of  the  tower  in  a torrent  of 
rain.  The  roof  was  empty. 

I peered  over  the  low  battlements. 
Close  below  me  swayed  the  tops  of 
cypress-trees;  beneath  them  everything 
was  lost  in  the  obscurity  of  the  night. 
Soon,  however,  the  darkness  was  lighted 
by  torches  which  began  to  dart  to  and 
fro  among  the  trees.  By  those  fitful 
gleams  I made  out  the  crouching  backs 
of  men,  the  livery  of  the  Manzecca  with 
its  black  and  vermilion  device,  helmets 
and  sword-hilts,  and  finally  upturned 
faces  that  appeared  ruddy  in  the  torch- 
light, though  I knew  that  in  reality  they 
must  be  pallid.  They  called  up  to  me, 
but  the  wind  whipped  their  voices  away. 
I made  signs  that  she  was  not  on  the 
tower.  The  faces  disappeared;  again  the 
torches  wandered  among  the  trees.  Now 
and  then  I heard  a shout,  the  barking  of 
the  greyhound,  and  a woman — perhaps 
old  Nuta — in  hysterics. 

I began  to  descend  the  staircase.  The 
last  door  through  which  I had  passed 
was  so  tightly  wedged,  from  its  slam- 
ming, that  I could  not  open  it.  1 sat 
down  on  the  steps  to  wait  till  the  others 
should  miss  me. 

What  thoughts! 

“ Can  it  be  true?  Yes,  it  has  happened, 
and  I have  seen  the  end  of  it ! This  will 
kill  Antonio.  But  then,  none  of  us  will 
ever  be  the  same  again.” 

I was  sure  that  my  hair  had  turned 
white. 

And  she?  A vast  wave  of  pity  and 
longing  swept  over  me  and  whirled  me 
away  into  the  depths  of  despair. 

Now,  I told  myself,  they  have  found 
her.  And  I fell  to  shuddering  again. 
Now  they  have  brought  her  in,  unless 
what  they  saw,  when  they  found  her, 
scattered  them,  raving,  through  the 
woods.  Now  they  are  trying  to  soothe 
Antonio,  perhaps  to  wrench  a weapon 
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from  his  hand.  Now  surely  they  have 
noticed  my  absence. 

1 cannot  imagine  what  impulse  made 
me  rise,  at  last,  and  try  the  door  again. 
At  my  first  touch  it  swung  open. 

Descending  the  staircase,  I re-entered 
the  hall. 

They  were  all  seated  at  the  supper- 
table,  which  was  now  decorated  with 
flowers,  with  baskets  of  fruit,  with  plates 
of  bonbons,  and  with  favors  in  the  form 
of  dolls  tricked  out  like  little  ladies  of 
the  Renaissance.  The  servants  wore  tail- 
coats and  white-cotton  gloves.  Leonello 
and  Leonardo,  Lina  and  Laura,  even 
Antonio,  had  on  the  evening-dress  ap- 
propriate to  the  twentieth  century.  But 
my  brain  reeled  indeed  when  I saw 
Fiammetta,  her  hair  done  in  the  "last 
Parisian  style,  her  low-neck  gown  the 
essence  of  modem  chic. 

The  company  looked  at  me  with  tol- 
erant smiles. 

“Well,”  exclaimed  Antonio,  “you 
have  certainly  taken  your  time!  We 
waited  ages  for  you,  then  decided  that 
the  food  was  spoiling,  and  fell  to.  There 
is  your  place,  old  fellow.  I’ll  have  the' 
relishes  brought  back.” 

I dropped  into  my  chair  with  a thud. 
Leonardo,  reaching  in  front  of  Lina, 
took  the  fabric  of  my  antique  costume 
between  thumb  and  finger. 

“Very  recherche,”  was  his  comment. 
“Do  you  wear  it  for  a whimr” 

“He  is  soaking  wet,”  announced  Lina, 
compassionately.  “I  think  he  has  been 
looking  at  the  garden.” 

“A  botanist!”  cried  Laura,  clapping 
her  hands.  “Will  you  give  me  some 
advice,  signore?  What  is  the  best  pre- 
servative for  damask  roses?” 

“Water  them  with  credulity,”  Leo- 
nello suggested. 

And  they  all  burst  out  laughing  in  my 
face,  with  the  exception  of  the  beautiful 
Fiammetta. 

Antonio,  rising  and  bowing  to  me, 
spoke  as  follows: 

“My  friend,  the  sixteenth  century  be- 
queathed to  us  Florentines  a little  of 


its  cheerful  cruelty  and  something  of  its 
pleasure  in  vendettas.  Casting  your 
thoughts  into  a less  remote  past,  you 
may  retrieve  an  impression  of  your  last 
performance  before  your  departure  from 
the  Florence  of  our  youth.  Need  I de- 
scribe that  performance?  Its  details 
were  conceived  and  executed  with  much 
talent.  It  made  me,  who  was  its  butt, 
the  laughing-stock  of  our  circle  for  a 
month.  Did  we  children  of  Boccaccio 
impart  to  you  that  knack  for  practical 
joking?  Remember  that  the  pupil  does 
not  always  permanently  abash  his 
teacher.  But  come,  let  us  make  a lasting 
peace  now.  If  after  all  these  years  I 
managed  to  catch  you  off  your  guard, 
you  will  never  again  catch  me  so.  Let 
us  forget  our  two  chagrins  in  drinking  to 
this  pleasant  night,  which,  though  I 
fancy  the  fact  has  escaped  you,  happens 
to  be  the  First  of  April.” 

While  I was  still  trying  to  master  my 
feelings,  he  added: 

“I  have  forgotten  to  explain  that  Lina 
is  the  wife  of  Leonello,  our  new  Michael 
Angelo,  who  did  that  portrait  of  me  in 
the  wig  and  costume  of  the  Renaissance. 
Laara,  on  the  other  hand,  is  the  wife  of 
Leonardo.  As  for  our  heroine,  Fiam- 
metta, she  is  the  bride  of  your  unworthy 
Antonio.  She  has  been  so  gracious  as  to 
marry  me  betw'een  two  of  her  theatrical 
seasons;  in  fact,  we  are  here  on  our 
honeymoon.  Why  the  deuce  have  you 
never  married?  A wife  might  keep 
you  out  of  many  a laughable  predica- 
ment.” 

Leonello  hazarded,  “He  is  waiting  to 
marry  some  lady  who  can  describe,  in 
her  trances,  the  cuisine  of  Nebuchad- 
nezzar’s palace,  or  the  home-life  of  the 
Queen  of  Sheba.” 

“Do  no  such  thing,”  Antonio  im- 
plored me.  “And  hereafter  avoid  the 
supernatural  like  the  plague.  May  this 
affair  instil  into  your  philosophy  of  life 
a little  healthy  skepticism.  There  is  no 
better  tonic  than  laughter  for  one  who 
has  caught  the  malaria  of  psychical  re- 
search. But  even  Nuta,  my  wife’s  old 
dresser  at  the  theater,  will  tell  you  that 
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laughter  is  precious.  You  have  given  her 
to-night  the  first  out-and-out  guffaw 
that  she  has  enjoyed  in  years.  She  says 
it  cured  her  of  a crick  in  the  neck.” 

The  fair  Fiammetta,  however,  made  a 
gesture  of  reproof,  then  held  out  her 
warm  hand  to  me. 

“No,  Antonio,”  she  protested,  “you 
have  not  been  clever,  after  all,  but 
wicked.  The  worst  of  revenge  is  this: 
that  it  invariably  exceeds  its  object.  To 
what  do  you  owe  this  triumph?  To  his 
solicitude  for  you,  to  his  trust  in  you, 
which  you  have  abused.  Also,  as  I 
suspect,  to  his  pity  for  Fiammetta  di 
Foscone,  which  I have  ill  repaid.  In 
fine,  we  owe  the  success  of  this  trick  to 


the  misuse  of  fine  emotions.  That  was 
not  the  custom  of  Messer  Giovanni 
Boccaccio.”  And  to  me,  “Will  you  for- 
give us?” 

All  the  others  looked  rather  chop- 
fallen.  But  Antonio  soon  recovered.  He 
retorted: 

“If  you  could  have  seen  what  an  ass 
he  made  of  me  that  time,  you  would  not 
at  this  moment  be  holding  his  hand. 
Look  here,  old  fellow,  she  has  a sister 
who  rather  resembles  her,  and  whose 
hand  I have  no  objection  to  your  holding 
as  long  as  you  wish.  We  will  introduce 
you  to-morrow.  Ah  yes,  we  will  make 
you  forgive  us,  you  rascal,  before  we  are 
done  with  you!” 


OVERHEAD 

BY  SCUDDER  MIDDLETON 

V \ THEN  you  and  I are  laid  away 
V V In  little  boxes  under  grass, 

What  will  the;  townsmen  say  of  us 
When  overhead  they  smile  and  pass? 

“She  was  a lovely,  quiet  thing 

Who  kept  her  house  so  neat  and  gay. 
She  was  as  much  in  love  with  life 
As  she  is  satisfied  to-day.” 

“He  was  the  brightest  man  we  had; 

He  kept  us  laughing  till  he  died. 

It  seemed  he  only  had  to  speak. 

And  we  would  chuckle  at  his  side.” 

Then  you  and  I will  rap  the  boards 
And  call  in  language  of  the  dead — 
But  there'll  be  nothing  we  can  do 
To  stop  that  chatter  overhead. 
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SOME  Englishmen,  I am  told,  go  to 
the  United  States  with  a spirit  of 
criticism,  and  search  ’round  for  things 
that  seem  to  them  objectionable,  taking 
no  pains  to  conceal  their  hostile  point  of 
view.  They  are  so  hopelessly  insular 
that  they  resent  any  little  differences  in 
social  custom  between  American  and 
English  life,  and  sum  up  their  annoyance 
by  saying,  “We  don’t  do  that  sort  of 
thing  in  England”!  Well,  that  seems  to 
me  a foolish  way  of  approach  to  any 
country,  and  the  reason  why  some  types 
of  Englishmen  are  so  unpopular  in 
France,  Italy,  and  other  countries  where 
they  go  about  regarding  “the  natives,” 
as  they  call  them,  with  arrogance  in  their 
eyes,  and  talk,  as  an  English  officer,  not 
of  that  type,  expressed  it  to  me,  “as 
though  they  had  bad  smells  at  the  ends 
of  their  noses.”  I am  bound  to  say  that 
during  my  visit  to  the  United  States  I 
found  much  more  to  admire  than  to 
criticize,  and,  perhaps  because  I was  on 
the  lookout  for  things  to  like  rather  than 
to  dislike,  I had  one  of  the  best  times  of 
my  life — in  some  ways  the  very  best — 
and  came  away  with  respect,  admiration, 
and  gratitude  for  the  American  people. 
There  are  so  many  things  I like  in  their 
character  and  way  of  life  that  I should 
be  guilty  of  gushing  if  I put  them  all 
down,  but,  although  I have  no  doubt 
they  have  many  faults,  like  most  people 
in  this  world,  I prefer  to  remember  the 
pleasant,  rather  than  the  unpleasant, 
qualities  they  possess,  especially  as  they 
left  the  most  dominant  impression  on  my 
mind. 

I think  every  Englishman,  however 
critical,  would  agree  that  he  is  struck  at 
once,  on  his  first  visit  to  America,  by  the 
(dean,  bright,  progressive  spirit  of  life 


in  the  smaller  towns  beyond  the  turmoil 
of  New  York.  I have  already  described 
the  sensational  effect  produced  upon 
one’s  imagination  by  that  great  city, 
and  have  given  some  glimpses  of  various 
aspects  of  the  social  life  which  I had  the 
good  fortune  to  see  with  untiring  inter- 
est; but  I confess  that  the  idea  of  living 
in  New  York  would  affright  me  because 
of  its  wear  and  tear  upon  the  nerves,  and 
I think  that  the  “commuters  ” who  dwell 
in  the  suburbs  have  good  sense  and  bet- 
ter luck.  The  realities  of  America — the 
average  idea,  the  middle-class  home,  the 
domestic  qualities  upon  which  a nation 
is  built — are  to  be  found  more  deeply 
rooted  in  the  suburbs  and  smaller  towns 
than  in  the  whirligig  of  Manhattan  Isl- 
and to  which  a million  and  a half  people, 
I am  told,  come  every  day,  and  from 
which,  after  business  or  pleasure,  they  go 
away.  To  me  there  was  something  very 
attractive  in  the  construction  of  such 
places  as  Rye,  Port  Chester,  Greenwich, 
and  Stamford,  an  hour  away  from  New 
York,  and  many  other  townships  of  sim- 
ilar size  in  other  parts  of  the  United 
States.  I liked  the  style  of  their  houses, 
those  neat  buildings  of  wood  with  over- 
lapping shingles,  and  wide  porches  and 
verandas  where  people  may  sit  out  on 
summer  days,  with  shelter  from  the  sun; 
and  I liked  especially  the  old  Colonial 
type  of  house,  as  I think  it  is  called,  with 
a tall  white  pillar  on  each  side  of  its 
portico,  and  well-proportioned  windows, 
so  that  the  rooms  have  plenty  of  light, 
and  as  much  air  as  the  central-heating 
system  permits — and  that  is  not  much. 

To  English  eyes  accustomed  to  dingy 
brick  houses  in  the  suburbs  of  big  cities, 
to  the  dreary  squalor  of  some  new  little 
town  which  straggles  around  a filthy 
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railway  station,  with  refuse-heaps  in 
undeveloped  fields,  and  a half-finished 
“High  Street,”  where  a sweetstuff-shop, 
a stationer,  and  an  estate  agent  establish 
themselves  in  the  gloomy  hope  of  busi- 
ness, these  American  villages  look  won- 
derfully clean,  bright,  and  pleasant.  I 
noticed  that  in  each  one  of  them  there 
were  five  institutions  in  which  the  spirit 
of  the  community  was  revealed — the 
bank,  the  post-office,  the  school,  the 
church,  and  the  picture-palace.  The 
bank  is  generally  the  handsomest  build- 
ing in  the  place,  with  a definite  attempt 
to  give  it  some  dignity  of  architecture 
and  richness  of  decoration.  Inside,  it  has 
marble  pillars  and  panels,  brass  railings 
at  the  receipt  of  custom,  a brightly  bur- 
nished mechanism  for  locking  up  the 
safe,  a tiled  floor  of  spotless  cleanliness. 
The  local  tradesman  feels  secure  in  put- 
ting his  money  in  such  a place  of  dignity; 
the  local  lady  likes  to  come  here  in  the 
morning  (unless  she  has  overdrawn  her 
account)  for  a chat  with  the  bank  mana- 
ger or  one  of  his  gentlemanly  assistants. 
It  is  a social  rendezvous  dedicated  to  the 
spirit  of  success,  and  the  bank  manager, 
who  knows  the  private  business  and  the 
social  adventures  of  his  clients,  is  in  a 
position  of  confidence  and  esteem.  He  is 
pleased  to  shake  the  finger-tips  of  a lady 
through  the  brass  railing,  while  she  is 
pleased  to  ask  him,  “How  do  you  like 
my  new  hat?”  and  laughs  when,  with 
grave  eyes,  he  expresses  sympathy  with 
her  husband.  “Twenty  years  ago  he  was 
serving  behind  the  counter  in  a dry- 
goods  store.  Now  he  has  a million  dol- 
lars to  his  credit.”  Everybody  brightens 
at  this  story  of  success.  The  fact  that  a 
man  starts  as  a butcher-boy  or  a bell- 
boy is  all  in  his  favor,  in  social  prestige. 
There  is  no  snobbishness,  contemptuous 
of  humble  origin,  and  I found  a spirit  of 
good-natured  democracy  among  the  peo- 
ple I watched  in  the  local  bank. 

Competing  with  the  bank  in  architect- 
ural dignity  is  the  village  post-office, 
generally  of  white  stone,  or  wood,  with 
the  local  Roll  of  Honor  on  the  green 
outside,  and,  inside,  a number  of  picture- 


posters  calling  to  the  patriotism  of  the 
American  people  to  support  the  Liberty 
Loan — the  fifth  when  I was  there.  Small 
boys  at  the  counter  are  buying  thrift 
stamps.  Chauffeurs  who  have  driven 
down  from  country  houses  are  collecting 
the  letters  of  the  family  from  lockers, 
with  private  keys.  College  girls  are  ex- 
changing confidences  at  the  counters.  I 
liked  the  social  atmosphere  of  an  Amer- 
ican post-office.  I seemed  to  see  a visible 
friendliness  here  between  the  state  and 
the  people.  Then  there  is  the  school,  and 
I must  say  that  I was  overwhelmed  with 
admiration  for  the  American  system  of 
education  and  for  the  buildings  in  which 
it  is  given.  England  lags  a long  way 
behind  here,  with  its  old  - fashioned 
hotchpotch  of  elementary  schools, 
church  schools,  “academies  for  young 
gentlemen”  — the  breeding  - ground  of 
snobs — grammar-schools,  and  private, 
second-rate  colleges,  all  of  which  compli- 
cations are  swept  away  by  the  clean  sim- 
plicity of  the  American  state  school,  to 
which  boys  of  every  class  may  go  with- 
out being  handicapped  by  the  caste  sys- 
tem which  is  the  curse  of  England.  If 
the  school  to  which  I went  at  Montclair, 
or  another  at  Elizabeth,  New  Jersey,  or 
another  at  Toledo,  is  at  all  typical  of 
American  schools  generally  (and  I think 
that  is  so),  I take  my  hat  off  to  the  edu- 
cational authorities  of  America  and  to 
the  spirit  of  the  people  which  inspires 
them. 

The  school  at  Montclair  was,  I re- 
member, a handsome  building  like  one  of 
the  English  colleges  for  women  at  Oxford 
or  Cambridge,  with  admirably  designed 
rooms,  light,  airy,  and  beautiful  with 
their  polished  paneling.  The  lecture-hall 
was  a spacious  place  holding,  I suppose, 
nearly  a thousand  people,  and  I was 
astonished  at  its  proportions  when  I had 
my  first  glimpse  of  it  before  lecturing, 
under  the  guidance  of  the  head-mistress 
and  some  of  the  ladies  on  her  committee. 
Those  women  impressed  me  as  being 
wise  and  broad-minded  souls,  not  shut 
up  in  narrow  educational  theories,  but 
with  a knowledge  of  life  and  human 
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nature,  and  a keen  enthusiasm  for  their 
work.  At  Toledo  I saw  the  best  type  of 
provincial  school,  and  certainly  as  an 
architectural  model  it  was  beyond  all 
words  of  praise,  built  in  what  we  call  the 
Tudor  style,  in  red  brick,  ivy-covered, 
with  long  oriel  windows,  so  that  it  lifts 
up"  the  tone  of  the  whole  town  because 
of  its  dignity  and  beauty.  Here,  too,  was 
a fine  lecture-hall,  easily  convertible  into 
a theater,  with  suitable  scenery  for  any 
school  play.  It  was  a committee  of  boys 
who  organized  the  lectures,  and  one  of 
them  acted  as  my  guide  over  the  school- 
building and  showed  me,  among  other 
educational  arrangements,  a charming 
little  flat,  or  apartment-house,  com- 
pletely furnished  in  every  detail  in  bed- 
room, sitting-room,  and  kitchen,  for  the 
training  of  girls  in  domestic  service, 
cookery,  and  the  decoration  of  the  home. 
Here,  as  in  many  other  things,  the  Amer- 
ican mind  had  reached  out  to  an  ideal 
and  linked  it  up  with  practical  method. 
Equally  good  Were  the  workshops  where 
the  boys  are  trained  in  carpentry  and 
mechanics.  . . . Well,  all  that  kind  of 
thing  makes  for  greatness  in  a nation. 
The  American  people  are  not,  I think, 
better  educated  than  English  people  in 
the  actual  storing-up  of  knowledge,  but 
they  are  educated  in  better  physical 
conditions,  with  a brighter  atmosphere 
around  them  in  their  class-rooms  and  in 
their  playgrounds,  and  with  a keener 
appreciation,  in  the  social  influences  sur- 
rounding the  school-house,  of  the  in- 
herent right  of  every  American  boy  and 
girl  to  have  equal  opportunities  along  the 
road  to  knowledge  and  success.  It  is  this 
sense  of  opportunity,  and  the  entire 
absence  of  snob  privileges,  which  I liked 
best  in  these  glimpses  I gained  of  young 
America.  . . . 

I mentioned  another  institution  which 
occupies  a prominent  place  in  every 
American  township.  That  is  the  picture- 
palace.  It  is  impossible  to  overrate  the 
influence  upon  the  minds  and  characters 
of  the  people  which  is  exercised  by  that 
house  of  assembly.  It  has  become  part 
of  the  life  of  the  American  people  more 


essentially  than  we  know  it  in  England, 
though  it  has  spread  with  a mushroom 
growth  in  English  towns  and  villages. 
But  in  the  United  States  the  picture- 
palace  and  “the  silent  drama,”  as  they 
call  it,  are  more  elaborately  organized, 
and  the  motion  pictures  are  produced 
with  an  amount  of  energy,  imagination, 
and  wealth  which  is  far  in  excess  of  the 
similar  efforts  in  England.  A visit  to  the 
“movies”  is  the  afternoon  or  evening 
recreation  of  every  class  and  age  of 
American  citizenship.  It  is  a democratic 
habit  which  few  escape.  Outside  the 
picture-palace  in  a little  town  like  Stam- 
ford one  sees  a number  of  expensive 
motor-cars  drawn  up,  while  the  lady  cf 
leisure  gets  her  daily  dose  of  “romance” 
and  while  her  chauffeur,  in  the  gallery, 
watches  scenes  of  high  life  with  the  cyn- 
ical knowledge  of  a looker-on.  Nurse- 
maids alleviate  the  boredom  of  domestic 
service  by  taking  their  children  to  see  the 
pictures  for  an  hour  or  two,  and  small 
boys  and  girls,  with  candy  or  chewing- 
gum  to  keep  them  quiet,  puzzle  out  the 
meaning  of  marvelous  melodrama,  won- 
der why  lovers  do  such  strange  things  in 
their  adventures  on  the  way  to  marriage; 
and  they  watch  with  curiosity  and  sur- 
prise the  ghastly  grimaces  of  “close-up” 
heroines  in  contortions  of  amorous  de- 
spair, and  the  heaving  breasts,  the  roll- 
ing eyes,  and  the  sickly  smiles  of  padded 
heroes,  who  are  suffering,  temporarily, 
from  thwarted  affection.  The  history  of 
the  world  is  ransacked  for  thrilling 
dramas,  and  an  American  audience 
watches  all  the  riotous  splendor  and 
licentiousness  of  Babylon  or  ancient 
Rome,  while  Theda  Bara,  the  movie 
queen,  writhes  in  amorous  ecstasy,  or 
poisons  innumerable  lovers,  or  stings 
herself  to  death  with  serpents.  Royalists 
and  Roundheads,  Pilgrim  Fathers  and 
New  England  witches,  the  French  Revo- 
lution and  the  American  Civil  War,  are 
phases  of  history  which  provide  endless 
pictures  of  “soul-stirring  interest”;  but 
more  popular  are  domestic  dramas  of 
modern  life,  in  which  the  luxury  of  our 
present  civilization,  as  it  is  imagined  and 
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exaggerated  by  the  movie  managers,  re- 
veal to  simple  folk  the  wickedness  of 
wealthy  villains,  the  dangers  of  innocent 
girlhood,  and  the  appalling  adventures  of 
psychology  into  which  human  nature  is 
led  when  “love”  takes  possession  of  the 
heart. 

It  is  impossible  to  say  what  effect  all 
that  has  upon  the  mentality  of  Amer- 
ica. The  utter  falsity  of  it  all,  the  treacly 
sentiment  of  the  “love”  episodes,  and 
the  flaming  vice  of  the  vicious,  would 
have  a perverting  influence  on  public 
imagination  if  it  were  taken  seriously. 
But  I suppose  that  the  common  sense  of 
American  people  reacts  against  the  ab- 
surdity of  these  melodramas  after  yield- 
ing to  the  sensation  of  them.  Yet  I met 
one  lady  who  told  me  she  goes  every  free 
afternoon  to  one  of  these  entertainments, 
with  a deliberate  choice  of  film-plays 
depicting  passion  and  caveman  stuff, 
“in  order  to  get  a thrill  before  dinner  to 
relieve  the  boredom  of  domesticity.” 
That  seems  to  me  as  bad  as  the  drug- 
habit,  and  must  in  the  long  run  sap  the 
moral  and  spiritual  foundations  of  a 
woman’s  soul.  Fortunately,  there  is  a 
tendency  now  among  the  “movie  mer- 
chants” to  employ  good  authors  who 
will  provide  them  with  simple  and  natu- 
ral plots,  and  in  any  case  there  is  always 
Charlie  Chaplin  for  laughter,  and  pict- 
ures of  scenery  and  animal  life,  and  the 
news  of  the  week  depicting  scenes  of 
current  history  in  $11  parts  of  the  world. 
It  would  be  absurd  as  well  as  impossible 
to  abolish  the  film-picture  as  an  influence 
in  American  life,  and  I dare  say  that, 
balancing  good  with  bad,  the  former  tips 
the  swing,  because  of  an  immense  source 
of  relaxation  and  entertainment  pro- 
vided by  the  picture-palace  in  small 
communities. 

What  appealed  to  me  more  in  my 
brief  study  of  American  social  life  out- 
side New  York  was  another  popular  in- 
stitution known  as  the  roadside  inn.  In 
some  way  it  is  a conscious  endeavor  to 
get  back  to  the  simplicity  and  good  cheer 
of  old-fashioned  times,  when  the  grand- 
fathers and  grandmothers  of  the  present 


-Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


generation  used  to  get  down  from  their 
coaches  when  the  horses  were  changed, 
or  the  snow-drifts  were  deep,  and  go 
gladly  to  the  warmth  of  a log  fire,  in  a 
wayside  hostelry,  while  orders  were 
given  for  a dinner  of  roast  duck,  and  a 
bowl  of  punch  was  brewed  by  the  ruddy- 
faced  innkeeper.  It  is  a tradition  which 
is  kept  fresh  in  the  imagination  of  mod- 
em Americans  by  the  genius  of  Charles 
Dickens,  Washington  Irving,  and  a host 
of  writers  and  painters  who  reproduce 
the  atmosphere  of  English  life  in  the 
days  of  coaching,  highwaymen,  romance, 
and  roast  beef.  The  spirit  of  Charles 
Dickens  is  carefully  suggested  to  all  way- 
farers in  one  roadside  inn  I visited,  about 
an  hour  away  from  New  York  and 
frequented  by  motor  parties.  It  is 
built  in  the  style  of  Tudor  England, 
with  wooden  beams  showing  through  its 
brick-work,  and  windows  divided  into 
little  leaded  panes,  and  paneled  rooms 
furnished  with  wooden  settles  and  gate- 
leg  tables.  Colored  prints  depicting 
scenes  in  the  immortal  history  of  Mr. 
Pickwick  brighten  the  walls  within.  Out- 
side there  swings  a sign-board  such  as 
one  sees  still  outside  country  inns  stand- 
ing on  the  edge  of  village  greens  in 
England.  I found  it  a pleasant  place, 
where  one  could  talk  better  with  a friend 
than  in  a gilded  restaurant  of  New  York, 
with  a jazz  band  smiting  one’s  ear- 
drums; and  the  company  there  was  in- 
teresting. In  spite  of  the  departure  of 
coaching  days  which  gave  life  and  bustle 
to  the  old  inns  of  the  past,  the  motor -car 
brings  travelers  and  a touch  of  romance 
to  these  modern  substitutes. 

There  were  several  cars  standing 
outside  the  inn,  and  I guessed  by 
the  look  of  the  party  within  that 
they  had  come  from  New  York  for 
a country  outing,  a simple  meal,  and 
private  conversation.  “Better  a dinner 
of  herbs  where  love  is — ” Under  the 
portrait  of  Mr.  Pickwick  in  a quiet  cor- 
ner of  one  of  the  old-fashioned  rooms  a 
young  man  and  woman  sat  with  their 
elbows  on  the  table  and  their  chins 
propped  in  the  palms  of  their  hands,  and 
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their  faces  not  so  far  away  that  the}'  had  by  eight  plates  of  roast  turkey  and 
any  ueed  to  shout  to  each  Other  the  baked  potatoes,  and,  not  oountiug  sun- 
confidences  which  made  both  pairs  of  dries,  nine  serves  of  deep -dish  pie.  The 
eyes  remarkably  bright.  The  young  man  ninth  unequal  share  went,  in  spite  of 
was  one  of  those  square-shouldered,  warnings,  protests,  and  ridicule  from 
clean-shaven,  gn*y-«yed  fellows  whom  I free-spoken  companions,  to  a plump  girl 
came  to  know  as  a type  on  the  roads  to  with  a pigtail.  Obviously  home  from 
Amiens  and  Albert.  The  girl  bad  put  her  college  for  a .spell,  who  said  ; “I  guess  I 
dust-cloak  over  the  hack  of  sha’n’t.  die  from  overeating, 

her  chair,  but  still  wore  a veil  though  it’s  the  way  Td  choose 

tied  ’round  her  hat  and  under  if  1 bad  to  quit.  An  appetite 

her  chin-- -a  little  pointed  ^a§8B|L  ,is  like  love.  Its  dangers  are 

dug  firmly  into  her  paint,  and  WafF  c Kagge  rated , and  seldom 

modeled  with  the  same deli-  fatal."  This  speech, 

eacy  of  line  as  the  lips  about  v.  delivered  in  all  solera- 

wliich  a little  smile  wavered.:  Ipy  ^ nity,  aroused  a tumult 

and  as  the  nose  which  . % 'd  mirth  from  several 

kept  its  distance,  with  >:  , * cc  ;|r  young  women  of  grown- 

peffect  discretion,  from ; j »p  apfiearanoe — at  least 

that  of  Lite  young  matt  J *£  . .jf  they  had  advanced,  beyond 

opposite,  so  that  the  ^g  W;  a the  pigtail  stage — and  under 

waiter  might  h a v e Jf|-f  fy  ; y "..'y.fs  this  one  of  thenjfddib- 

slipped  a menu -card  m>'  ’M  emtely  "made  up”  her  face  till 

between  them  Site  had  f;  K ] I'^ip  it  biriomed  like  a rose  in  June. 

» string  of  pearls 'round  Sk  ■"'$  >■:  another  corner  of  the 

her  neck  which  would  j)  r>- •tauran t sal  a lonely 

certainly  have,  been  the  u £%'■  v ■ v whose  appearance  inter- 

feat  prase  of  any  high-  / SKj"':'  * .hjrat  me  n good  deal.  Tie  was 

wayman  holding  up  f ’mT'Vflyjk'*  a man  of  middle  age,  with  black 
her  great-grand umm-  ’ itah  turning  wltite  and  very 

nia’s  eoafh.  ;«nd,.M«~  - 1 At  •;  dmk.  melancholy  eyes* in  » pale, 

iug  from  Other  little  s aI&W  '■  ftseCfie  face.  I have  seen  his 

signs  of  luxury  as  it  is 
revealed  in  Fifth 
Avenue.  I felt  certain 
that  tlie  young  lady 
did  oof  live  - far  from 
the  heart  h?  New  Turk 

and  had  command  of  its  treasure-housirs.  gaze,  said. " Yes,  i hat  i 
. . , Two  other  groups-  in  the  room,  —one  of  the  best-ki 

si  it  tag  at  separate  tables,  belonged  ob-  America,  and,  among  i 

vioudy  to  one  party.  They  were-  young  si  goer  of  the  Victory  - 
people  fur  the  most  part,  with  one  York.1''  Hecameov< 
elderly  lady  whose  white  hair  and  had  a talk  with.  Iibti 
shrewd,  smiling  ey«5  made  all  things  satiqn,  in  which  this 
right  with  youthful  adydnturc.  ond  with  mostly  of  war,  from 
one  old  fogy,  bland  of  countenance  trad  thought.  His  idea  i 
the  waistcoa  t line,  who  peace  is  only  a prepai 
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espaimv 

seemed  to  regard  ft  as  a privilege  to  pay 
for  the  large  appetites  of  the  younger 
company.  Anyhow  he.  paid  for  at  least 
eight  portions  of  chicken  okra,  followed 
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He  seemed  to 


Hiir  psychology  A rpadHUJa  inn  in  the  United  States 
w-'.  twisted  and  is  s good  place  for  the  study  of  psy- 
im  c,  so  that  the  chology  and-  social  habits  in  America, 
then  was  hpnri-  One  -eiistoni  which  happens  here  dwr- 
totiW  tie  ilmis-  mg  winter  and  summer  evenings  is  a 
t fake  them  ter  local  given  by  some  inhabitant 

i tli  all  pain  and  of  the  neighborhood  who  finds  more 
fe.  X disagreed  sjiaciousness  here  ter  a party  of  guests 
ieyipg  that  war,  than  in  his  own  homestead-  The  riigs 
>f  a hundred,  is  and  chairs  arc  put  away,  and  the  floor 
he  stupidities  of  i&  polished  for  dancing.  Outside.,  the  ion 
spell-words  put  fe  decorated  with  colored  temps  and  lan- 
dr»5v  but  1 Was  terns,  and  a bright  Ught  stwbns  through 
v iewpbfot  from  t he  leaded  windowd«tees  across  the  road 
is  been  demoted  from  New.  York.  The  oh? till  of  many 
ae  the  strangest  fttavhipes  sparkles  In  flic  shadow  world 
beyond  the  laideras-.  Through  the  open 
windows,  if  the  htght  is  mild, 
comes  tlie  mg-time  music  of 
v.  a string^Mnd  fthd  the  sound 
of  women's  laughter.  Sorne- 
p,  tiroes  piteer Tig u re*,  like 
V , li  ghosts  of bis  to  ry.  pass 


' his  'whife-swtih.  eo.at  and 
Wfll^Htllifil  • ’ -flowered  waideoat  and  silk 

W ''gi'1"  h?:rfi;iivr:i--':  llj'  • > "ttackings  above  buckled 

one  must  » them  in  their 
Wjpffi  homes,  nod  i i-wifcf-  fortunate 

• in  iuisfing  fiends'  who  took 

me  into  their  h o m e life, 
i liked  especially  the  old  colonial  tomb  of  Horse  When  I went  there  it  was 
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EKPISfl 

jffly 

iiJH*  ‘ t!  *1 

* 
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steaii*  of  the  United  Stairs,  and  empty 
hearts  on  arimsUce  day— and  after- 
ward. But,  I did  not  see  thefti,  Atirf  I 
thought  of  the  many  hollies  iu  Kugland 
desolated  by  the  appalling  sa/ rifiee  ojf 
youth,  so  that  in  every  town,  rind  tn 
every  street,  there  .tire  houses  out  of 
which  all  hope  in  life  has  guile,  leaving 
behind  a dreadful  dreariness,  ait  iiuurc- 
hie  loheliuess,  mocking  at  victory'. 

There  was  one  home  l went  to  where  a 
mof  herof  cheery  babes  wai  ted  for  her  man 
with  an  eager  joy  she  did  not  try  to  hide. 
Tlve  smallest  babe  hud  been  born  while 
lie  was  away,  a hoy  baby  with  the  gilt  of 
laughter  from  the  fairy  godmother,  and 
there  was  great  excitement  at  the 


at  a time  when,  American  hiiipes  were 
excited  and.  happy  after  the  armist  ice, 
and  when  the  soldiers  who  had  l.xvrs 
“over  .there.*’  w'erv  entiling  brick;  with, 
victory  and  honor.  In  many  homes  of 
the  United  States,  scattered  far  and 
wide*  there  whs  not  happiness,  I nit  sor- 
row, because  in  the  victory  march  up 
Fifth  Avenue  there  would  t*»  for  some 
of  the  onlookers  cue  figure  missing— the 
figure  of  some  college  hoy  who  lnul  gone 
marching  away  with  smiling  eye-  and  a 
stiff  upper  lip.  or  the  figure  of  some  mid- 
dle-aged fellow  who  wa  ved  Ids  hand  to 
a group  of  *>nail  children  and  one 
woman  who  turned  to  hide  her  tears* 
There  were  empty  chairs  iu  the  home- 
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but  In  a sparkling  drop  or  two  they 
drank  to  the  sou  of  tlu*  good  officer  and 
good  comrade, 

I was  glad  to  get  a glimpse  of 
that.  American  home  and  of  the 
two  small  girl*  in  it,  who  had  the 
habit,  which  l find  pleasant  among  the 
children  of  .America,  of  dropping  a bob- 
courtesy  to  any  grown-up  visi  toy.  The 
children  of  America  have  the  qualities 
of  their  nation,  simplicity,,  common 
sense,  and  self-reliaitce.  They  are  not  so 
bashful  as  English  hoys  and  girls,  and 
they  are  free  from  the  UtUe  constraints 
of  nursery  etiquette  winch  make  so 
many  English  children  afraid  to  open 
their  mouths.  They  are  also  free  entirely 
from  that  juvenile .snobbishness  which  is 
still  "cultivated  in  English  society,  w here 
boy8  and  girls  of  well-to-do  parents  are 
taught  to  loot  down  with  contempt,  upon 
children  of  the  poorer  classes.  I sat  down 
at  table  many  mornings  with  a small  boy 


and  girl  who  were  representative,  1 have 
no  doubt,  of  Youug  America  in  the  mak- 
ing. The  bi'!  v ..  Dick,  had  an  insatiable 
curiosity  about  the  way  things  work  in 
the  World,  *md  about  the  make-up  of  the 
world  itself.  To  so t isfy  that  curiosity  he 
sen  relied  the  Children's  Book  of  Knawl~ 
edge,  the  encyclopedias  in  the  library,  and 
the  brain  of  any  likely  person,  such  as 
the : Irish  chauffeur  apd  gardener,  for 
scraps  of  useful  infonnatiou.  In  games 
of  **  twenty  questions/'  played  across  the 
luncheon-table,  he  chose  mountains  in 
Asia,  or  rivers  in  Africa,  or  parts  of  com- 
plicated engines,  putting  the  company  to 
shame  bv  their  ignorance  of  geography 
and  mechanics.  For  sheer,  personal 
pleasure  he  worked  out  sums  in  arith- 
metic when  he  wakeped  early  in  the 
morning.  His  ambition  is  to  be  an  engi- 
neer, and  he  is  already  designing  mon- 
ster airplanes,  and  electrical  machines 
of  fantastic  purpose-dike,  I suppose. 
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millions  of  other  .small. boy*  in  America.,  forgiveness  of  all  naughtiness.  She 
The  girl,  aged eight,  seemed  to  me  t he  dances  for  sheer  joy  of  life,  lives  in  irnag* 
mintftture  representative  of  all  American  irudina  with  fairies,  screams  witli  desire 
girlhood,  and  -for -that  reason  is  a source  at  the  sight  of  glittering  jewels  and  fine 
of  apprehension  to  her  mother,  who  has  .feathers,  and  weeps  passionately  at.  times 
to  crdJ^hf^fr.j'her  amusement  «t  this  l>ecduse  she  is  not  old  enough  to  go  with 
mite’s  audacity,  and  looks  forward  with  her  mother  to  dinner  in  New  York.  In 
& thrill  of  anvicty  and  delight  to  the  time  another  ten  years,  when  .she  goes  to  >:ol- 
Whet?  Joan  will  put  her  hair  up  and  phty  lege,  there  will  lie  the  deisc-e  of  tv  mw  in 
hell  with  hoys  hearts,  .loan  has  "big,  her  rooms,  and  three  years  inter  New1 
wondering  eyes,  which  site  already  uses  York  will  he-  invaded  by  a.  pair  of  hazel 
for  t^jofery  hnd  hlaodislnrient.  Joan  has  eyes  whibfr  will  complicate  still  further 
a sease  of  humor  wjjiffli  *u  an  .ThS  jwjccjihtte  of  life  e^t  and  west  of 

elf  of  her  size.  Joan  can  teM  the  most  Fifth  Avenue. 

almighty  "whoppers.'*  with  an  air  of  Those  two  young  people  go  forth 
innocence  which  would  deceive  an  angel,  to  sehwl  every  morning,  from  a 
Joan  has  » passionate  temper  when  country ; hdhsc;  in  .'Connecticut,  in  a 
thwarted  of.  . hftr  will,  a haughty  arro-  ‘'  Flivver  " driven  by  the  Irish  chauffeur, 
gance  of  demeanor  Indore  which  grown  with  whom  they  are  the  best  of  friends, 
men  quad,  and  a Warm-hearted  affection  Now  and  again  they  are  allowed  the  use 
for  people  who  please  her  which  exacts*  of  the  Cadillac  car,  and  spread  -them- 


A SAVCT-DltJKSS  UAJiVS;  AT  THE  INK 


OKB  WAS  ALWAYS  CERTAIN  OF  AtBETING  A MEilRY  CROWD 


WHIRLED  dir  TO  SttllCrtb  EVfchy  MOR-MX*',  M STATE. 


and  the  hear!  of  ymith — strike*  out 
plwAtjy^UiifcjijiclfKlif'.v  made  up  "p«t  of 
in*  otvsi  Jiesii/'a*  children  sty,  *>’0  & rvts#*- 
wi^^Mfpu.  Hible  the  Iwp  chiMb'i) :.pUy 
“T^>livbnh»v*  «f«  f !»t-  rnrjn  t,  iteic 

WOth'T  Mit-o.iyK  half-dint  jj i 

the  picture  she  tuts  made  of  the  wwtti, 
it  i»  a pretty  put ar»-  uY  an  American 

irU>  rW,  ;t»  » [i.iinp-r  rrijuhf  -o>-b .... 

(n  Sow  York,  as  in  Jxiwloji.  it  is  the 
ambition  of  many  I find;  to  seek 

out  a country  «■  of  lust*  diwl  get  hswk  to 
flu-  -iiniilt  iif.:”  lor  .1  spell,  "*  A real  old 

pbu*  ’*  is  the  dreufu  of  the  AuiericWi 
budnss*  utuii  who  bus  learned  to  Jove.* 
sine  i<')H  thine-  >1  f ? »*r  a vi-it  to  Europe.  or 
by  » sudden  revolt  afton-t  the  uwwJejrH 
aide  of  civilization.  The  “teal  old  place “ 


isnof  easy  to  find,  but  I tael  one  couple 
*vtov  had  found  it,  not  more  than  thirty 
dUles  or  m from  Alatfis'.in  y^-t  irt 

Such  a rural  and  uufrwejueudwJ  sped  that 
it  seemed  a world  away.  They  had  dis- 
covered an  old  mill-house,, . built  more 
Otau  a hundred  and  fitly  years  ago,  and 
unchanged  ail  that  time  except  by  the 
weathering  <>f  iH  beams  and  panels,  and 
the  sinking  of  fts  brick  doors,  and  the 
memories  that  are  stored  up  in  every 
crack  and  crevice  of  that  homestead 
where  simple  folk  wed  and  bred,  worked 
and  dies!,  from  one  generation  to  an- 
other. The  new  owners  are  simple  folk* 
too,  though  not  of  the  peasant  dase>,  and 
with  reverence  and  sound  taste  they  de- 
cline to  allow  any  architect  to  alter  the 
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old  structure  of  the  house.  hut  kewp  it  as  old  us  this  one  ami  as  simpfe  i%s 
just  as  it 'stands.  In  their  courtyard,  on  It  stands  in  a meadow  somewhere  in 
a Sunday  afternoon,  were  several  motor-  Sleepy  Hollow,  low- lying  by  a little 
ears,  and  in  their  parlor  a party  of  friends  stream  that  flows  through  its  garden, 
from  New  Turk  who  hod  come  Out  to  but  within  qtuok  reach,  by  h,  j diff  climbs 
this  little  okl  milhhouHe  in  the  country,  through  silver  beeches  and  bracked,  and 
and  expressed  their  w’stoy  n\  its  quaint  over  gray  rocks  that  crop  through  the 
iifnptit*}ty.  Some  nf  Uieni  inyitod  them-  soil,  to  hilltops  from  which  one  gazes 
selves  to  supper;  Whereat  the  lady  of  the  over  the  Hudson  River  and  the  Sound, . 
mill-house  laughed  at  them  and  said,  and  a wide  stretch  of  wooded  country 
“I  guess  you  II  have  to  be  con  I cut  with  with- ■little  white  towns  in  tire  volleys, 
hoilt-d  beans*  and  salad,  because  my  man  Here  in  the  cottage  lives  a New  York 
and  I are  tired  of  the  fatted  calf  and  ail  y dobthf  leading  the  simple 

the  gross  things  of  city  life.”.  Tribersur-  life,  not  -as  a pose,  but  in  utter  .ourerity, 
prise  there  was  a chorus  of.  ‘‘Fine!''  and  beca use  they  have  simplicity  in  their 
the  daintiest  girl  from  New  York  otferini  sduts.  Eyery  morning  the  doctor  walks 
to  do  the  washing-up.  Througls  an  open  a way  from  !us  cottage  to.  a rail  way 
'door  in  the  parlor  there  was  a pretty  whicb  takes  him  off  to  the  noisy  city*, 
vipw  rtf  another  room'  i<  flight  of  anil  here  until  five  of  the  evening  he  is 
woodei)  stairs,  .In  ->•<  h .»  room  Ouy  might  busy  in  healing  Hie  sufferer?  of  oiviliza- 
see  the  buxom  ghost-  of  s«HU<e  American  lipn  ami  stupidity — the  people  who  over* 
Phtebe  of  thg  farm,  yrith  bare  arms  and  ; eat  Hteihsel Ves;  the  cluhlrch  who  arc  too 
ft  low* -necked  ImdkxV  coiling  her  hair  ut  richly  fed  by  foolish  mothers,  business 
an  old  mirror  for  the time  when  -John  men  whose  nerves  huve  broken  downs  by 
Jthpuhk  cornu  neemfting  after  ire  lwd  worry  and  work  for  the  sake  of  ambition, 
brushed  the  stmw  from  hi§  h;dr.  society  women  wrecked  in  the  chftse of 

i .wept  into  ^jEtuth^-cdu'irc^^eptta}^  pleasure,  and  little  opes,  rickety,  blind. 
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or  diseased  because  of  the  sins  of  their 
parents.  The  little  doctor  does  not  deal 
in  medicine  and  does  not  believe  in  it. 
He  treats  his  patients  according  to  his 
philosophy  of  natural  science,  by  which 
he  gives  their  human  nature  a chance  of 
freeing  itself  from  the  poison  that  has 
tainted  it  and  getting  back  to  normal 
self-healing  action.  He  has  devised  a 
machine  for  playing  waves  of  electricity 
through  his  patients,  by  means  of  which 
he  breaks  up  the  clogging  tissue  of  death 
in  their  cell  life  and  regenerates  the 
health  of  the  cell  system.  He  has  made 
some  startling  cures,  and  I think  the 
cheerful  wisdom  of  the  little  man,  his 
simple,  childlike  heart,  and  the  clean 
faith  that  shines  out  of  his  eyes,  are  part 
of  the  secret  of  his  power.  He  goes  back 
to  his  country  cottage  to  tend  his  flowers 
and  to  think  deeper  into  the  science  of 
life  up  there  on  the  hilltop  which  looks 
across  the  Sound  among  the  silvery 
beeches,  where  in  the  spring  there  is  a 
carpet  of  bluebells  and  in  the  autumn 
the  fire  of  red  bracken.  In  spring  and 
summer  and  autumn  he  rises  early  and 
plunges  into  a pool  behind  the  shelter  of 
trees  and  bushes,  and  before  dressing 
runs  up  and  down  a stone  pathway  bor- 
dered by  the  flowers  he  has  grown,  and 
after  that  dances  a little  to  keep  his 
spirit  young. ...  I liked  that  glimpse  I had 
of  the  American  doctor  in  Sleepy  Hollow. 

And  I liked  all  the  glimpses  I had  of 
American  home  life  in  the  suburbs  of 
New  York'  and  in  other  townships  of  the 
United  States.  I liked  the  white  wood- 


work of  the  houses,  and  the  bright  sun- 
light that  swept  the  sky  above  them,  and 
the  gardens  that  grow  without  hedges. 
I liked  the  good-nature  of  the  people,  the 
healthiness  of  their  outlook  on  life,  their 
hopefulness  in  the  future,  their  self- 
reliance  and  their  sincerity  of  speech. 
I liked  the  children  of  America,  and  the 
college  girls  who  strolled  in  groups  along 
the  lanes,  and  the  crowds  who  assembled 
in  the  morning  at  the  local  station  to  be- 
gin a new  day’s  work  or  a new  day’s 
shopping  in  the  big  city  at  their  jour- 
ney’s end.  They  had  a keen  and  vital 
look,  and  nodded  to  one  another  in  a 
neighborly  way  as  they  bought  bulky 
papers  from  the  bookstall  and  chewing- 
gum  from  the  candy-stall  and  had  their 
shoes  shined  with  one  eye  on  the  ticket- 
office.  I liked  the  greeting  of  the  train 
conductor  to  all  those  people  whose 
faces  he  knew  as  familiar  friends,  and  to 
whom  he  passed  the  time  o’  day  with  a 
jesting  word  or.  two.  I liked  the  social 
life  of  the  American  middle  classes,  be- 
cause it  is  based,  for  the  most  part,  on 
honesty,  a kindly  feeling  toward  man- 
kind, and  healthiness  of  mind  and  body. 
They  are  not  out  to  make  trouble  in  the 
world,  and  unless  somebody  asks  for  it 
very  badly  they  are  not  inclined  to  inter- 
fere with  other  people’s  business.  The 
thing  I liked  best  in  the  United  States  is 
the  belief  of  its  citizens  in  the  progress 
of  mankind  toward  higher  ideals  of  com- 
mon sense;  and  after  the  madness  of  a 
world  at  war  it  is  good  to  find  such  faith, 
however  difficult  to  believe. 


CAPTIVE 

BY  HAZEL  HALL 

MY  spirit  is  a captive  bird 

That  beats  against  its  cage  all  day. 
Until  its  winging  strength  is  whirred 
Vainly  awav. 

My  spirit  learns  its  impotence 

Only  when  Night  has  blurred  its  bars — 
Wings  seem  a strange  impertinence 
Before  the  stars. 
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CLAY  AND  THE  CLOVEN  HOOF 


BY  WILBUR  DANIEL  STEELE 

A STORY  IN  TWO  PART8 — I 


SHE  came  into  his  life  on  an  afternoon 
of  golden  sunlight.  Afterward,  look- 
ing back  across  the  abyss,  the  peace  of 
that  day  returned  to  the  artist  in  Mr. 
Ives  as  a dramatic  oversight  of  the  ele- 
ments, a thing  incredible. 

Mr.  Ives  was  nothing  if  he  was  not  an 
artist.  He  tried  to  hide  it,  for  he  felt 
that  in  Paragon  Heights  that  sort  of 
thing  wouldn’t  do.  For  the  man  arrived 
and  successful,  yes;  for  the  struggling 
neophyte,  no.  Perhaps  he  was  over- 
sensitive, but  sometimes  he  thought  he 
should  die  if  any  one  were  to  find  out 
about  that  secret  room  where  he  kept  his 
clay  and  his  stands,  his  modeling-tools 
and  the  half-finished  portraits  from 
memory  of  his  friends.  To  see  him  on 
the  street  or  at  a party  one  would  never 
have  taken  him  for  other  than  the  young 
suburbanite,  reading  law  on  the  mod- 
erate means  bequeathed  to  him  (along 
with  the  house)  by  his  great-aunt  Gerald- 
ine White.  That  was  all  sham.  In  the 
heart  of  him  he  was  the  artist,  shrinking 
from  the  hard  light  of  a suburban  civili- 
zation. 

And  to  the  artist  it  seemed  in  retro- 
spect that  the  hour  of  Victoria’s  coming 
should  have  borne  some  portent,  a dead 
cloud  or  a black  rain  or  else  the  weird, 
sulphurous  light  that  heralds  the  hur- 
ricane. 

But  it  bore  no  portent.  The  westering 
sun  shone  blandly  on  the  rich  and  on  the 
comfortably  situated  alike.  Serenely  it 
shone  on  the  Picture  Palace  whose  recent 
closing  had  laid  the  last  straw  on  the 
back  of  the  servant  problem  in  Paragon 
Heights. 

And  so  it  shone,  with  a disarming 
tranquillity,  on  Victoria.  So  Mr.  Ives 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


saw  her  for  the  first  time,  silhouetted  in 
the  open  doorway. 

“Yes,”  he  breathed,  his  mind  divided 
between  relief  at  sight  of  domestic  help 
after  so  many  dreary  weeks  and  the  em- 
barrassing consciousness  that  there  was 
still  clay  on  his  hands  and  that  the  door 
to  that  vaguely  illicit  studio  behind  him 
had  not  properly  closed.  “Yes — yes — I 
am  Mr.  Ives.  And  you — that  is,  Mrs. 
Goldfeather  at  the  agency  she  sent  you 
out?” 

“Right,  sir,”  the  black  woman  an- 
swered him.  “Quite  right,  sir.” 

“Good.  Come  in,  will  you?  Sit 
down.” 

“Hi  thank  you,  sir.” 

The  voice  was  rich,  reserved,  bearing 
in  its  shadows  a far  reed-note  of  the 
minor  that  troubles  the  African’s  song. 
It  troubled  Mr.  Ives,  too,  although  he 
didn’t  know  it.  He  watched  her  moving 
on  soundless  feet  to  do  his  bidding  and 
sinking  into  a chair  with  an  ease  of  car- 
riage unhurried  and  somehow  leonine. 

“May  I ask  your  name?” 

“Miss  Victoria  Thwaite,  sir.” 

“Well,  Victoria” — his  lips  fell  into  the 
old,  worn,  optimistic  ritual — “well,  I 
hope  you’ll  like  the  place.  The  work  isn’t 
heavy.  I’m  alone,  you  know;  live  sim- 
ply ; washing  done  out.  Mrs.  Goldfeather 
saw  to  your  recommendations,  I pre- 
sume?” 

“Hi’ve  not  been  in  service  before,  sir.” 

“No?  Not — well — Hmmm!  A-a-all 
right!”  If  there  were  a little  cloud  on 
the  horizon,  this  surely  were  not  the  day 
to  look  at  it.  “Hmmm!  Well!  All 
right.  . . . I’m  going  out  for  a short 
walk.  If  you’ll  just  make  yourself  com- 
fortable, Victoria.  Your  room  opens  off 
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the  kitchen.  Pleasant  room,  I think. 
Not  been  in  service  before?  Hmmm!” 

He  found  his  hat  among  the  maga- 
zines on  the  center-table  and  was  about 
to  go  out,  when  something  which  had 
been  bothering  him  in  the  subconscious 
came  of  a sudden  to  the  surface. 

“Do  you  know  what?”  he  mused. 
“This  is  the  queerest  darky  I ever  saw. 
She  doesn’t  talk  any  more  like  a darky 
than  a — a — ” Than  a what  he  couldn’t 
precisely  say. 

“ By  the  way,  Victoria,  you  don’t  seem 
to  talk  like  a — a — a colored — well,  like 
a Southern  person.” 

“Really,  sir?” 

“No.” 

“As  you  say,  sir.  Quite  as  you  say, 
sir.” 

Mr.  Ives  had  a sense  that  his  voice 
was  beginning  to  snap. 

“Why  do  you  say  that?”  he  de- 
manded. 

“Hi  beg  pardon,  sir.  What,  sir?” 

“What  you  just — Well — why  didn’t 
you  answer  my  question?” 

“Question,  sir?” 

Sitting  erect  in  Great-aunt  Geraldine’s 
knitting-chair,  her  ebony  fingers  touch- 
ing lightly  tip  to  tip  in  her  lap,  and  the 
small,  faintly  lustrous  orbs  of  her  eyes 
transfixed  in  vacancy,  she  awaited  what 
further  he  had  to  say  with  a detachment 
darksome  and  almost  occult.  It  made 
him  very  small  in  the  room;  it  made  the 
memory  of  his  own  voice  sound  like  the 
memory  of  a mosquito  complaining  in 
the  night. 

It  was  all  too  abysmally  absurd.  Of 
a sudden,  Mr.  Ives  felt  himself  on  the 
point  of  screaming.  He  even  felt  his 
lips  opening.  ...  To  his  relief,  he  found 
that  he  was  telling  her  he  wouldn’t  be  in 
for  dinner. 

“This  first  evening,”  he  heard  himself 
stammering  as  he  made  what  seemed  an 
escape  across  the  expanse  of  the  floor, 
“ — give  you  a chance  to — and,  anyway 
— nothing  much  in  the  house — ” 

He  was  out-of-doors  at  last;  clean, 
healthy  sunlight  around  him. 

“Good  Heavens!”  he  breathed.  He 


made  off,  mopping  his  brow,  still  with 
the  sense  of  flight.  “Good  Heavens!”  he 
continued  to  repeat. 

He  had  come  fairly  within  the  boun- 
daries of  Paragon  Heights’  business  dis- 
trict, when  revulsion  claimed  him.  The 
psychologist  will  say  that  his  subcon- 
scious had  been  at  grips  with  the  prob- 
lem for  some  minutes  past,  but  super- 
ficially it  was  the  green-and-silver  sign 
over  the  Supreme  Lunch  Room  that 
brought  him  up. 

“Cheese!”  he  almost  shouted  to  him- 
self. “Of  course!” 

Cheese  had  always  been  bad  for  him, 
especially  cooked  cheese.  The  cheese  he 
had  had  that  noon  at  the  Supreme 
Lunch  on  his  “Italian-style  macaroni” 
had  been  actually  melted.  He  might  have 
known.  He  had  had  nightmares  follow- 
ing precisely  the  same  indiscretion.  If 
it  had  come  now  to  the  Horrors  in  broad 
daylight  it  was  time  he  took  himself  in 
hand. 

Nevertheless,  it  was  a comfort  to 
know  from  what  innocent  cause  that 
moment  of  sinister  hallucination  had 
come.  He  began  to  be  amused,  at  him- 
self, at  his  absurd  fright,  at  poor  black 
Victoria,  probably  at  this  moment  ar- 
ranging her  pathetic  treasures  on  the 
bureau  in  the  maid’s  room.  As  to  the 
accent  which  had  bothered  him — well, 
every  one  knew  that  that  kind  was  for- 
ever aping  its  betters,  and  she  had  prob- 
ably served  in  some  exiled  English  fam- 
ily; had  perhaps  been  discharged  for 
some  small  inadequacy,  even  perhaps 
(and  that  would  explain  her  lack  of  cre- 
dentials) for  some  minor  peculation. 
Very,  very  few  of  them  could  be  alto- 
gether trusted. 

Mr.  Ives  sighed.  But  he  would  not 
see  the  molehill  for  the  mountain.  One 
thing  was  sure,  he  had  at  last  a servant 
in  the  house.  And,  after  a fashion  as  old 
as  the  race,  he  wanted  to  tell  some  one. 
He  hadn’t  far  to  look.  This  was  the  hour 
of  the  Heights’  daily  resurrection,  the 
hour  of  the  “Five-fifty-eight”  and  the 
“Six-ten,”  and  Dewey  Street  was  full. 
Taking  only  a moment  to  buttonhole 
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II tr  SAW  HER  Iron  THE  Finer  TIME  SIUiOVETTED  Of  THE  ROOKWAY 


John,.  the  ieddwy , tiiul  a$k  as  a special  Th#  was  the  in  to  talk 

favor. Hurt  lie.  tele  h piece  of  iee  to  the  svitin  Me.  IrphivaH. 
house  itnnie<iiafely  (because  there  was  a “.Kb,”  Mr.  fees  murmured;  biting  a 
new  cook  come),  he  fell  iu  step  with  the  bitter- lip..  T—I  \vas  just  going  to  tell 
first  acq'uaintatiee  passing.  you~-i‘vVgol.,i  housekeeper.” 

The  banker,  Mr  Iron wall,  was  some-  ” Again?' ' 

thing  room  i ocloetl,  than  an  aeqitiiiht-  There  il  wu*--tliat  air  of  taking  it  for 
aflott*.  Ml".  Ivyh  hated  ; him  itt  qm  i?a&  glutei! Ifcfti  nothing  in  Mr,  Ives’s  life 
more  titan  he  hated  any  one  else  in.  the  ynuld j.osstUy  )»■  seHkil.  aetsmiplished, 
world,  Axej  yet  he  had  to  call  him  permnnei-U  lie  would  say  not  another 
“ (inck  " ymr  he  had  'known  him  from  word.  . it  was  the  banker  who  hod  to 
boyhood  fi|>  • break  the  silence  by  and  by,  in  a tone  Of 

“Vfelli  Unep  Greorge,.’*  ' he  genial  asperity  . 

‘T  don't  niinxl  bdling  you  I feel  pretty  *’&»*  here,  Itpb.  Wbat  are  you  staring 
good.  Somefchi tig  pretty  fine  has  hap-  at.  me  for?” 
petted.”  " glaring?  I- 

‘‘FdonT 'tell  me" — the-  banker  lifted  i didn’t  mean!" 
his  grilled  eyd>j"oy-s  in  con9b*im3tidn--y  Mr; Tves'*  cheeks  grew  W’arnt.  lie  was 

‘‘don't teibuieyou’veg(>netow'ork;Rob!’’  perlo-Hy  well  aware  that  he  )«ad  been 


Why,  I dixln’t  know- 
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staring  at  the  other  for  minutes  past, 
taking  visual  stock  of  the  bone-structure 
of  the  banker’s  head,  modeling  with 
imaginary  clay  the  eye-sockets  and  the 
fine,  leonine  slope  of  the  brow. 

“ Well,  you  were,  Rob ! Like  a cat  with 
a mouse.  And  what’s  more,  you’re  get- 
ting into  a habit  of  that  lately.  I don’t 
suppose  you  realize  it,  but  others  do. 
Just  last  night  I heard  Martin  saying — ” 

Mr.  Ives  found  himself  at  a loss  for 
words.  His  color  deepened.  If  they 
talked  now,  how  would  they  talk  if  they 
only  knew  what  the  side  room  in  his 
house  contained,  what  a gallery  of  all 
their  likenesses  in  clay  and  plaster  it 
harbored,  likenesses  created  in  secret, 
through  memory,  by  dint  of  this  same 
studious  staring,  and  by  that  alone. 

“Even  Doctor  Failing  has  noticed  it,” 
the  banker  pursued. 

Mr.  Ives  felt  he  must  say  something. 
This  very  day  he  had  spent  at  work  on  a 
Failing,  a small,  half-length  Failing  in  a 
toga. 

“Fiddlesticks!”  he  muttered.  “Per- 
fect fiddlesticks!” 

For  a moment  he  was  afraid  he  had 
hurt  the  other’s  feelings.  They  had  come 
by  now  into  the  new  Esplanade,  done 
broadly  in  tar  and  gravel  and  set  with 
the  frail  feathers  of  nursery  poplars.  It 
was  rather  bald  as  yet,  but  time  would 
cure  that;  the  best  people  were  buying 
on  the  Esplanade;  the  Ironwalls  were  at 
the  top  of  the  hill.  The  sun  had  gone 
down,  purpling  the  world  with  its  own 
shadow  and  bathing  the  vacant  slope  of 
building-lots  in  a mystery  not  its  own. 
When  the  banker  spoke  there  was  a new 
seriousness  in  his  tone. 

“Robert,  I never  had  better  friends 
than  your  father  and  mother  were.  I 
feel  almost  as  responsible  for  you  as  I 
do  for  Eleanor.” 

Mr.  Ives  was  embarrassed. 

“Anyway,  Robert,  I’ve  got  to  wonder- 
ing lately — if  you  were  my  son,  now,  I’d 
think  it  was  time  you  began  to  get  down 
to  it.  You  know  you  can’t  read  law  for- 
ever. One  of  these  days  you’ll  be  grow- 
ing up.” 


“ Growing  up!"  That  was  too  much. 
That  was  precisely  what  Mr.  Ives  had 
against  Mr.  Ironwall.  “Uncle  George, 
you  never  seem  to  realize  that  I’m  a man 
of  thirty!  Going  on  thirty-one!" 

“Thirty?  Heavens!  Why,  you  ought 
to  have  a family.  . . . Rob,  I can  never 
thank  God  enough  that  you  and  Eleanor 
were  not  enough  in  the  same  generation 
at  school  to  be — well — taken  that  way. 
You  know  I like  you,  Rob,  and  I see 
good  things  in  you,  but,  on  my  word,  if 
you  and  Eleanor  had  ever  been  hit  by 
that  confounded  nuisance,  love  from 
childhood,  and  that  sort  of  thing — I give 
you  my  word  I’d — Oh!  Great 
Heavens!” 

It  was  at  such  times  as  these  that  Mr. 
Ives  felt  an  almost  irresistible  desire  to 
grasp  Mr.  Ironwall  by  the  shoulders  and 
cry  in  his  face:  “You  fool!  You  poor, 
blind,  infatuated  fool ! We  did!  We  have! 
We  are!"  It  seemed  he  could  throw  away 
all  the  immunity  of  secrecy  and  be  glad, 
if  only  for  a moment  the  banker  could 
hear  the  things  his  daughter  and  he 
talked  of  in  the  solitude  of  the  porch,  or 
see  the  pretty,  wistful  air  of  furtive  pro- 
prietorship she  had  when  she  came  to 
a rare  tea  at  Mr.  Ives’s  house  in  Ever- 
glade Avenue,  and  that  lovely  pout  at 
the  “locked  room,”  and  all. 

It  seemed  to  him  he  must  burst. 

“No,  no,  thanks,  not  to-night,”  he 
muttered  between  locked  teeth  as,  halt- 
ing before  the  gates  of  Ironhurst,  the 
banker  spoke  of  his  staying  to  dinner, 
now  he  was  there.  But  almost  imme- 
diately his  determination  weakened  at 
sight  of  a dim  white  frock  betwoen  the 
farther  hedges,  and  against  his  will  he 
hoped  the  banker  might  persist. 
“Well — ” he  shifted,  “to  tell  the  truth. 
Uncle  George,  there  isn’t  much  of  any- 
thing in  the  house,  after  all,  but  ice.  And 
perhaps  it  would  be  better  to  give  the 
new  girl  a chance  to — to — ” 

He  found  himself  drifting  inward  on 
the  banker’s  arm.  After  a moment,  as 
they  moved  along  the  drive,  he  came  to 
a halt. 

“ Who,”  he  demanded,  “ is  that?" 
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mean;'  The  banker  laughr-ii  mdulgemly 
and  dragged  him  on.  “That's  nobody 
but  young  Kyle,  from  tho  bank.  We’ve 
just  giveu  him  a little  boost.,  to  asMstaut 
cashiesb/.j^.^i^.  and  Tasked  him  out 
tit  hupor,  V <■),  Good  evening,  Kyle, 

Come  in  the  ear?  Shake 
hands  witfe  Ebb  Ives, 

Mr.  Kyle,”' 

From  the  first.  Mr, 

Ives  hod  a queer  feeling 
against  young  Kylei  He 
was  young,  alert,  pur- 
poseful; he  was  immaeu-  A 

laW,  well  tailored*  well  w 

set  up.  And  yet  about 
liis  whole  visible  pre.-%ur«se  . 
there  was  something— 
something  in  hi*  easy  ' % 

magnetism,  in  hi*  j>msr<  ^ 

h.is  uriutnislioiuid  ade-  jM 

quaey.  that  put  Mr,  Ivesr  A m 

vaguely  out  of  eounte-  ,/  | 

nance.  fA  1 

He  wondered  if  it  A 

weren’t  himself- if  it  I 

weren’t  again  c:he<«e.  y'  1 

Half  lost,  lie  was  hardly  " a 

aware  V>f  a beloved  Und  A-M  H 

baulermg  ybiye  at  his 
side:  - 

'’  And  :i  his'  is  'Miss  A; ; ' 

Eleanor  IroawalL  Wilt;  ‘ 

Mr.  Ives  be  pleased  to 
shake  hands  with  Miss 
Ironwtill?'' 

He  did  so.  gravely*  still  .more  than  a If  VieLirbt  knew — sdie'knew,  The  horse 
little  in  the  mist.  was  stoieu;  the  milk  irrevocably  spilled. 

*Sdtj»r  she  oried.  :’:-Wliot  hate  you  At  hot,  even  against  Ids  will,  .some-one 
been  doing,  Rob?  Grubbing?  Do  please,  knftn.  As  he  dried,  b$  hands,  for  one 
like  a good  hoy,  run  in  and  wash  your  moment  there  rah  fiver  him  a sense  of 
bands  tor  dinner !’*  Somehow  awful  satisfaction.  After  all. 

She  laughed  adprably.  Yonug  Kyle  man  lives  hot  by  bread  alone,  hut  by 
laughed  with  tier..  Mr.  fv-es  v, inevd.  As  some  meet  1 of  admiration . and  of  awe. 
he  obeyed,  .'holding  his  head  high,  he  . . . 1u  Ihc  hall  he  met  Dt*ct  or  Failing, 
wished  biUvrlv  that  .something  might  • He  had  not  known  the  doctor  was  to  he 
happen  to  voting  Kyle.  there. 

Ifumured  in  the  glittering  comjmn.y  of  “Whnt’s  up,  Ives?”  Tlie  docdbr 
the  wash  hovel,  'however,  another  and  smoothed  his  small,  well-kept  mustache, 
more  appalling  thought  was  to  drive  “ Bless  rny  sou!.1  you  look  tike  the  blush- 
young  Kvle  for  the  moment  out  of  Mr.  ing  bridegroom.” 
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“Oh,”  said  Mr.  Ives,  “nothing.  That 
is,  I — I’ve  got  a cook.” 

Nothing  was  farther  from  his  mind 
than  young  Kyle. 

By  the  time  dinner  was  over,  however, 
young  Kyle  was  in  his  mind  again  with 
a vengeance.  Not  even  the  glances  of 
reassurance  he  had  had  from  Eleanor 
or  the  covert  gestures  of  boredom  had 
succeeded  in  resigning  him  to  her  mo- 
nopolization by  young  Kyle.  That  it  was 
monopolization  could  not  be  blinked. 
That  it  had  been  in  a sense  allowed  for, 
even  facilitated,  began  to  dawn  on  him. 
Nor  was  his  depression  lightened  when, 
coming  out,  all  of  them,  under  the  stars, 
young  Kyle  excused  himself  and  drifted 
off  to  where  his  car  stood  gazing  out, 
white-eyed,  along  the  drive.  And 
Eleanor?  Eleanor  had  gone  with  him, 
with  no  more  than  a fugitive  whisper  left 
in  Mr.  Ives’s  ear:  “Father  wants  me  to 
Just  a spin — ” 

He  watched  her  getting  into  the  long, 
low,  grass-green  thing,  and  heard  her 
flickering  laughter  drowned  by  the  soft 
crescendo  of  the  engine.  . . . And  then 
he  became  aware  of  his  own  voice. 

“Yes,  thanks;  had  a fine  time,  but 
really  I’ve  got  to  be  running.  Lots  of 
work  to  do.  Good  night.  Doctor.  ” 

When  he  had  come  as  far  as  the  road 
outside  the  gates  he  stopped.  Standing 
there  in  the  little  glow  from  the  gate- 
lamp,  bitterness  cleared  his  eyes,  and  he 
seemed  to  see  for  the  first  time  all  the 
petty  shams  of  society,  the  stultifying 
compromises  of  the  law,  the  modern 
ascendancy  of  acumen  over  thought,  of 
the  acquisitive  over  the  esthetic,  of 
finance  over  art.  Paragon  Heights!  It 
came  to  him  with  a kind  of  shudder  that 
it  was  time  for  him  to  break  with  Para- 
gon Heights  and  go  away  and  be  him- 
self. And  Eleanor?  Well,  if  he  were  not 
considered  good  enough  for  Eleanor — 

He  held  out  his  heavy  hands,  palms 
upward  to  the  sky.  He  turned  red  and 
took  them  down  again  at  sound  of  a 
voice  in  the  gateway  inquiring  if  he  were 
looking  for  rain.  It  was  the  doctor.  If 
there  was  any*  one  he  didn’t  want  to  see 


just  now  it  was  the  doctor.  He  was  tired 
to  death  of  the  doctor.  Glaring  at  him 
so,  a suspicion  he  had  harbored  for  the 
last  three  months  grew  deeper.  And  that 
was  that  the  doctor  drank;  drank,  at 
times,  if  the  truth  were  known,  to  excess. 
Even  to-night,  he  told  himself,  the 
doctor  wasn’t  all  he  should  be.  There 
was  a fight  in  his  eyes  . . . 

After  all,  who  knew  anything  about 
the  doctor?  If  it  weren’t  that  he  had 
married  Daisy  Grey  (beloved  of  every 
one  from  grammar-school  up),  a new- 
comer of  the  doctor’s  caliber  would 
never  have  “got  in”  as  he  had  managed 
to  do.  . . . 

The  doctor  spoke  suddenly,  and,  yes — 
thickly : 

“WTiat  you  staring  at  me  for?” 

Staring?  Doctor?  Why,  I — nothing 
was  farther — ” 

With  protest  still  on  his  lips,  Mr.  Ives 
found  himself  drawing  nearer. 

“ But,  frankly.  Doctor,  isn’t  there 
something  just  a little — I’ve  noticed 
it — I wonder  if  you  have?  It’s  about 
the  nose,  I think.” 

All  day  long  he  had  been  at  that  nose, 
shifting,  amputating,  rebuilding,  till  he 
thought  he  should  go  insane. 

“Not,  perhaps,  so  much  the  nose,”  he 
mused,  “ as  the  way  it  sets.” 

The  doctor  gave  him  a long  look  be- 
tween the  eyes.  “Yes,  old  man,  but  now 
what  do  you  say  we  go  somewhere 
where  they  have  it  and  get  a drink. 
That  ’ll  be  nice,  eh?” 

“ I thank  you,  no/” 

Making  no  attempt  to  hide  his  dis- 
gust, Mr.  Ives  turned  away,  leaving  the 
doctor  to  smooth  his  soft  mustache  with 
a hand  that  trembled  a little  in  the  fight 
thrown  from  the  gate-lamp. 

“ Poor  Daisy !”  he  said  to  himself  as  he 
strode  down  through  the  spacious  empti- 
ness of  the  night.  “And  I’ll  have  another 
try  at  that  nose.  It’s  more  the  way  it 
sets  than  anything  else.” 

In  Dewey  Street  he  paused  to  the  hail 
of  John,  the  ice-boy. 

“Say,  Mr.  Ives,  where ’d  you  get  the 
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Well!  This  was  another  thing.  He 
could  have  forgiven  a frank  and  innocent 
intrusion.  But  this  was  quite  another 
thing,  quite. 

He  became  aware  of  two  very  small 
streams  of  perspiration  running  down 
behind  his  ears.  Why  should  he  keep  on 
standing  there  in  the  darkness,  listening? 
Listening  to  what?  For  what?  Never  in 
his  life  had  he  been  so  conscious  of  the 
death  of  sound.  Through  the  black 
chambers  of  the  house  his  ears  strained 
after  the  phantom  quietude. 

“ Come,  come !”  Pawing  overhead,  he 
snapped  on  the  light.  He  walked  over 
and  shut  the  door.  Still  more  nervously 
he  jerked  it  open  again  and  called  out  in 
a high,  strident  voice:  “Victoria!  Vic- 
toria/” 

“Coming,  sir!” 

The  voice,  rich-toned  and  admirable 
in  its  restraint,  crept  in  from  almost  any- 
where in  the  shadows  beyond  the  sill. 

“You’ve  been  in  this  room,  Victoria,” 
he  charged,  as  he  faced  her  in  the 
doorway. 

“Hi  have,  sir.” 

Her  small,  somehow  introspective  eyes 
continued  to  regard  him  with  a self- 
possession  on  which  he  had  not  counted. 
It  rather  threw  him  off.  He  found  his 
own  eyes  shifting. 

“ See  here.  What  are  you  going  about 
in  your  bare  feet  for?” 

“Hi  have  been  accustomed  to  it,  sir.” 

The  dignity  of  the  creature  was  dis- 
concerting. 

“Well — I — You’ve  been  in  this  room. 
I don’t  suppose  it  could  be  avoided.  You 
see,  I presume,  just  what  it  is.  And  I 
must  tell  you  that  it  suits  my  purposes 
to — well — to  keep  it  dark.” 

“Hi  can  very  well  understand  that, 
sir.” 

Mr.  Ives  shot  a quick  glance,  his  ever- 
3ensitive  spirit  in  arms. 

“ I shall  have  to  ask  you,”  he  resumed, 
sharply — “I  shall  have  to  make  it  a 
point,  in  short,  that  you  do  not  mention 
it  to  any  one.” 

“Surely,  sir.”  The  eyes  dwelt  upon 
him  with  the  strangest  understanding. 


“Hi  have  been  in  trouble  with  the  police 
myself,  sir.” 

He  felt  himself  growing  hot  all  over. 

He  glared.  The  dark  face  in  the  door- 
way remained  inscrutable.  Under  this 
insidious,  unsmiling  mockery  he  found 
himself  helpless.  Morally,  he  fled  the 
field. 

“These,”  he  shifted,  weakly,  “are  a 
few  of  the  little  things  I’ve  been  doing. 
Purely  from  memory,  you  understand. 
People  I know.  That  is  a self-portrait, 
not  very  good.  This  is  John,  the  ice- 
boy.  That  to  the  left  is  Mr.  Harrison, 
the  Congregational — ” 

“ Hi  beg  pardon,  sir!” 

Mr.  Ives  started.  The  black  woman 
had  come  soundlessly  and  he  saw  her 
staring  with  a curious  fixity  at  something 
near. 

“Did  Hi  take  you,  sir,  that  this  was 
the  lad  who  fetches  the  ice?” 

“Why,  y-e-s.”  His  mouth  remained 
slightly  ajar.  Then,  recollecting  the  ice- 
boy’s  self-confessed  incivility,  he  seemed 
to  understand.  “ And  this,”  he  went  on, 
removing  a damp  cloth  from  the  stand 
— “this  is  a half-length  of  Doctor  Fail- 
ing, not  yet  finished.” 

Victoria  came  and,  folding  her  arms 
over  her  bosom,  gave  to  the  piece  the 
full  power  of  her  attention.  Mr.  Ives 
liked  that. 

“Tell  me,  sir,  do  you  hate  him,  or  is  it 
for  some  one  else,  sir?” 

This  time  he  simply  refused  to  credit 
the  evidence  of  his  ears.  Had  it  been  a 
smart  high-school  boy,  ygs;  this  strange, 
impenetrable  negress,  no.  She  had  not 
said  it.  He  turned  his  mind  away. 

“As  I was  remarking — not  quite  fin- 
ished. The  nose,  now — ” His  restless 
fingers  were  in  the  clay.  “ Yes,  the  nose. 

1 found  out  to-night.”  Catching  up  a 
tool,  he  raised  a bolder  outline  in  the 
clay.  “There,  that  will  come  better.” 
His  voice  grew  lost,  cloudy.  He  worked 
with  a furious,  divine  precision.  . . . 
“Yes,  yes,  better.  That  will  do.” 

He  withdrew  a nervous  stride.  And 
as  he  viewed  the  thing  complete  some- 
thing cold  came  down  over  his  soul  and 
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he  could  have  wept.  That  nose,  that 
impossible  nose.  Before,  it  had  looked 
faintly  like  the  doctor,  faintly.  Now  it 
looked  like  no  one  on  earth.  It  was  more 
than  he  could  bear. 

“ Well,  you  be  b-l-a-s-t-e-dl ” Reaching 
out,  he  wrenched  off  the  nose  of  clay. 
And  then,  as  if  he  had  tasted  blood,  all 
the  rancor  of  weeks,  mingled  with  to- 
night’s venom  against  the  doctor  him- 
self, carried  him  beyond  the  bounds. 

“You  vnll,  will  you!”  The  voice 
rasped  in  his  throat.  He  beat  the  crum- 
bling ruin  with  both  fists.  “Confound 
you  to  eternal  perdition ! Blast  you  for- 
ever! Take  that!  And  that!  And  that!” 

He  felt  exhausted  and  strangely  satis- 
fied. Resting  his  weary  hands  in  the 
cool,  muddled  clay  of  Doctor  Failing,  he 
began  to  smile,  a broken  and  vapid  smile. 
And  it  was  this  smile  that  froze  on  his 
lips. 

“Good  Lord  in  heaven!”  he  gasped. 
“What’s  that?” 


From  behind  him  there  came  a sound, 
a wail,  a beat  of  rhythmic,  incoherent 
syllables,  a chant  of  barbaric  anathema. 
And  along  the  back  of  his  neck  he  felt 
the  short  hair  coming  to  attention. 

Wheeling,  he  beheld  the  woman  trans- 
figured. He  saw  her  face  like  the  face  of 
some  goddess  of  pagan  vengeance  carved 
in  basalt,  the  eyes  red-filmed,  the  lips 
moving  thickly  to  the  measure  of  the 
chant. 

“ Victoria ! Victoria!”  He  might 
have  been  screeching  at  a stone. 

Seeing  one  black,  knotted  fist  lifting 
on  high,  and  moved  by  an  impulse  not 
his  own,  he  lunged  forward  to  catch  the 
descending  blow.  Glancing  on  his  wrist, 
it  did  indeed  fail  of  its  mark  on  the  head 
of  John,  the  ice-boy,  but  the  lad’s  out- 
stretched arm  suffered  the  spent  vio- 
lence— the  left  arm,  broken  clean  above 
the  elbow. 

For  the  moment  Mr.  Ives  could  not 
trust  himself  to  speak  aloud. 

“Merciful  Powers!  The  creature  is 
mad!  Maniac!  Epileptic!” 

With  the  tigrine  noiselessness  peculiar 
to  her  the  woman  had  regained  the  door- 
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way.  He  cleared  his  throat  roughly;  he 
faced  her. 

“ Victoria  Th waite!  Now  just  why  did 
you  do  that f” 

“Hi  beg  pardon,  sir.  Jolly  shabby  of 
me,  sir,  since  the  lad  was  yours  to  do 
with.”  The  black  head  bowed  with  an 
arrogant  humility,  which  did  not  pre- 
vent, however,  a sidelong  gleam  of  ma- 
lignance. “At  all  events,  ’twill  serve  him 
a lesson.  ’Twill  teach  him  better  than 
to  play  the  bounder  with  the  woman 
Thwaite,  at  all  events.” 

Mr.  Ives  passed  one  hand  slowly, 
wearily,  over  his  brow.  “You  may  go 
now,”  he  sighed.  “And  breakfast — well 
— fairly  early.” 

“Quite  right,  sir.  Hi  am  afraid,  sir, 
asking  your  pardon — what  would  you 
consider  early?  In  my  own  island,  now, 
we  breakfast  at  half  after  eleven  in  the 
fore—” 

“Island?  Island?  What  island?” 

“St.  Stephens,  sir.” 

“And  where,  for  goodness’  sake,  is  St. 
Stephens?” 

“That  Hi  can’t  rightly  say,  sir,  saving 
that  it  is  not  a great  way  from  Granada, 
and  from  Granada  one  comes  six  days  on 
the  sea.” 

“St.  Stephens,”  he  mused,  when  the 
whisper  of  her  footfalls  had  died  in  the 
kitchenway.  The  name,  and  especially 
the  idea  of  vast,  azure  ocean  distances, 
intrigued  him.  Passing  into  the  living- 
room,  he  ran  a finger  over  the  glossy 
cliff  of  the  new  encyclopedia. 

“St.  Stephens,  eh?”  He  found  “St. 
Stephens,”  a number  of  them,  in  fact,  but 
this  one  seemed  to  do: 

A small  island  in  the  Caribbean  Sea,  situ- 
ated . . . [and  so  on]  . . . area,  71  sq.  m., 
pop.  . . . [and  so  on].  . . . British  sover- 
eignty since  1795.  . . . Famous  among  the 
Lesser  Antilles  as  the  last  stronghold  of  the 
Black  Art  (see  Voodooism)  brought  from 
Africa  by  the  slave  forebears  of  the  present 
inhabitants,  and  said  to  be  practised  even 
yet  under  cover  of  the  almost  impenetrable 
jungles  which  clothe  the  volcanic  isle.  Of 
late  years  a determined  effort  has  been  made 
by  the  British  government  to  stamp  out  the 
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key,  came  from  behind  him  as  she 
changed  for  the  cheese  and  Bar-le-duc. 

“You  have  had  no  word,  sir?” 

“No,”  he  mumbled.  “No,  no,  no.  No 
word.” 

He  couldn’t  trust  himself  to  ask  her 
what  she  was  talking  about. 

“If  it  please  you,  sir,”  the  rich,  cathe- 
dral whisper  went  on,  “at  what  hour  is 
the  ice  in  the  habit  of  coming?” 

“Ice?  Ohhh!”  He  dived  into  his  nap- 
kin. “Oh,  about — f-f-five.” 

He  tried  to  work  that  afternoon,  but 
found  it  hard  to  concentrate  in  the  pres- 
ence of  the  mutilated  remains  of  Doctor 
Failing.  Or  if  he  kept  his  eye  away  from 
Failing,  it  was  bound  to  fall  on  John,  the 
ice-boy,  imprecating  Heaven  with  the 
stump  of  a devastated  left  arm.  It  was 
in  this  mood  that  he  heard  the  voice  of 
Victoria  at  the  door. 

“Come!” 


That  was  all  she  said.  But  about  that 
single  syllable  there  was  something  curi- 
ously, inexorably  authoritative.  He  fol- 
lowed. Not  till  he  had  come,  blankly, 
almost  to  the  kitchen  did  a sound  from 
beyond  make  him  halt. 

“Oh,  the  ice!  I see!”  He  gave  a 
small,  difficult  laugh.  “Yes,  but  Vic- 
toria, you  know,  I don’t  pay.  Not  by 
the — the  day .” 

The  dark  head  turned,  and  for  an  in- 
stant the  eyes  rested  upon  him.  He  fol- 
lowed. He  passed  through  the  kitchen, 
rubbing  his  hands. 

“Ah — well,  John,  my  boy — ” He 
paused  and  strove  to  collect  himself. 
“Oh,  I — I — I thought  it  was  John. 
Where’s  John  to-day?” 

Ferdinand,  John’s  elder  brother, 
wiped  a sleeve  over  his  face.  “John’s  to 
home,”  he  said.  “ In  bed.” 

“Home?  In— in— bed?” 

“Yeh.  Darn  fool’s  up  to  the  roller- 
rink  last  night  trying  to  pull  some  funny 
stuff,  and  it’s  a ride  home  on  a shutter 
for  John,  and  a month  off  work,  I guess, 
with  an  arm  broke.” 

Mr.  Ives,  finding  his  hands  at  large, 
stuffed  them  in  his  coat.  “ I — I see.  It’s 
too  bad  it  should  be  his — his — right  arm.” 
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“Wrong  again.  Left.  And  the  poor 
boob’s  left-handed.” 

“I — I— I see!  I — I — thank  you.” 

As  he  made  his  retreat  through  the 
kitchen  he  was  conscious  of  the  presence 
of  the  black  woman,  but  he  did  not 
pause.  Neither  did  he  go  to  the  studio. 
He  went  to  his  bedroom  and,  sinking 
down  there  in  the  same  painted  Windsor 
chair,  he  began  once  more  to  laugh.  It 
was  a queer  laugh,  a vaguely  unwhole- 
some laugh. 

“Well,  I’ll  be— be— ” He  laughed 
again.  “Now  that  sort  of  a — a coinci- 
dence wouldn’t  happen  once  in  a thou- 
sand years.  But  now  that  absurd  darky 
will  be  dead  certain — Oh  dear!  Ha- 
ha!  That’s  too  good  to  keep.  I must 
tell  some  one.  Now  there’s  the  doctor. 
Doctor  Failing.  . . . But  no,  no — ” 

He  began  to  feel  a pain  in  his  side, 
it  seemed.  He  couldn’t  keep  his  mind 
off  from  the  doctor. 

“ Really,  I ought  to  go  and  see  about 
that  pain.”  He  went  and  stared  out  of 
a window. 

“But  would  he  be  there?  That  is,  are 
— are  these  his  office  hours?” 

The  thought  of  going  out  through  the 
living-room  was  too  appalling.  Opening 
a window  quietly,  he  got  over  the  sill 
and  dropped  to  the  turf  beneath.  He 
went  out  of  the  yard  hurriedly. 

He  was  very  much  amused  at  himself, 
so  amused  that  he  grew  weak.  In  the 
doctor’s  street,  at  the  doctor’s  very  door- 
step, merriment  so  overcame  him  that  it 
seemed  he  simply  could  not  go  on. 

A maid  opened  the  door  to  his  some- 
what staccato  summons. 

“Sorry,  sir,  but  doctor  is  not  in. 
Good  day.” 

Mr.  Ives  thrust  a desperate  foot  in  the 
doorway.  “Wait!  I must  see  some  one. 
Some  one!  Mrs.  Failing,  then!” 

“Sony,  sir,  but  Mrs.  Failing  is — indis- 
posed.” 

Mr.  Ives  felt  that,  on  his  free  foot,  he 
was  beginning  to  dance.  “ I tell  you  once 
for  all,  indisposed  or  not — ” 

“I  am  very  sorry  indeed,  sir — ” 

But  at  that  moment,  under  a stronger 
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impulse  than  the  maid’s,  the  door  swung 
wide,  disclosing  the  drawn,  white  face  of 
Doctor  Failing’s  wife.  There  was  some- 
thing in  her  eyes  that  sent  him  back  astep. 

“Daisy!”  he  breathed. 

Her  answering  voice  was  steady,  col- 
orless: 

“I’m  strong  enough,  Robert.  For 
God’s  sake,  Robert,  if  you  have  any 
message,  any  news,  anything,  don’t  beat 
about  the  bush.  Tell  me!” 

Mr.  Ives’s  mouth  fell  open  slowly. 
“ I?"  He  repeated  it  in  a far,  small 
voice.  “7?” 

“I  ask  you,  Robert,  for  pity’s  sake, 
please.  What’s  happened  to  Edward? 
Your  face  has  told  me  that  you  know.” 

“My  f-f-face?”  Summoning  all  his 
will-power  and  fastening  his  eyes  on  a 
mosaic  camel  woven  in  the  hall  rug, 
he  set  out  desperately  to  mend  his  fences. 

“I  don’t  know  what  you’re  talking 
about,  Daisy.  I came  here  about — a — 
pain.  These  are  the  doctor’s  office 
hours,  aren’t  they?  Well — ” 

He  had  to  step  quickly  to  catch  the 
swaying  figure. 

“Oh!”  she  sobbed  into  his  shoulder, 
“then  it’s — maybe  it’s  all — It  might 
be — Something  may  just  be — ” 

He  would  have  liked  to  run,  but  he 
felt  that  he  mustn’t  run  now. 

“Daisy,  if  you  would — well — tell  me 
what’s — what’s  wrong?” 

“Wrong?  Oh,  Rob,  no!  I’m  sure  it’s 
all  right.  He’ll  come  presently,  or  he’ll 
’phone,  and  then  it  ’ll  be  all  explained, 
and  how  we'll  laugh!  It’s  all  just  some 
awful  mistake.  He  was  at  the  Iron- 
walls’  last  night,  and  I’m  sure  it  must 
have  been  like  this:  he  must  have  been 
called  from  there — probably  an  out-of- 
town  case — traveling — matter  of  life  and 
death — hurry — no  time  to  ’phone.  Yes, 
he’s  somewhere,  Rob;  somewhere!  And  I 
know  he’d  be  terribly  put  out  if  I got 
nervous  now  and  went  flying  off  to  the 
police — ” 

Mr.  Ives  felt  his  face  blanching  an- 
other shade. 

“P-police?  Oh,  I — No — out  of  the 
question.  The  doctor  would — ” 


He  thought  in  an  awful  way  of  the 
police,  of  detectives,  of  men  in  golf- 
caps  with  dark-lanterns,  of  courts  and 
cells. 

“No,  no,  Daisy;  he  would  be  angry  at 
that.  Men  are  so  queer  that  way — sen- 
sitive, you  know — the  publicity  and  all. 
No,  never  the  police,  except  as  a last 
resort.  And  even  then — ” 

His  brain,  becoming  enormously  ac- 
tive, canvassed  the  future. 

“And  even  then,  Daisy,  even  if  after 
days — weeks — you’ve  heard  nothing — 
why — They’re  such  a bungling  lot. 
All  they  ever  do  is  get  everybody’s  pict- 
ure in  the  papers — and  generally  there’s 
a lot  of  discussion  in  the  papers — ” 

She  was  staring  at  him  now,  wide- 
eyed.  He  steeled  himself  to  go  on. 

“And — and  folks  are  always  writing 
in  with  the  craziest  theories  about  the 
victim’s  home  life,  and  his  past,  and  all 
that,  and — and  sometimes  I think  it 
would  just  be  better  when  anything  like 
this — that  is,  if  anything  had  happened 
—sometimes  I think  the  best  thing  to  do 
for  all  concerned  would  be  not  to  do 
anything.” 

“Why,  Robert  I-v-e-s!” 

“ Yes,  but  not  the  police,  Daisy.  As  a 
friend,  as  an  old  friend,  as  a friend  of 
your  husband’s.  I’ll  do  what  I can,  my- 
self. But  if  the  worst  should  come  to  the 
worst,  as  a friend,  an  old  friend — ” 

Mrs.  Failing  studied  him  with  dilated 
eyes.  “How  strangely  you  talk.  Robert 
Ives!  What  do  you  know?” 

Mopping  his  hot  face,  he  backed  out 
of  the  door  and  down  the  steps. 

“Nothing!”  he  cried.  “A-a-abso- 
lutely  nothing!”  And  he  fled. 

Again  it  was  sunset,  again  the  hour  of 
the  “Five-fifty-eight”  and  the  “Six- 
ten.”  As  on  the  evening  before,  the 
twilight,  blurring  reality,  bathed  the 
waste  of  building-lots  behind  the  Espla- 
nade with  a mystery  not  its  own,  brim- 
ming half-excavated  cellars  with  pools 
of  shadow,  touching  with  the  wand  of 
dark  allurement  the  open  mouths  of 
drains.  . . . 

It  must  have  been  down  this  slope, 
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that  he  had  l»een  making  his  wmy.  «jirt  . -Stuhdufyf 
rounded  by  the  ruin  of  tilings'  which  had  dreaming 
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Whoa  what?  Wh&t.  had  happened  to  “ Rob, 
the  . doctor? y Wbftt  monstrous,  silent,  haven’t  a 
urtpuH  catastrophe?  - " • 

As  he  passed  the  open  drains, 

Mr.  Ives'-..  gaze.  .without  willing  jug 

it,  strove  to  probe  their  gloomy  i Jsljt; 
depths.  His  feet  faltered  at  the.  i ttttHBB 

brink  of  a cellar.  If  is  eyes,  | 

.^earthing  down,  could  wake  out  | ■ 
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quite  shajieiess  and  still. . . . His 
mind,  for  aft  he  could  do,  lUrued 
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lying  Mbajftdek*  a^I  bcwjleft 
damp  and  gray  in  his  studio  at 
home.  ...  He  ( U rued  arid 
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rising  behind  the  house  where 
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Eiwuior  l He  stood  still  and 
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the-  laugh  of  a,  man  he  had  never  knov vn.  ‘'bare  It  was  the  voice  of 

Eleanor!  .Young  Kyle.'  • "And  right  in.” 

The  Htilhiess ; and  the  dark  were  “ %'n1  just  out  for  a spimRob,  that's 
j*rpk^«y  tie  ^jjnped  to  avoid  an  onrush;  all.” 

He  became  awivre  that,  he  had  been  “That's  right.  Ives.  Here,  Til  let 
standing  in  the  middle  of  die  Esplanade;  down  the  spare  seat.” 
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“ Yes?”  He  moved  forward,  staring  now  behind.  There  was  a curious  pain 
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“I'll  kill  him!  I'll  kill  him,  kill  him, 
kill  him!”  Something  he  had  never 
known  before  dried  his  tongue.  “ I’ll 
kill  him!” 

Realizing  for  the  first  time  what  he 
had  been  saying,  he  recoiled.  “Oh,  but 
no!  No,  no,  no,  no!  Not  that!” 

He  found  himself  standing  on  the  but- 
tress of  the  hill  far  in  the  rear  of  Iron- 
hurst.  Before  him,  beneath  him,  ren- 
dered up  as  it  were  to  some  obscure 
omnipotence  lodged  in  him,  the  plain  of 
the  world  stretched  away,  gleaming  in 
the  mist-pale  effulgence  of  the  moon.  He 
stood  very  straight;  into  the  channels 
of  his  lungs  poured  the  night  air,  cool  and 
sweet,  like  a sweet  poison. 

“No,  no,  not  kill  him.  All  the  same, 
I could — he  ought  to  be — ” 

He  was  sensible  of  the  terrible  gift  of 
decision.  . . . His  roving  eye  fell  upon 
a spark  creeping  microscopic  over  the 
plain.  That  was  the  headlight  of  a tram- 
car  on  the  Fenwich  & Northern  line,  full 
of  Bloomsbury  bricklayers  and  their 
wives.  An  electric  car! 

From  that  unsettling  symbol  of 
modernity,  his  mind  followed  his  eyes  to 
the  vast  faint  yellowness  warming  the 
blue  of  the  moon  on  the  farther  plain. 
The  city!  Full  of  other  electric  cars — 
full  of  telephones,  laboratories,  dumb- 
waiters, peanut-machines,  police  sta- 
tions, art  lectures,  Christian  churches, 
moving-picture  shows.  . . . 

He  put  a hand  to  his  head,  staggered 
by  the  twentieth  century. 

“Heavens!  Where  have  I been?  What 
insane  idea  have  I been — ” 

Still  keeping  his  hand  pressed  to  his 
head,  he  turned  away.  He  walked  reso- 
lutely down  the  hill,  keeping  his  eyes 
away  from  the  pale  solicitation  of  cellars 
and  unfinished  drains.  A nervous  smile 
played  about  his  lips.  He  thought  defi- 
nitely of  little  things. 

“To-morrow  I shall  wear  the  new 
shirt  with  the  plaid  bosom.  The  hot- 
water  faucet  in  the  bathroom  wants  a 
new  washer.  ...” 

Feeling  already  stronger,  he  put  his 
rallying  sanitv  to  a test  • 


“I  thought  last  night  all  these  queer 
notions  of  mine  might  be  cheese.  But  it 
can’t  be  cheese.  And  that  pain  in  my 
side.  Really  I must  see  about  myself. 

I must  see  a — doctor.  I shall  go  to- 
morrow and  see  Doctor  Failing.  By  to- 
morrow he  will  he  home!”  He  buttoned 
up  his  coat  and  walked  more  briskly. 
“And  as  for  Victoria,  much  as  I hate  to 
think  of  it,  Victoria  must  go.  I can’t 
have  a crazy  person  about  the  house.” 

Returning  home  from  the  extreme 
west  of  the  Esplanade  region,  he  came 
naturally  by  the  side  way  and  through 
the  alley.  At  the  alley  gate  he  paused 
to  peer  at  a shape  looming  under  the 
chestnut-tree  his  great-aunt  Geraldine 
had  planted  in  the  back  yard.  Being 
somewhat  at  a loss,  he  coughed  under 
shelter  of  his  hand. 

“Ah  — yes?”  he  queried.  “What  is 
it?” 

Receiving  for  answer  only  a slow,  dark 
gesture,  he  became  aware  that  it  was 
Victoria.  He  had  it  in  mind  to  take  the 
woman  sharply  to  task  on  general  prin- 
ciples, but  in  her  air  he  seemed  to  sense 
a warning.  Opening  the  gate  with  an 
inner  protest,  he  approached  her. 

“Well,”  he  demanded  in  a low  tone, 
“what  is  it  now f” 

“Hi  thought  best,  sir.” 

“Thought  best,  what?” 

The  glossy  head  bent  slowly  and  the 
eyes  went  to  the  turf  under  the  tree.  In 
the  cloistral  gloom,  which  seemed 
deepened  rather  than  relieved  by  the 
meager  infiltration  of  the  moon,  he 
strained  his  eyes. 

“Victoria,  ■what  on  earth  are  you  do- 
ing with  the  coal-shovel?” 

He  found  his  own  answer.  Upon  his 
honor,  it  looked  like  a grave — a small, 
new-dug  grave,  with  the  sod  piled  neatly 
beside  it. 

“The  other,  sir,  Hi  have  buried  over 
there  under  the  rose-bush.” 

“The— other?” 

“The  ice-lad’s  arm,  sir.” 

Mr.  Ives  was  staring  at  a round  thing 
resting  on  the  grass.  That,  he  discov- 
ered, was  the  top  of  his  modeling-stand. 
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Upon  it,  just  as  waning  fury  had  left  it, 
lay  the  mutilated  clay  of  the  doctor. 

“Hi  thought  best,  sir,  for  I am  rather 
more  than  half  certain  the  house  is  being 
watched,  sir.” 

Mr.  Ives  straightened  up.  His  voice 
rasped  in  his  throat.  “Tommyrot,  Vic- 
toria! Perfect  tommyrot!” 

“Hi’ve  no  doubt  you  are  right  in 
thinking  so,  sir.” 

“Thinking  what,  may  I ask?”  He 
studied  her  with  suspicion. 

“Why,  sir,  that  they  cannot  have 
found  us  out  so  soon.  That  would  be 
jolly  keen  of  them,  sir.  It  was  only  that 
I saw  a head  peeping  over  the  fence,  and 
the  chap  had  got  a golfing-cap  on,  and 
he  had  a way — ” 

Mr.  Ives  ran  a finger  around  the  in- 
side of  his  standing  collar.  “Tommyrot! 
Perfect  and — and — utter — tommyrot!” 

“Quite  right,  sir.”  Bending,  Victoria 
lifted  the  table-top  nearer  the  edge  of  the 
grave.  “Shall  Hi,  or  would  you  prefer, 
sir?” 

“Fiddlesticks!”  Lifting  an  impulsive 
foot,  he  kicked  the  bothersome  stuff  off 
into  the  hole.  “Out  of  sight,  out  of 
mind.  Give  me  the  shovel,”  he  said. 
He  knew  his  face  was  red.  “And  now,” 
he  said,  in  a harsh,  deliberate  voice,  when 
the  dark  business  was  done  and  they 
had  come  to  the  back  steps — “and  now 
you  will  do  me  the  kindness,  Victoria, 
not  to  be  any  longer  absolutely  absurd .” 

The  strange  creature  turned  to  gaze 
back  at  the  shadowy  mound. 

“Hit  is  simply,  sir,  that  Hi  have  been 
in  trouble  before.  But  Hi  can  see  now 
it  would  have  been  too  sporting  of  them 
to  run  us  to  earth  so  quickly.  Unless — 
unless  you  have  been  talking,  sir.” 

“Talking?  I?”  With  a kind  of  horror 
he  called  back  to  view  that  scene  in  the 
doctor’s  hall,  on  the  doctor’s  steps. 

“It  was  talking  had  me  before,  sir. 
It  was  a yellow  woman  by  name  of  the 
Harris  woman,  sir.  Hi  had  set  boils  on 
the  cable  agent’s  wife  for  this  woman, 
and  she  talked,  most  indiscreetly,  sir.” 

Anything  Mr.  Ives  could  think  to  say 
seemed  inadequate. 

Vol.  CXXXIX.— No.  833.-88 


In  the  gloom  Victoria  looked  tall,  im- 
mensely tall.  Her  gaze,  abandoning  the 
graves,  seemed  to  search  the  profile  of 
the  fences. 

“T-t-tommyrot,  Victoria!” 

Leaving  her  there,  he  went  into  the 
house.  . . . 

By  the  evening  of  the  second  day  fol- 
lowing Mr.  Ives’s  friends  were  telling 
him  that  he  should  see  a doctor.  He  did 
look  ill,  there  was  no  mistaking  the 
fact.  In  a sense,  given  his  heredity  and 
his  bringing-up,  he  would  have'  been 
ashamed  had  he  not  looked  ill. 

“There’s  no  excuse,”  his  neighbor, 
Mr.  Hemenway,  told  him  on  the  walk 
the  third  morning,  “ in  your  failing  to  see 
a doctor.” 

“ Failing ?”  he  echoed,  sharply.  “ Fail- 
ing— to  see  a — doctor?  Now,  precisely, 
Mr.  Hemenway,  what  do  you  mean  by 
that?" 

“Why — why — just  what  I say!” 

Mr.  Hemenway  eyed  him  with  wonder 
and  uneasiness.  At  lunch  he  told  his 
wife  that  he  would  hardly  know  young 
Ives  lately. 

Eleanor  Ironwall  remarked  the  change 
in  him  more  keenly  perhaps  than  any 
one  else.  Relying  on  a woman’s  intui- 
tion, she  was  quite  sure  she  knew  what 
the  matter  was.  It  troubled  her  con- 
science, but  she  didn’t  see  what  she 
could  do  if  young  Kyle  would  keep 
coming. 

As  for  young  Kyle  himself,  he  affected 
to  be  amused  by  Mr.  Ives.  He  men- 
tioned it  that  third  evening  as  he  and 
Eleanor  sat  on  the  steps. 

“I  suppose,”  he  began,  nodding  tow- 
ard a figure  standing  very  erect  in  the 
middle  distance,  gazing  down  over  the 
plain  spread  out  beneath  him  like  the 
kingdoms  of  the  world — “I  suppose 
you’ve  known  him  a long  time, 
Eleanor?” 

“Yes,”  the  girl  answered,  gravely,  “a 
very  long  time.” 

“Well,  he’s  probably  all  right  when 
you  get  to  know  him,  but  a funny 
thing—  You  noticed  he  came  in  the  car 
with  me  to-day.  Well,  I picked  him  up. 
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or,  rather,  he  picked  me  up.  Not  here — 
oh  no;  ’way  down  the  line.  I was  com- 
ing up  through  Bloomsbury  at  a good 
clip  and  I saw  a fellow  in  the  road  ahead. 
I gave  him  the  horn.  Nothing  stirring. 
I pecked  at  the  speedometer  and  I said 
to  myself,  ‘Good  night!’  thinking,  of 
course,  it  was  a constable  out  for  game. 
Nothing  of  the  sort.  When  I pulled  up, 
here  it  was  this  fellow  Ives. 

“ * Good  Heaven !’  said  he.  * Upon  my 
word,  it’s  Mr.  Kyle!’ 

‘“The  same,’  said  I,  sitting  tight  and 
waiting  to  see. 

“ ‘ What  luck !’  said  he.  ‘ Happen  to  be 
going  my  way?’ 

“It  would  have  been  all  right  if  he 
hadn’t  got  off  that  old  one  about  the 
world’s  being  a small  place,  after  all,  and 
how  this  wouldn’t  have  happened  once  in 
a lifetime.  That  got  my  goat,  because  I 
could  bet  dollars  to  doughnuts  he’d 
taken  the  ‘Three-fifty’  down  just  on 
the  chance  of  holding  me  up  for  the  ride. 
. . . But  what  did  get  my  goat  was  the 
way  he  stared  at  me  all  the  way  up  from 
Bloomsbury.  I bet  his  eyes  weren’t  off 
me  three  minutes  altogether. 

“‘Think  you’ll  know  me  when  you 
see  me  again?’  I asked  him. 

“ He  just  hemmed  and  hawed.  By  and 
by  I gave  him  another. 

“ * If  you  were  an  artist,  Ives,  why,  I’d 
think  you  were  going  to  paint  a picture 
of  me  or  something.’ 

“That  got  his  goat.  Honest,  I thought 
he’d  jump  out  of  the  seat. 

“‘No/’  he  yelled.  ‘No/’  Actually 
yelled,  right  out — ” 

Breaking  off  at  a warning  “’Shhh!” 
from  the  girl,  the  narrator  looked  up  to 
see  Mr.  Ives  approaching.  “All  right,” 
he  muttered,  “but  all  the  same  if  he 
begins  staring  at  me  again — ” 

Mr.  Ives  did  begin  to  stare  at  him 
again.  In  the  gathering  shades  of  night 
the  steadfast  regard  took  on  a quality 
(it  seemed  to  young  Kyle)  consuming 
and  sinister.  He  shifted  his  weight 
angrily. 

“Say!  Look  here,  Ives — ” 

But  Eleanor  had  come  between. 


“Rob!  the  chrysanthemums  are  going 
fast  and  you  haven’t  seen  them  at  all 
this  year.”  She  slipped  an  arm  in  his. 
“Come!”  And  in  another  tone,  as  they 
moved  off:  “Rob,  you’re  not  well. 
Won’t  you  do  one  thing  to  please  me? 
Won’t  you  go  and  see  a doctor?” 

She  was  aware  that  he  had  halted  and 
was  staring  at  her  fixedly.  In  the  open, 
under  the  immensity  of  the  evening  sky, 
the  event  gave  to  itself  a publicity 
which  made  it  a dozen  times  more  ap- 
palling. 

“Rob!”  she  implored.  “What  is  it? 
Why  do  you  look  at  me  so?” 

He  spoke  in  a low,  tight-throated 
voice:  “Eleanor,  do  you  or  do  you  not, 
intend  to  marry  me?  I must  know.” 

“But,  Robert — ” 

He  advanced  the  pace  she  had  fallen 
back.  “I  must  know  now , Eleanor. 
There  are  reasons.” 

“But,  Rob — I — we’ve  talked  it  all 
over,  you  know — and  there’s  father — ” 

This  strange,  transfigured  Mr.  Ives 
took  hold  of  her  wrist. 

“Father?  Father?  For  the  little  com- 
fort of  your  father,  then,  would  you  send 
another  man’s  soul — my  soul — my  im- 
mortal soul — ” 

She  dragged  at  his  hand.  She  stared 
at  him. 

“You  don’t  understand,”  he  breathed. 
“But  horrible  things!  Horrible  and  aw- 
ful and  unspeakable  things!” 

“Robert,  you’re  not  yourself.” 

His  grip  slackened;  a shudder  of 
despair  seemed  to  pass  over  him. 

“No,  God  knows  I’m  not  myself. 
You’re  right,  Eleanor,  in  not  wanting  to 
have  anything  more  to  do  with  me.” 

“ But,  Rob ! Dear  Rob !” 

His  voice,  rising  harsh  and  embit- 
tered, drowned  her  out: 

“No,  no;  take  him!  Take  your  Kyle 
and  put  an  end  to  all  this  wretched 
comedy.  Don’t  you  think  I’ve  seen  from 
the  first — ” 

Frantically,  with  an  eye  on  the  figure 
approaching  across  the  grass,,  she  tried 
to  stay  his  words.  But  they  would  not 
be  stayed. 
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“No,  take  him,  I say.  You’re  free, 
quite  free — quite  free — ” 

The  voice  of  young -Kyle  was  heard. 
One  would  know  him  for  the  kind  that 
would  tolerate  no  annoyance  to  ladies. 

“Say,  what’s  up?  Say,  look  here  now, 
Ives!” 

“Eleanor,”  said  Mr.  Ives,  in  a level 
voice,  “good-by!”  Turning  slowly,  he 
allowed  his  eyes  to  rest  on  young  Kyle. 
“May  you  be  very  happy,”  he  said,  and 
bowed.  Into  his  voice  had  come  a 
something  indefinable  and  new,  a ghost 
of  diabolic  irony. 

He  began  a deliberate  withdrawal.  In 
the  gloaming  his  figure  grew  moment  by 
moment  more  remote,  chimerical.  His 
gaze  to  the  last  remained  on  young  Kyle, 
and  through  his  musing  wound  a thread 
of  sardonic  reverie: 

“The  left  eye  is  a shade  higher  than 
the  right.  I must  remember.” 

He  turned  and  walked  swiftly.  Not 
even  at  the  gateway,  where  last  his  eyes 
had  fallen  on  the  mortal  frame  of  Doctor 
Failing,  did  he  falter.  He  refused  to 
think  of  that,  of  anything.  In  the  dark- 
room of  his  brain  he  bore  the  head  and 
shoulders  of  young  Kyle,  flawless,  pho- 
tographic. Nothing  from  without  must 
touch  it.  Nothing  should  touch  it.  The 
certainty  of  his  power  to  hold  it  took  on 
a quality  almost  of  the  prophetic.  . . . 

Passing  through  the  doctor’s  old 
street,  he  brushed  off  with  an  impatient 
hand  the  housemaid  who  would  have 
stopped  him. 

“I  can  see  no  one  now!  No  one!  I’m 
not  to  be  bothered!” 

“ But  Mrs.  Failing,  sir,  she  says — ” 

He  increased  his  pace,  clinging  to  the 
inner  vision. 


“Please,  I beg  of  you,  not  now! 
Later!” 

“ But,  sir,  Mr.  Ives,  just  a moment — ” 

It  was  abominable  of  the  creature. 
He  heard  her  voice  fainter,  farther  away: 
“Mr.  Ives,  it’s  something  about  the — 
p-o-l-i-c-e — ” 

It  was  now,  he  felt,  or  never.  If  he 
turned,  if  for  one  moment  he  allowed 
himself  to  hesitate,  he  was  lost.  By  a 
last  effort  of  the  will  he  carried  through, 
bringing  the  precious  head  and  shoulders 
of  young  Kyle  safely  into  the  haven  of 
Everglade  Avenue. 

Letting  himself  into  the  house  and 
into  the  studio,  he  turned  on  the 
light. 

“Clay!”  he  murmured.  “Clay!” 

He  had  a cracker-box  full  of  it,  kept 
moist  by  swathing  cloths. 

“ Clay !”  His  hands  tore  at  the  cloths. 
“Clay!”  His  fingers,  sinking  in,  clove 
to  the  cool  stuff,  like  a man’s  throat  to 
water  after  the  long  desert. 

“So!”  he  breathed,  lifting  it  out  in 
huge,  sweet,  moist  lumps  and  shaping  it 
roughly  on  the  table-top  where  he  would 
work.  “Yes,  so!” 

He  had  no  time  to-night  to  put  on  his 
working-smock  of  blue;  no  time  even  to 
remove  his  coat.  As  he  wrought,  surely, 
swiftly,  the  flare  of  the  light  overhead 
showed  the  gray  mud  creeping  higher 
and  higher  up  the  sleeves  of  his  best 
serge.  He  neither  knew  nor  cared. 

“There!  Yes!  Ah!  Ah,  but  that’s  it!” 

Perspiration  bathed  his  face  and  ran 
down  his  neck. 

“And  the  right  eye  is  a shade  lower 
than  the  left.  Quite  so.” 

His  collar  began  to  wilt. 

“Capital!”  he  muttered.  “Capital!” 


(To  be  concluded.) 
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^ \ THAT  follows  is  the  account  of  a 
V V rather  notable  success,  granted 
only  the  point  of  view  which  happens  to 
be  held  by  ourselves,  Barbara’s  parents. 
Of  course,  wTe  can  speak  only  from  this 
point  of  view,  and  commensurately  with 
our  own  understandings.  By  saying 
that  we  have  achieved  a success  with  the 
first  steps  in  Barbara’s  education,  I mean 
that  the  results  so  far  produced,  unlike 
those  often  produced  by  the  public 
schools,  are  of  the  general  sort  we  should 
have  chosen  in  advance,  if  one  could 
only  choose  results.  Unfortunately,  one 
can  choose  only  means,  which  may  or 
may  not  yield  the  results  expected,  ac- 
cording to  one’s  skill  in  choosing  and  the 
material  one  has  to  work  with — also 
one’s  luck.  We  may  be  entirely  unwise 
and  wrong  in  our  fundamental  concep- 
tion of  what  a normal  five-year-old 
daughter  should  be;  as  to  that,  we  can 
only  be  ourselves,  subject  to  correction 
by  experience.  But,  granted  our  con- 
ception, we  have  found  the  way  to  real- 
ize it  thus  far  as  nearly  as  any  human 
aspiration  is  ever  realized.  Our  few  sim- 
ple but  novel  contrivances  have  proved 
themselves  to  be  a successful  way  of 
getting  from  nowhere  to  a certain  speci- 
fied goal,  supposing  that  one  wishes  to 
get  there.  That  is  their  claim  to  atten- 
tion. 

For  the  sake  of  open-mindedness,  I 
am  going  to  admit  that  we  often  have 
doubts  about  the  basic  wisdom  of  what 
we  are  doing  for  and  to  Barbara.  It 
may  be  best  in  the  long  run  to  pour 
yourself  into  your  child,  as  we  are  trying 
to  do;  on  the  other  hand,  it  may  be  best 
to  let  your  son  or  daughter  run  wild, 
form  associations  by  accident,  and  be 
taught  mainly  by  experience  and  neces- 


sity. Fostering  a child’s  natural  sense  of 
order  and  beauty  may  be,  for  all  we  can 
say,  a sorry  preparation  for  life  in  a 
world  of  prevalent  dullness  and  ugliness; 
giving  such  guidance  as  we  have  given 
may  lead  only  to  a more  painful  disillu- 
sionment in  a scheme  of  things  in  which 
every  one  is  ultimately  left  to  flounder 
undirected.  Samuel  Butler,  a humane 
soul  and  a man  more  interested  in  the 
well-being  of  the  young  than  in  any  other 
one  social  problem,  frankly  lamented 
that  parents  could  not  go  off  into  the 
woods,  lay  eggs  to  be  hatched  posthu- 
mously, and  forthwith  die.  He  may 
have  been  right.  No  one  can  ever  really 
know,  for  the  reason  that  it  will  never 
be  possible  to  put  identically  the  same 
grist  through  two  different  mills  and 
compare  the  results. 

One  can  do  only  what  one  is.  One  is 
denied  the  fine  sanction  of  knowing  that 
what  one  is  is  the  best  thing  to  be. 
Civilization,  too,  can  do  only  what  it  is. 
For  better  or  worse,  it  has  committed 
itself  to  education,  guidance — the  idea 
that  life  can  be  made  more  orderly  by 
inculcating  a sense  of  order,  and  more 
interesting  by  developing  resources  with- 
in the  individual’s  own  mind.  It  is  “an 
organized  conspiracy  against  nature”; 
it  means  deliberately  to  prepare  the  in- 
dividual for  a better  world  than  he  is 
presently  going  to  find  himself  living  in, 
on  the  assumption  that  it  is  more  profita- 
ble for  him  to  ask  a great  deal  of  it  and 
be  disappointed  than  to  ask  nothing  in 
particular  and  get  it.  Accepting  this 
paradox  of  education — as  for  our  part 
we  can  no  more  help  doing  than  we  can 
help  the  color  of  our  eyes — we  face  the 
problem  of  how  to  pack  into  the  being  of 
our  child  the  fullest  possible  store  to  fall 
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back  on  when  the  emptiness  of  other 
things  becomes  oppressively  manifest. 
This,  I repeat,  may  not  be  the  real  prob- 
lem. But  perhaps  we  shall  never  know 
about  that.  Anyhow,  we  like  our  way  of 
solving  it  better  than  any  way  we  have 
seen.  And  we  are  disinterestedly  glad 
to  set  the  facts  down  here  for  the  sake  of 
any  value  they  may  have  to  those  who, 
content  to  begin  with  our  assumptions, 
are  anxiously  weighing  the  agencies  for 
turning  those  assumptions  into  practical 
and  palpable  results. 

We  were  made,  parentally  speaking, 
on  the  day  when  Barbara  discovered  the 
typewriter.  Discovered  it,  I mean,  as  an 
object  worthy  of  sustained  curiosity; 
its  existence  she  already  knew  well 
enough.  She  was  just  under  three  years 
old.  Her  erudition  at  that  time  con- 
sisted of  the  alphabet  (learned  earlier 
through  a curious  habit  of  not  allowing 
her  go-cart  to  proceed  by  a street-comer 
until  the  street-sign  had  been  expounded 
to  her),  plus  a few  words  and  numbers, 
acquired  through  the  same  process  and 
from  head-lines.  Perhaps  I should  also 
add  some  fifty  times,  which  she  had 
learned  to  recognize,  when  they  were 
played,  whistled,  or  hummed,  through 
simple  repetition.  She  also  knew  from 
across  the  room  every  page  and  bar  of 
the  Just-So  Songs  (Edward  German’s 
music  to  Mr.  Kipling’s  words),  and  every 
syllable  on  each,  because  she  had  un- 
consciously associated  the  words  with 
the  figuration  of  the  notes  and  staves  on 
each  page.  And  she  was  always  seeing 
A’s  in  the  gables  of  houses  and  H’s  in 
football  goal-posts.  This  is  only  to  say 
that  she  had  the  normal  child’s  curiosity 
and  acquisitiveness.  But  the  real,  the 
commemorable  beginning  was  the  day 
when  she  walked  into  my  study  and 
stood  at  my  elbow  for  twenty  minutes 
while  I finished  copying  a manuscript  on 
the  typewriter. 

“Tell  me  a story  about  it,”  said  she. 
It  was  a period  when  all  conversation 
was  by  hypothesis  a story.  I set  it  down 
here,  as  to  my  own  eternal  credit  if  I 


never  do  another  so  creditable  thing, 
that  I forgot  how  busy  I was  supposed 
to  be.  I took  her  up  and  turned  the  con- 
traption ’round  and  showed  her  exactly 
what  made  the  bell  ring.  “Tell  me  about 
it  again,”  said  she — another  inveterate 
formula  of  this  period.  In  half  an 
hour  she  knew  how  to  put  a paper  in, 
straighten  it,  slide  the  carriage,  strike 
letters,  use  the  space-bar  and  the  back- 
space, turn  the  platen  up,  and  take  the 
paper  out.  The  next  day  she  knew  the 
names  of  all  the  characters  on  the  key- 
board, even  to  the  absurd  supernume- 
rary §’s  and  Ts  and  *’s,  and  how  to 
produce  each,  including  those  which  re- 
quired the  shift-key.  The  third  day  she 
wrote  a note  acknowledging  a gift,  she 
sitting  at  the  typewriter,  her  mother  sit- 
ting across  the  room  and  dictating  thus: 
“Capital  D-e-a-r-space-capital  C-o-u-s- 
i-n-space-capital  H,”  and  so  on.  It 
was  three  lines  of  typescript  long,  and  it 
took  an  eternity  of  concentration — 
probably  a half-hour — but  she  did  it  in 
one  burst,  refusing  to  be  stopped.  Three 
months  later  she  was  taking  many  simple 
words  of  her  dictation  as  words  and  not 
as  letters;  she  had  learned  how  to  spell 
them  by  doing  it  repeatedly.  Thus,  at 
three  years  and  three  months  she  had 
learned  a perceptible  amount  of  reading 
— by  the  strange  process  of  reading  her 
own  typescript!  Literally,  she  had 
learned  a form  of  writing  before  she  knew 
anything  whatever  about  reading. 

That  was  in  June,  1917.  In  October, 

1918,  at  four  years  and  seven  months, 
she  wrote  her  notes  of  acknowledgment 
behind  the  mysteriously  closed  doors  of 
the  study,  emerging  quaintly  to  ask  one 
of  us  how  to  spell  “interesting”  or  “par- 
ticularly,” showing  us  only  the  finished 
result,  and  treating  herself  to  an  inde- 
pendence unhappily  beyond  the  scope  of 
mere  professional  authorship  by  refusing 
to  allow  her  precious  documents  to  be 
“edited.”  Her  note-books  of  April, 

1919,  show  that  she  understood  plurals 
and  how  they  are  formed  from  singulars; 
also  that  the  plural  of  “baby”  is 
“babies,”  whereas  that  of  “monkey”  is 
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“monkeys” — to  accomplish  which,  you 
will  observe,  it  is  necessary  to  know  a 
vowel  from  a consonant.  Learning  to  tell 
them  apart,  let  me  add,  is  an  attainment 
which  would  not  be  speeded  by  calling 
them  something  else — e.  g.,  “fat  letters” 
and  “ lean  letters  ” — in  the  fashion  of  the 
“baby-room”;  for  a child  adores  tech- 
nicalities of  diction,  and  is  most  inter- 
ested when  learning  things  that  adults 
know,  and  calling  those  things  by  their 
adult  names.  It  would  be  easier,  gro- 
tesquely supposing  that  one  wanted  to, 
to  teach  some  five-year-old  children 
“oxymoron” — both  the  word  and  the 
thing — than  to  do  the  same  for  many 
high-school  students.  Barbara  and  I had 
a most  absorbing  session  one  morning, 
at  her  prompting,  over  words  in  -ometer 
— thermometer,  anemometer,  dyna- 
mometer, speedometer,  barometer — she 
spelling  them  by  the  sound,  learning  the 
meanings  by  cross-examination  of  me, 
and  afterward  typing  the  words.  This 
when  she  was  four  years  and  nine 
months  old.  Now,  at  five  years  and 
three  months,  she  easily  distinguishes 
nouns,  adjectives,  and  verbs;  also  the 
difference  between  a phrase  and  a sen- 
tence. The  reason  why  we  have  not  as 
yet  handed  her  a copy  of  the  Concise 
Oxford  Dictionary  is  that  we  are  weakly 
fond  of  seeing  her  run  to  us  with  her 
questions  about  spellings. 

A great  deal  of  the  net  accomplish- 
ment thus  far  is  ascribable,  certainly,  to 
the  typewriter.  In  a multitude  of  ways 
we  become  more  and  more  convinced  of 
the  expediency  of  letting  the  typewriter 
be,  so  far  as  a machine  can,  the  center 
and  genesis  of  the  first  processes.  It 
seems  topsy-turvy,  to  be  sure,  to  let  a 
form  of  writing  precede  every  form  of 
reading;  yet  the  paradox  has  involved 
many  advantages  and,  so  far  as  we  have 
yet  discovered,  no  disadvantage  that  is 
not  readily  superable.  Learning  to  read 
is  speeded  enormously  when  it  takes  the 
form  of  understanding  what  one’s  own 
fingers  have  just  produced;  the  rate  of 
production  is  so  slow  at  first  that  every 
word  is  learned  thoroughly,  letter  by 


letter;  spelling,  therefore,  is  acquired 
almost  without  teaching  it;  and  the  ele- 
mentary phonetic  laws  of  the  language 
follow  likewise.  There  is  a great  deal  of 
incidental  training  for  every  finger  of 
both  hands;  for  it  proves  to  be  easier  to 
teach  the  correct  fingering  than  to  allow 
the  keys  to  be  struck,  as  Stevenson 
played  the  piano,  “with  two  melodious 
forefingers.”  Barbara  has  now  fingered 
with  automatic  correctness  for  so  long 
that  she  would  be  temporarily  helpless 
if,  for  instance,  her  left  little  finger  were 
hurt.  This  muscular  training  is  dis- 
tinctly profitable  in  connection  with  the 
piano. 

There  is  also  a far  greater  advantage — 
namely,  that  typewriting  is  physically  so 
easy,  and  the  result  so  legible,  that  all 
the  child’s  powers  are  almost  immedi- 
ately released  for  expression;  whereas 
writing  script  is  for  several  years  so 
laborious  that  the  mere  physical  act  of 
forming  the  letters  is  all-absorbing.  Let 
the  typewriter  be  made  the  center  of 
one’s  scheme  of  early  training  and  the 
passion  for  getting  original  stories  down 
in  visible  and  permanent  form  can  have 
begun  at  four  and,  by  five,  advanced  to 
a point  inaccessible  to  many  children  of 
ten  not  so  trained.  Of  this  advantage,  as 
it  worked  out  in  our  experiment,  I must 
say  a word  later.  Suffice  it  here  to  sug- 
gest that  this  early  release  of  powers  is 
one  way  to  avoid  the  dissatisfaction  and 
consequent  nervous  drain  of  being 
thwarted  or  inhibited.  When  my  daugh- 
ter has  finished  reading  “Cinderella, ’’and 
followed  it  by  inventing  her  own  little 
fantasy  of  a rabbit  who  offered  his  paw 
and  his  heart  to  any  little  girl  who  could 
wear  his  ears  for  slippers,  the  ability  to 
set  it  down  exactly  in  typescript  means 
more  to  her — more,  I mean,  of  vivacity 
and  glow  and  recreation — than  could  be 
got  out  of  the  check  for  this  article  spent 
on  mechanical  toys. 

The  only  serious  disadvantage  is  the 
obvious  one  of  postponing  script  for  a 
little.  This,  so  far  as  it  concerned  the 
reading  of  script,  we  overcame  by  a very 
simple  device.  We  allowed  Barbara  to 
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mark  every  new  word  she  came  to  in  her 
day’s  reading,  and  every  word  of  which 
she  was  particularly  fond.  Her  mother 
then  wrote  the  marked  words  in  a col- 
umn on  the  left-hand  side  of  one  page  of 
a note-book,  after  which  Barbara  copied 
them  in  type  on  a loose  sheet  ruled  by 
hand  to  match  the  spacing  of  lines  in 
the  note-book.  The  finished  list  was  cut 
out  and  pasted  on  the  right-hand  side 
of  the  page.  Barbara  soon  read  script 
easily  and  without  reluctance,  to  say  no 
more  of  the  training  got  by  ruling  her 
own  lines,  doing  her  own  cutting  and 
pasting,  and  typing  the  words  exactly  on 
the  ruled  lines,  which  happened  to  be 
spaced  differently  from  the  automatic 
spacing  of  the  platen  on  the  machine. 
We  kept  up  this  training  almost  daily 
for  several  months — until,  in  fact,  Bar- 
bara could  write  her  own  list  as  well  as 
typewrite  it.  Here  is  one  typical  list, 
from  “ Letting  in  the  Jungle”  in  the  sec- 
ond Jungle  Book:  disorderly,  brethren, 
average,  ancestor,  enviously,  sensitive- 
ness, heliograph,  triumphantly,  porpoises, 
unconcernedly,  translated,  torture, 
accompany,  haft,  tethered,  penitent- 
ly, insolently,  sacrifices,  commerce, 
conscience,  vermin — some  of  the  words 
new  to  her,  some  of  them  old  favorites. 

I cite  this  list  in  full  in  order  to  em- 
phasize one  of  the  points  of  which  we 
have  made  ourselves  surest — that  it  is 
fallacious  and  inept  to  distinguish  be- 
tween “hard”  and  “easy”  words.  Any 
word  is  only  a word,  in  point  of  diffi- 
culty: “grandfather”  is  not  a whit 
harder  than  “grand”  or  “father”; 
“commendable”  is  only  “mend”  pre- 
ceded by  “ com  ” and  followed  by  “ able,” 
all  of  which  are  inevitably  familiar  sepa- 
rately. A child  can  soon  be  brought  to 
the  point  of  studying  out  the  pronuncia- 
tion of  every  word  encountered,  with 
accuracy  nine  times  in  ten,  by  being 
taught  to  see  in  each  long  word  a combi- 
nation of  familiar  short  words,  prefixes, 
and  suffixes.  It  was  not  only  Barbara’s 
boredom  with  primers  and  second  and 
fourth  readers,  but  also  the  utility  of  the 
normal  vocabulary  and  normally  con- 


structed sentences,  that  drove  us  to  the 
Just-So  Stories,  the  Jungle  Books,  Puck 
of  Pook’s  Hill,  the  Golden  Treasury, 
Longfellow's  Poems,  Alice  in  Wonderland, 
and  the  other  present  favorites  of 
Barbara.  No  wonder  many  young  chil- 
dren find  reading  dull  when  they  are 
constantly  taught  by  implication  that 
they  must  wait  years  before  they  can  go 
beyond  the  nauseous  monosyllabic  vo- 
cabulary of  the  orthodox  first  reader! 
No  wonder  they  read  metallically  and 
without  inflection  when  they  are  con- 
demned for  years  to  the  style  of  “I  see 
a cat.  The  cat  is  black”!  This  sort  of 
simplification  is  not  natural,  but  arti- 
ficial; and  it  is  abnormally  and  per- 
versely artificial,  for  it  piles  up  gra- 
tuitous difficulties  for  the  teacher  by 
wantonly  sacrificing  the  interest  of  the 
learner. 

Another  point  of  which  we  are  pretty 
sure  is  that  the  staring  and  gigantic  type 
used  in  elementary  readers  has  some- 
thing to  do  with  the  strained  and  pain- 
fully uplifted  voices  in  which  school- 
children  read  aloud.  This  exaggerated 
print  is  one  more  product  of  a false 
assumption  about  what  a child’s  intelli- 
gence really  is.  Into  the  discard  must  go 
the  whole  notion  that  children  love  to 
be  appealed  to  through  coarse,  gross, 
sprawling  dimensions,  broad  belts  and 
blocks  of  primary  colors,  vapid  impres- 
sionistic simplifications  of  reality.  They 
don’t.  They  love  the  fine,  the  micro- 
scopic, the  hair-drawn,  and  they  love 
verisimilitude.  Impressionism  is  an  adult 
and  sophisticated  growth.  Barbara,  for 
instance,  goes  instinctively  to  her  Arthur 
Rackham,  her  M.  B.  de  Monvel;  and 
in  them  she  picks  out  by  preference  the 
most  vanishingly  fine  details.  She  knew 
what  a comma  and  a question-mark  and 
a hyphen  were  before  she  could  pro- 
nounce their  names;  something  about 
them  made  her  chuckle,  as  new  words 
often  do  before  she  knows  what  they 
mean — e.  g.,  “jabber.”  Such  symbols  as 
these  she  would  track  with  a ruthless 
forefinger  through  a whole  volume  of 
print  before  she  could  read  a single  word. 
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One  result  of  our  encouraging,  not 
stultifying,  this  normal  childish  atten- 
tion to  small  details  is  that  she  has  al- 
ways read  things  as  they  are  punctuated, 
with  variety  and  an  instinct  for  the 
proper  accent.  It  was  astonishing  to 
hear  her  reproduce  at  first  sight,  say,  the 
mocking  irony  of  Mowgli’s  glorious 
chant  on  the  death  of  Shere  Khan  the 
tiger,  or  the  dainty  humor  of  Suleiman- 
bin-Daoud’s  conversation  with  Balkis  in 
The  Butterfly  That  Stamped.  Her  own 
compositional  style,  too,  thanks  to  this 
same  childish  capacity  for  detail,  has 
sentence-structure  and  the  visible  sym- 
bols thereof — unlike  the  original  efforts 
of  sundry  university  freshmen  with 
whom  her  father  has  now  and  then  had 
dealings.  And  when,  at  four  and  a half, 
she  undertook  to  write  script  herself, 
there  was  found  to  be  no  need  for  letters 
a foot  high  or  great,  sweeping  arm  move- 
ments; she  wrote  a hand  of  civilized 
proportions  as  soon  as  she  saw  how  to 
form  the  letters  at  all,  and  her  fine  script 
is  fully  as  legible  as  the  staring  round- 
hand  of  the  schools,  besides  being  much 
more  mature. 

It  is  in  connection  with  writing  that  I 
can  best  illustrate  the  general  construc- 
tive doctrine  of  this  article — that  the 
way  for  elementary  teaching  to  succeed 
better  is  to  offer  more,  not  less;  to  make 
work  interesting  by  making  it  a chal- 
lenge to  abilities  in  the  child,  not  by  dis- 
guising it  as  play.  Whenever  we  have 
failed  temporarily  with  Barbara  we  have 
always  discovered  in  the  end  that  it  was 
because  we  had  asked  too  little  to  interest 
her,  not  too  much  for  her  to  accomplish. 

When,  for  instance,  we  began  to  be 
annoyed  by  her  indifference  to  writing — 
it  was  when  she  was  four  and  a half,  and 
it  seemed  absurd  for  a child  who  could 
read  and  compose  as  she  could  to  be  still 
unable  to  write  with  a pencil — we  tried 
to  teach  her  to  form  the  individual  let- 
ters, beginning  with  the  simplest.  The 
undertaking  dragged,  and  cost  more  in 
effort  than  the  results  were  worth.  After 
a month  of  spasmodic  attempts  it  was 
suggested  to  Barbara  that  perhaps  she 


might  like  to  write  “clock.”  Clocks 
were,  at  this  period,  the  consuming  pas- 
sion of  her  existence.  Mrs.  Clock  up- 
stairs in  her  room  and  Mr.  Clock  down- 
stairs were  treated  exactly  as  the  graven 
images  of  heathendom  are  by  their  devo- 
tees. Bowls  of  food  and  flowers  were  set 
before  them  daily;  dances  and  songs 
were  demonstrated  solemnly  in  their 
presence;  books  were  stood  open  facing 
them,  that  they  might  read  the  word 
“clock”  and  know  that  they  were  wor- 
shiped; and  they  had  to  be  kept  one 
minute  apart  so  that  the  striking  of  each 
could  be  ceremonially  attended  by  Bar- 
bara, if  possible  with  a parent  in  each 
hand.  At  the  notion  of  writing  “ clock,” 
the  child  gleamed.  The  first  day  she 
covered  a note-book  page  with  “clock,” 
in  a gawky  but  legible  hand;  the  second 
day  it  was  “pendulum”;  the  third, 
“tick-tock.”  Beginning  on  her  fifth 
birthday,  she  wrote  a few  dated  sen- 
tences each  morning,  usually  to  record 
what  she  had  done  the  day  before.  It 
was  the  same  with  Arabic  figures;  she 
showed  no  interest  in  making  them  with 
a pencil  until  she  had  in  her  head  all  the 
arithmetic  of  the  numbers  up  to  twenty 
— extracted,  of  course,  from  a clock-face, 
along  with  odds  and  ends  of  geometry 
and  mechanical  drawing.  Her  writing 
of  numbers  practically  began  with  whole 
arithmetic  lessons. 

But  for  our  lucky  faith  that  she  could 
somehow  copy  whole  words  before  she 
had  formed  a single  letter  reasonably 
well  she  might  still  be  signing  her  name 
in  type.  Our  principal  indictment  of 
elementary  education  is  that  it  is  admin- 
istered by  those  of  little  faith — in  the 
child.  I fear  it  has  too  much  faith  in 
itself  and  in  methods  to  have  much  left 
over  for  anything  else. 

These,  then,  are  some  of  the  results. 
It  seems  to  me  that  they  make  out  a case 
for  the  regular  daily  lesson.  I do  not  say 
that  the  subject  of  this  treatment,  if  she 
were  a prodigy  or  a genius,  might  not  be 
where  she  is  as  a consequence  of  inter- 
mitted and  capricious  lessons,  given  as  it 
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were  in  parenthesis,  and  disguised  as 
something  else.  But  I am  very  sure  that 
Barbara — an  example,  as  it  seems  to  us 
and  to  others  who  know  her,  of  absolute 
and  beautiful  normality  in  mind,  dispo- 
sition, and  body — owes  a good  half  of  her 
attainment  to  the  fact  that  she  has  been 
trained  into  accepting,  expecting,  and 
wanting  her  daily  school  tasks  at  a regu- 
lar and  recognized  hour  when  she  is 
fresh  for  them. 

As  for  the  correlation  of  work  with 
play,  the  child’s  ingenuity  manages  that 
better  than  we  could.  Precisely  because 
work  is  work  and  play  is  play  there  is  a 
special  additional  triumph  for  her  in 
floating  a bridge  between  them.  She 
takes  pride  in  her  work  as  such;  and — a 
sufficient  justification  even  if  there  were 
no  other — she  plays  better  all  the  time 
because  of  the  perceived  difference  be- 
tween play  and  work.  Before  she  could 
read  at  all  she  would  walk  through  the 
fields  and  woods  saying  aloud  all  the 
rhymes  she  could  think  of  to  the  objects 
which  she  saw,  and  making  us  supply 
still  more  rhymes.  At  a later  period  she 
invented  for  bedtime  an  odd  language 
game  which  began  with  commanding  me 
to  “say  something  incorrect.”  I quoted 
all  the  solecisms  I could  remember  off- 
hand from  some  years  of  reading  under- 
graduate themes,  and  she  corrected 
them  with  chuckles  of  glee.  This  was 
very  bad  pedagogy,  but  a very  good 
game;  and  I see  no  possible  objection 
to  it  so  long  as  it  is  not  allowed  to  make 
the  child  priggish  about  correctness  in 
the  presence  of  those  who  really  do  not 
know  how  to  speak  correctly.  Whenever 
Barbara  finds  in  play  anything  of  espe- 
cial interest,  such  as  learning  by  demon- 
stration how  a willow  whistle  or  a box- 
kite  is  made,  she  is  sure  to  say,  “Oh, 
mother,  may  we  have  this  for  a writing 
lesson  to-morrow?”  Of  course  she  al- 
ways may;  wherefore  her  diversions 
acquire  an  added  zest,  and  her  lessons 
proceed  in  a constant  atmosphere  of 
special  privilege. 

She  will  sit  for  a whole  afternoon,  if 
the  day  be  warm,  on  the  thick  velvet 
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turf  of  the  drying  lawn,  her  crowd  of  toy 
animals  surrounding  her;  and  when  she 
comes  in  she  will  go  in  sober  silence  to 
the  typewriter  and  set  down  the  home- 
made lyric  which  has  been  evolving  it- 
self in  her  head  all  that  time: 

The  animals  walk  in  the  animal-patch. 
Sometimes  the  whole  day  through. 

And  whenever  any  strange  thing  comes  along 
They  frighten  it  away. 

The  rabbits  are  the  best  of  all. 

They  nAver  bite  Anybody  at  All. 

And  then  she  will  come  to  me  with 
music-paper  and  insist  that  I write  down 
the  home-made  tune  as  she  hums  it; 
after  which  she  will  copy  in  the  words 
under  the  proper  notes  and  pick  out  the 
melody  on  the  piano  from  the  notes. 
Who  will  say  that  the  “animal-patch” 
does  not  mean  more  to  her  that  day  be- 
cause she  knows  she  is  going  to  signalize 
it,  to  her  own  liking,  in  song,  and  more 
the  next  day  because  she  has  so  signal- 
ized it  the  day  before? 

Any  one  who  doubts  that  work  and 
play  can  be  made  contributory  to  each 
other  should  be  present  at  our  house 
between  eight  and  nine  of  a pleasant 
summer  morning.  Breakfast  is  over  at 
twenty  minutes  past  eight.  Barbara 
wants  to  go  out  into  a neighboring  field 
to  see  how  many  new  clumps  of  violets 
have  blossomed  since  the  morning  be- 
fore, or  whether  the  first  buttercup  is  out 
yet.  Yes,  she  may  go — if  she  will  be 
sure  to  come  back  at  nine.  Before  the 
last  stroke  of  nine  has  sounded  from  our 
slow-striking  village  clock  you  hear  her 
feet  come  pounding  down  the  hard  path- 
way. She  arrives  breathless,  partly  with 
running,  but  more  with  laughter  at  the 
sheer  deliciousness  of  this  transition  be- 
tween the  two  things  she  chiefly  loves; 
and  on  her  way  up  the  stairs  you  hear 
her  shrieking  that  it  is  nine  o’clock  and 
“Time  for  school,  mother!”  And  then 
the  house  settles  instantly  into  an  ab- 
sorbed and  business-like  quiet. 

They  take,  after  all,  so  little  time, 
these  daily  lessons,  and  cause  so  slight  a 
variation  from  the  make-up  of  a child’s 
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ordinary  schedule,  that  it  is  difficult  to 
see  how  any  one  could  dislike  them  as 
unreasonably  exacting.  One  hour  and 
twenty  minutes  a day,  distributed 
among  reading,  writing,  and  typewrit- 
ing, with  one  or  another  of  these  giving 
way  in  rotation  to  arithmetic,  the  study 
of  words,  geography,  drawing — that  is 
the  utmost  extent  of  the  routine.  The 
rest  of  the  time  from  sun  to  sun,  except 
for  a rest-hour  spent  quietly  alone,  is 
occupied  with  playing  out-of-doors,  in 
an  ecstasy  of  abandonment  to  sun  and 
wind;  picking  baskets  of  flowers  and 
watching  birds  and  chasing  butterflies; 
holding  long  oonversations  with  her 
imaginary  playmates,  one  of  whom  has 
been  her  constant  familiar  for  three 
years — in  short,  with  all  the  things  a 
child  of  five  is  supposed  to  be  doing. 
I see  nothing  in  our  regime  to  spoil  or 
taint  her  wholesome  childish  normality. 
Even  in  her  lessons  she  becomes  in  no 
wise  priggish.  She  would  be  hopelessly 
lost,  I fear,  in  a school  system  which 
could  hot  make  room  for  the  herd  of 
miscellaneous  toy  animals  which  she 
tethers  to  the  legs  and  rounds  of  the 
chair  before  she  sits  down  to  her  w6rk. 
She  would  never  dream  of  considering 
her  arithmetic  paper  finished  until  she 
has  decorated  it  with  a picture,  cut  out 
and  pasted  on,  or  with  birds  and  butter- 
flies winging  up  and  down  the  margins. 
In  everything  she  is  a five-year-old  child, 
not  a baby  “grind.” 

The  only  difference  is  that  all  the 
items  of  her  play  mean  more  because 
every  one  of  them  is  interfused  with  the 
same  eager  quality  of  imaginativeness 
which  has  already  been  applied  to  books 
and  study,  approved  and  fostered  in 
connection  with  them,  and  thereby  in- 
tensified in  connection  with  everything 
else.  Every  butterfly  that  we  see  in  the 
fields  is  The  Butterfly  That  Stamped  in 
the  garden  of  Suleiman,  and  The  But- 
terfly That  Stamped  in  the  story  is,  of 
course  and  naturally,  the  one  we  chased 
in  the  field  this  afternoon.  Every  night 
at  bedtime  Barbara  is  allowed  to  read  to 
us  consecutively  for  a half-hour  from  the 


Kipling  story  which  she  has  last  finished 
piecemeal  in  the  morning  lessons;  and 
the  proof  that  she  does  this  with  delight 
is  that  she  always  teases  for  a minute 
more  to  “fasten  it  off” — by  Which 
quaint  phrase  she  means  reading  the 
poem  at  the  end.  Thus  work  and  play 
are  each  intensifying  to  the  other;  and 
we  come  to  the  eventual  paradox  that 
work  and  play  coalesce  more  easily  when 
an  explicit  difference  is  made  between 
them  than  when  one  is  ambushed  behind 
the  other. 

. The  use  of  playthings  as  a basis  for 
lessons  can  be  carried  much  farther  than 
I have  as  yet  suggested.  For  example: 
One  morning  last  spring  Barbara's 
mother  said,  “What  are  we  going  to 
have  for  a writing  lesson  to-day?”  The 
answering  suggestion  was,  “I  am  going 
to  describe  Grandfather  Bunny” — a toy 
animal  of  endearing  association.  “Very 
well,”  said  her  mother;  “write  that 
down  for  your  first  sentence.”  It  was  so 
done;  and  then  followed  a page  of  de- 
scription; and  then — “That  is  how 
Grandfather  Bunny  looks.”  And  be- 
hold, there  was  an  unexceptionable  para- 
graph— the  construction  of  which  Bar- 
bara understood,  at  five  years  and  two 
months,  as  well  as  I do  at  thirty  and  two 
years,  and  could  duplicate  as  easily  on 
any  subject  within  her  scope. 

But  only  by  dint  of  regularity  and 
method!  And  this  is  the  place  for  me  to 
retract  my  too  great  emphasis  on  “I” 
and  “we” — used  only  because  Barbara’s 
parents  have  an  equal  stake  in  the  game 
and  are  agreed  in  all  the  essentials  of 
how  it  should  be  played — and  to  confess 
that  most  of  the  method  and  all  of  the 
regularity  have  been  supplied  by  Bar- 
bara’s mother.  And  she  is  so  very  busy, 
much  of  the  time,  with  other  things  than 
being  Barbara’s  mother!  On  very  many 
mornings  the  instruction  is  carried  on  by 
a housewife  with,  literally,  a mop  in  one 
hand  and  a duster  in  the  other,  or  from 
another  typewriter  in  an  adjoining  al- 
cove, with  only  occasional  visits  of  in- 
spection to  the  school-room.  This  I note 
for  the  encouragement  of  any  interested 
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parent  who  fancies  that  to  live  this 
humane  life  with  one's  children  takes 
great  resources  and  abundance  of  lei- 
sure. It  takes,  principally,  the  faith  in 
the  child;  and,  after  that,  the  will  and 
the  patience. 

So  much  for  the  practice.  Now  I am 
going  to  put  all  the  theory  in  one  place 
by  itself,  for  the  express  benefit  of  any 
one  who  may  care  to  dodge  it  entirely. 

Probably  no  one  doubts  the  impor- 
tance of  the  subject,  or  the  urgency  of 
the  need  for  a great  number  and  variety 
of  just  such  frank  interchanges  of  ex- 
perience as  this.  The  trouble  has  been 
thus  far  that  across  practically  all  inter- 
changes on  this  subject,  the  rudiments  of 
early  education,  has  lain  the  trail  of  the 
serpent  of  academicism — or,  to  call  the 
deadly  thing  by  the  deadliest  of  its 
names,  pedagogy.  It  is  the  paradox  of 
education  that  the  professional  has  less 
at  stake  than  the  amateur  has.  The  pro- 
fessional is  a teacher  or  “educator,”  and 
the  most  that  he  has  at  stake  is  a theory 
or  a reputation.  But  the  amateur  is 
always  a parent;  and  his  stake  is  no 
theory,  but  the  child  itself. 

What  I seriously  distrust  is  the  whole 
idea  of  sugar-coating  knowledge  and  the 
processes  of  acquiring  it.  The  process  of 
elementary  education  has  been  theorized 
out  of  the  domain  of  work  and  into  the 
domain  of  play.  The  sugar-coating,  ap- 
plied by  teachers  jaded  and  overworked 
or  inherently  defective  in  sympathy, 
does,  to  be  sure,  often  wear  thin;  and  it 
is  common  enough  to  find  even  first- 
graders  who  will  jump  at  an  excuse  to 
escape  school  for  a morning.  Neverthe- 
less, the  trouble  with  the  play-method  of 
education  is  not  that  the  illusion  of  play 
wears  thin,  and  is  indeed  perhaps  impos- 
sible to  sustain  when  you  have  great 
numbers  of  pupils  to  the  single  teacher. 
The  trouble  is  that  the  method  is  itself 
evasive  and  inept.  Children  would 
really  get  more  fun,  more  play,  out  of 
education,  and  be  less  anxious  to  dodge 
it  on  occasions,  if  there  were  no  attempt 
to  palm  it  off  on  them  as  play.  The 


primary  grades  are  so  intent  on  keeping 
children  amused  that  the  machinery  of 
amusement  is  over-elaborated  and  made  . 
an  end  in  itself.  What  wonder  if-the 
machinery  become  at  last  transparently 
what  it  is — mechanical?  What  wonder 
if  it  break  down  of  its  own  complexity? 
Every  cultivated  parent  must  have  dis- 
covered that  it  takes  the  lower  grades  of 
the  public  schools  two  hours  and  a half 
to  teach  an  alert  child  what  he  is  capable 
of  learning  in  a half-hour,  and  a whole 
school  year  to  teach  him  vaguely  what 
he  could  master  accurately  in  little  more 
than  a month.  There  are  reasons  and 
reasons  for  this  discrepancy;  but  the 
chief  of  them  is  that  primary  education 
has  got  into  the  clutches  of  pedagogic 
experts  who  assume  that  the  methods 
which  alone  succeed  with  mental  defec- 
tives must  by  the  nature  of  things  prove 
doubly  efficacious  with  normal  intelli- 
gences. 

No  one  would  pretend  that  teaching  a 
young  child  to  read,  write,  and  figure 
does  not  demand  a certain  amount  of 
time  and  patience.  But  many  an  ele- 
mentary teacher  according  to  the  newer 
modes  would  be  astounded  to  learn  how 
much  less  time  and  patience  it  takes  if  all 
of  both  is  expended  on  teaching  the  child 
what  you  think  he  ought  to  know,  and 
none  on  concealing  from  him  that  you 
think  he  ought  to  know  it. 

No  one,  of  course,  wants  a child  of 
three  or  four  driven  to  lessons.  But  ex- 
actly this  mischance  is  avoided  by  repre- 
senting a lesson  as  a lesson,  and  not  as 
something  else.  The  whole  idea  of  a 
lesson  is  so  novel  to  a child’s  nature  and 
earliest  experience  that  he  will  jump  at 
the  idea  with  an  avidity  roused  by  noth- 
ing else  in  the  world,  not  even  a new  toy. 
And  if  this  avidity  for  what  is  novel  be 
taken  advantage  of  while  the  novelty 
lasts  the  whole  matter  of  lessons  can  im- 
mediately be  brought  under  the  opera- 
tion of  the  greatest  labor-saving  device 
as  yet  known  to  human  experience — 
habit.  It  is  difficult  to  say  whether  chil- 
dren are  more  radical  or  more  conserva- 
tive, more  eager  to  do  what  they  have 
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never  done  or  more  insistent  on  doing 
what  they  have  always  done.  The  fact 
is  that  they  are  both  in  an  astounding 
degree.  The  easiest  way  to  get  them  to 
begin  learning  is  to  offer  them  a lesson. 
The  easiest  way  to  make  them  keep  on 
learning  is  to  allow  them  to  have  lessons 
with  frequency  and,  above  all,  regu- 
larity. The  most  important  fact  about 
children  is  the  fact  of  their  unutilized 
reserve  powers,  a doctrine  investigated 
and  sanctioned  some  years  ago  by  Doc- 
tor Sidis  and  William  James.  Probably 
this  doctrine  is  suspect  among  careful 
parents  because  of  its  association  with 
the  manufacture  of  infant  prodigies ; but 
that  is  a quite  unnecessary  and  fortui- 
tous association,  as  I hope  I have  shown 
by  example.  Children  hunger  to  know 
things;  and  they  have  an  almost  terrify- 
ing facility  in  learning  them. 

I have  a strong  impression — I speak 
here  as  a layman,  subject  to  correction 
if  science  knows  more  about  the  matter 
than  every-day  experience  does — that  a 
child  suffers  more  nervous  wear  and  tear 
from  being  thwarted  or  slighted  in  its 
desire  to  learn  than  from  being  delib- 
erately instructed  in  the  exercise  of  its 
mind.  Every  time  a parent  says, 
“There,  now,  run  away  and  play  and 
don’t  ask  any  more  questions,”  or, 
“You’ll  understand  all  about  it  when 
you’re  older,”  he  is  putting  the  child’s 
organism  under  the  nervous  strain  of 


curiosity  repressed  and  ungratified.  This 
is  as  wearing,  if  its  visible  effects  are  a 
criterion,  as  running  a motor-car  with 
the  brakes  partly  set.  Find  a child  whose 
parents  do  not  gratify  or  direct  its 
curiosity  and  you  find  a child  fretful, 
peevish,  and  habitually  tired.  The 
child’s  face  lights,  and  the  wrinkles  in  its 
disposition  smooth  out,  the  instant  one 
says,  instead,  “Come  here  and  I’ll  tell 
you  what  little  I happen  to  know  about 
it;  and  then,  if  you  like,  we  can  look  it 
up  in  the  big  encyclopedia.”  Even  if  I 
happen  to  be  wrong  on  this  point,  one 
consideration  seems  obvious:  that  the 
wear  and  tear  of  ungratified  curiosity  is 
a drain  without  any  corresponding  re- 
plenishment, whereas  the  building-up 
process  after  mental  exertion  is  instan- 
taneous and  automatic. 

So,  at  all  events,  it  has  seemed  to  us, 
on  the  basis  of  experience.  And,  likewise 
on  that  basis,  we  have  hit  upon  some 
simple,  practical  ways  of  making  the 
first  rudiments  of  learning  call  out  of  a 
child  the  whole  array  of  eager  powers 
and  abilities  which  any  normal  child 
certainly  has,  hidden  away  somewhere 
and  waiting  to  be  appealed  to.  It  is 
these  ways,  and  the  benefits  derivable 
from  them,  that  we  are  happy  to  pass 
along  to  other  parents  who,  like  our- 
selves, find  it  necessary  or  expedient  to 
put  themselves  in  the  place  of  the  public 
or  private  elementary  school. 


THE  SECRET  DOVE 

BY  ZONA  GALE 

1KNOW  where  a dove  sits  brooding  in  the  dark. 
Nested  in  leaves,  the  quiet  boughs  among; 

And  when  the  midnight  falls  I lean  to  mark 
Her  home,  where  a great  star  is  hung. 

The  star,  it  does  not  know  the  secret  dove. 

The  dove  that  firefly  planet  may  not  see. 

What  lovelier  things  the  night  may  fold  from  me — 
The  watching  eye,  the  brooding  heart,  and  love. 
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CONCLUSION— FURTHER  DISCOVERIES  OF  NEW  LAND 

BY  VILHJALMUR  STEFANSSON 


WE  spent  December,  1915,  in  cross- 
ing the  south  end  of  Banks 
Island  by  approximately  the  same  route 
that  we  had  used  in  1914.  Again  the  sun 
was  obscured  and  we  had  to  do  most  of 
our  traveling  in  darkness,  but  we  now 
had  the  advantage  of  knowing  the 
topography  thoroughly  and  there  was 
little  difficulty  and  practically  no  dan- 
ger. We  were  lucky  also  in  having  clear 
moonlit  weather,  and,  although  this  gave 
us  frost  which  went  well  below  minus 
50°,  the  ease  with  which  we  were  able  to 
find  the  road  more  than  made  up  for  the 
handicap  of  low  temperature.  Dressed 
as  we  were,  we  did  not  feel  uncomforta- 
ble. The  trouble  with  extreme  cold  in 
traveling  is  that  it  gives  the  grains  of 
snow  a.  consistency  resembling  sand,  so 
that  the  sledges  drag  over  it  with  friction 
comparable  to  that  of  sledding  on  a 
sandy  beach.  When  steel  is  used  for  the 
shoeing  of  the  sledge,  as  was  the  case 
with  ours  at  this  time,  a drop  of  15°  or 
20°  in  temperature  often  more  than 
doubles  the  hauling  weight  of  the  sledges, 
which  results  in  a lowering  of  speed. 

The  period  just  before  and  after  New- 
Year’s  we  spent  at  our  base  at  Cape 
Kellett  on  the  southern  corner  of  Banks 
Island.  This  base  was  being  maintained 
by  Captain  Bernard,  Mr.  Thomsen,  and 
half  a dozen  Eskimos,  with  the  idea  that 
if  ever  any  of  our  other  parties  came  to 
grief  farther  north,  we  could  retreat 
upon  this  base,  where  we  had  not  only 
stores  of  food  and  equipment,  but  also  a 
seaworthy  vessel  which  could  take  the 
party  out  when  summer  came. 

About  the  middle  of  January  we  left 
Kellett  and  proceeded  north  along  the 


west  coast,  preparatory  to  the  explora- 
tion of  the  coming  spring.  At  the  north- 
west corner  of  Banks  Island  we  had  an- 
other base  camp  under  command  of  Mr. 
Wilkins,  and  here  our  smallest  vessel, 
the  North  Star,  with  her  Captain,  Castel 
and  crew  of  four,  was  wintering. 

It  is  natural  that  in  ten  years  of  living 
by  hunting  we  have  learned  a good  deal 
about  the  habits  of  northern  game  ani- 
mals. Incidentally,  we  have  had  to  un- 
learn a good  deal  that  we  knew  either  by 
hearsay  or  from  books.  One  of  these 
things  is  the  “well-known  fact”  that 
caribou  and  musk-oxen  migrate  south- 
ward in  the  fall.  Our  experience  shows 
that  this  is  true  only  in  certain  localities 
for  the  caribou  and,  so  far  as  we  can 
learn,  is  never  true  for  musk-oxen.  Un- 
less disturbed  by  man,  musk-oxen  do  not 
move  in  any  direction  much  faster  than 
they  eat  up  the  feed  in  their  vicinity,  and 
the  direction  in  which  they  move  may  be 
considered  accidental,  for  it  may  depend 
upon  the  contours  of  the  land  or  the 
direction  of  the  wind.  The  rate  of  move- 
ment is  probably  not  often  more  than 
five  miles  a month.  But  caribou  are 
comparatively  mobile  animals  and  for 
one  cause  or  another  are  likely  to  travel 
great  distances  in  any  given  month. 
There  are  many  things  which  may 
frighten  them,  such  as  the  smell  of  a 
wolf,  the  hearing  of  a strange  noise,  or 
the  appearance  in  the  distance  of  an 
animal,  be  it  a man,  a bear,  a wolf,  or 
another  caribou.  They  are  in  such  con- 
tinual fear  of  wolves  that  any  distant 
moving  object,  even  an  animal  of  their 
own  kind,  is  identified  as  a wolf  and 
avoided  accordingly. 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Go  'gle 


710 


HARPER’S  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE 


The  deterioration  of  feed,  due  to  one 
climatic  reason  or  another,  will  also  set 
a caribou  herd  moving.  In  some  places 
this  movement  is  southward,  and  men 
used  to  observing  the  migrations  of  birds 
and  obsessed  by  the  theory  that  the 
North  is  a cold  and  disagreeable  place  in 
winter  and  that  animals  by  instinct 
know  the  advantages  of  the  South,  have 
combined  theory  with  observation  and 
concluded  that  there  is  a regular  south- 
ern migration  of  caribou  in  autumn.  We 
have  special  knowledge  of  many  regions 
in  Alaska,  in  the  northern  Canadian 
mainland,  and  in  the  islands  north  of 
Canada.  Each  is  a law  unto  itself.  In 
Banks  Island  caribou  are  at  all  seasons, 
so  far  as  we  could  judge,  more  numerous 
in  the  north  end  of  the  island  than  any- 
where else,  but  there  seems  to  be  an  espe- 
cial preponderance  in  the  north  end  in 
the  winter,  in  the  very  season  when, 
according  to  popular  theory,  they  ought 
to  be,  if  not  traveling  south,  at  least 
crowded  into  the  south  end  of  the  island. 
There  seems  to  be  no  relation  between 
caribou  migrations  and  either  wind  ve- 
locity or  temperature  of  the  air.  The 
remaining  factor,  therefore,  is  the  feed, 
which  in  the  north  end  of  Banks  Island 
is  probably  of  a variety  preferred  by  the 
caribou. 

Accordingly,  Wilkins’s  party  had  been 
far  more  successful  in  the  caribou  hunt 
than  the  party  at  Kellett.  There  was 
also  good  sealing  on  the  northwestern 
corner  of  Banks  Island  where  Natkusiak 
had  a camp  on  one  of  the  small  Gore 
Islands.  He  had  accumulated  the  fat  of 
several  dozen  seals  which  we  needed, 
especially  along  with  the  lean  caribou 
meat,  to  make  a suitable  diet  for  men  and 
dogs.  But  Natkusiak  and  all  the  rest  of 
the  North  Star  party  were  Christians,  at 
least  to  the  extent  of  celebrating  Christ- 
mas. So  he  had  left  his  hunting-camp 
to  visit  for  the  holidays  the  North  Star 
twenty  miles  away,  and  during  his 
absence  several  polar  bears  had  a cele- 
bration of  their  own  at  his  Gore  Island 
camp.  When  he  got  back  and  found  his 
stores  of  blubber  depleted,  he  expected 


to  be  able  to  replenish  them  promptly, 
for  seals  had  been  numerous  in  the  fall. 
But  success  in  seal-hunting  in  a place 
like  the  Gore  Islands  depends  upon  the 
direction  of  the  wind  (although  in  many 
other  localities  the  wind  has  nothing  to 
do  with  it).  It  happened  now  that  for 
several  weeks  the  winds  were  north- 
westerly, and  this  is  here  the  worst 
direction.  Accordingly,  we  were  short  of 
fat,  though  we  had  plenty  of  lean  meat. 
The  hope  of  getting  seals  delayed  us 
about  two  weeks  because  we  did  not 
think  the  hunting  conditions  nearly  so 
good  farther  east  along  the  north  coast, 
and  a change  in  wind  might  any  day 
give  us  a dozen  seals  at  the  Gore  Islands. 

Unfortunately,  we  were  forced  eventu- 
ally to  start  with  insufficient  blubber, 
and,  as  we  expected,  we  got  none  on  the 
journey  eastward.  We  had  to  make  up 
for  this  by  killing  an  increased  number  of 
caribou.  There  was  a little  fat  on  them, 
but  not  nearly  enough  for  an  adequate 
diet.  Seeing  that  we  had  the  upper 
hand  of  the  dogs,  we  monopolized  the 
fat  and  they,  in  spite  of  gorging  them- 
selves with  ham  and  shoulder  meat,  lost 
in  flesh  and  became  weaker,  compelling 
us  to  travel  more  slowly  than  would  have 
been  the  case  had  their  diet  been  more 
suitable. 

One  advantage  of  this  slowness  of 
travel  was  that  we  had  more  time  for  the 
exploration  of  the  interior  of  northern 
Banks  Island.  Either  Wilkins  or  myself 
used  to  take  long  walks  inland  while  the 
sleds  traveled  along  the  coast.  This  led 
to  the  discovery  by  Wilkins  of  a large 
outcrop  of  bituminous  coal  in  a deep 
ravine,  and  later  both  he  and  I discov- 
ered many  other  outcrops.  It  seems, 
therefore,  that  the  north  end  of  Banks 
Island  is  one  of  the  many  places  in  the 
Arctic  that  are  richly  supplied  with  coal. 

At  the  Bay  of  God’s  Mercy  in  the 
northeast  of  Banks  Island  we  camped 
for  several  days  near  Sir  Robert  Mc- 
Clure’s winter  quarters  of  1852-54.  As 
the  name  of  the  place  implies,  he  con- 
sidered it  fortunate  that  he  got  his  ship 
into  the  bay  in  1852;  but  she  was  held 
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there  all  too  safe  by  the  ice,  which  for  two 
years  refused  to  let  her  go,  and  eventu- 
ally the  party  abandoned  her  and  walked 
sixty  miles  across  McClure  Strait  to 
Melville  Island,  where  they  knew  of  the 
presence  of  a vessel  of  the  British  navy 
that  could  take  them  home. 

Both  now  and  on  previous  visits  to 
Mercy  Bay  we  examined  carefully  the 
locality  where  the  ship  Investigator  was 
abandoned.  Though  some  of  the  crew 
died  there,  we  found  no  trace  of  graves, 
and  the  chief  thing  that  marks  the  place 
is  an  incredible  number  of  scattered 
barrel-staves  and  a pile  of  six  or  eight 
tons  of  coal.  It  seems  that  when  the 
Eskimos  found  the  depot  left  behind  by 
McClure,  they  were  not  familiar  with 
either  the  food  or  liquids  contained 
in  the  various  casks  and  barrels  or  of 
the  wood  of  the  barrels  themselves,  but 
only  of  the  hoop-iron,  which  they  ac- 
cordingly removed.  The  weather,  with 
possibly  the  assistance  of  some  animals, 
has  destroyed  most  of  the  traces  of  food, 
although  in  two  or  three  places  we  found 
little  yellow  heaps  which  were  so  thor- 
oughly decayed  that  they  may  have 
been  cheese  or  peas  or  flour  or  almost 
anything  else.  The  coal  and  the  wood  to 
some  extent  were  used  by  our  parties  for 
fuel,  although  we  valued  them  less  than 
we  otherwise  might  have  because  we 
knew  of  native  coal  in  the  vicinity,  and 
knew  also  of  various  other  articles  of 
fuel  which,  by  Eskimo  methods  and 
other  sensible  ways  of  our  own  devising, 
we  were  in  the  habit  of.  using,  both  in 
Banks  Island  and  on  the  other  islands. 
In  fact,  the  islands  of  “Second  Land” 
and  “Third  Land,”  which  we  had  not 
as  yet  discovered,  are  the  only  islands 
we  have  seen  in  the  North  where  we  had 
any  difficulty  in  securing  fuel.  I believe 
“Second  Land”  really  has  no  fuel.  But 
on  “Third  Land,”  after  spending  three 
weeks  there  with  nothing  to  burn,  we 
found  a coal-mine  the  day  before  leav- 
ing. But  of  course  “Third  Land”  is  de- 
void of  fuel  only  in  the  sense  that  the 
plants  do  not  seem  suitable  for  burning. 
The  vegetation  is  satisfactory  food  for 


the  caribou,  which  were  fat  enough  to 
supply  us  with  tallow  for  fuel.  There 
always  is  a way. 

In  March  we  crossed  from  Banks 
Island  to  Melville  Island  and  then 
crossed  Melville  Island  near  its  middle. 
In  April  we  traversed  Hecla  and  Griper 
Bay  and  reached  the  land  discovered  in 
1915.  The  month  of  May  was  devoted  to 
the  mapping  of  the  west  coast.  This  was 
difficult  because  of  the  weather,  for  at 
this  season  six  days  out  of  seven  are 
thick  either  with  fog  or  with  falling 
snow.  The  land  in  places  is  so  low  and 
slopes  so  imperceptibly  to  the  sea  ice 
that  even  under  the  best  of  light  condi- 
tions it  is  necessary  to  dig  through  the 
snow  with  a shovel  to  make  sure  whether 
you  are  on  land  or  ice.  In  thick  fog  we 
commonly  cannot  see  beyond  fifty  or 
one  hundred  yards,  and  as,  moreover,  all 
relief  is  lacking,  land  seen  through  the 
fog  cannot  be  told  from  ice  which  in  the 
sunlight  could  easily  be  distinguished. 

At  first,  with  an  ambition  to  do  espe- 
cially accurate  survey  work,  we  used  to 
remain  in  camp  for  days  at  a time  wait- 
ing for  clear  weather.  Later,  I con- 
cluded that  by  this  method  practically 
nothing  would  be  accomplished.  And  so 
we  began  to  travel  and  work,  no  matter 
what  the  weather.  Though  our  maps  of 
this  coast  will  undoubtedly  prove  to  be 
bad,  we  have  the  consolation  of  knowing 
that  most  of  the  explorers  who  have 
worked  in  the  Parry  Archipelago  have 
for  the  same  reason  made  equally  poor 
maps. 

At  this  time  our  method  of  living  on 
the  country  had  one  of  its  severest  tests. 
It  had  for  years  been  my  custom  to  do 
practically  all  the  hunting  in  those 
parties  where  I myself  was  present.  But 
now'  one  day  as  I wras  running  along 
beside  the  sled  I stepped  into  a low  place 
and  sprained  my  ankle.  I foolishly 
failed  to  realize  at  first  the  seriousness  of 
the  situation  and  ran  for  about  two 
miles  after  the  injury  was  received.  It 
is  probable  that  the  sprain  was  not 
originally  serious,  but  this  made  it  so, 
and  for  twenty-seven  days  after  that  I 
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did  no  walking.  At  first  we  remained  in 
camp,  but  evidently  that  would  not  do. 
The  dogs  were  well  fed  and  in  high  spirits 
and,  although  the  load  was  already 
fairly  heavy,  we  resumed  travel,  I riding 
on  top  of  the  load.  On  this  journey  we 
had  a support  party  with  us,  but  they 
were  ready  to  return  at  the  time  I suf- 
fered the  sprain.  I kept  some  of  them 
with  me  a little  longer  than  I should 
otherwise  have  done,  but  eventually  all 
went  back  except  two — Karsten  Ander- 
sen, a Dane,  and  Harold  Noice,  a young 
high-school  boy  from  Seattle.  I found 
these  two  boys  about  the  best  traveling 
companions  I ever  had.  This  was  largely 
because  they  were  still  willing  to  learn. 
The  tricks  of  the  exploring  trade  are  few 
and  simple  and  easily  acquired  by  any 
one  who  tries.  They  had  learned  a good 
deal  during  the  winter,  but  they  still  had 
something  to  learn  as  we  journeyed  along 
and  learned  it  very  quickly. 

In  shooting  the  chief  factor  is  eye- 
sight, and  Andersen’s  eyes  were  excep- 
tionally good.  He  killed  the  first  seal  he 
went  after  and  practically  every  seal 
that  he  tried  later.  His  doing  this  would 
be  difficult  to  reconcile  with  the  common 
theory  that  the  ability  to  hunt  seals  is  a 
sort  of  instinct  with  the  Eskimo  which 
white  men  lack.  But  as  this  theory  does 
not  happen  to  coincide  with  facts  as  I 
have  seen  them,  I do  not  bother  about 
any  reconciliation. 

My  riding  on  the  sled  cut  down  our 
speed  considerably  and  we  averaged  less 
than  ten  miles  a day.  When  we  finally 
came  to  the  north  coast  of  “ First  Land  ” 
my  ankle  was  nearly  well  and  so  we 
struck  off  to  the  north.  The  season  was 
too  late  for  us  to  go  out  on  the  moving  ice, 
the  edge  of  which  we  found  afew  miles  off- 
shore bearing  northeasterly.  We  there- 
fore kept  on  the  land-fast  ice  and  fol- 
lowed the  edge  of  the  land  floe  till  it 
brought  us  to  Cape  Isachsen  on  the 
northwest  corner  of  Ellef  Ringnes  Island. 
On  the  way  we  made  no  discovery  of 
new  land.  We  had,  however,  run  a line 
of  soundings  (which  geographers  value 
as  much  as  the  survey  of  a coast-line). 


and  at  Cape  Isachsen  we  took  tidal  oh^ 
servations  every  ten  minutes  for  thirty 
hours.  We  took  these  with  special  refer- 
ence to  the  theory  of  Dr.  R.  A.  Harris,  of 
the  United  States  Coast  and  Geodetic 
Survey.  He  had  published  an  argument 
for  the  existence  of  an  undiscovered  land 
to  the  northwest.  In  his  argument  he 
placed  his  main  reliance  on  tidal  obser- 
vations, and  as  we  were  now  not  far  from 
his  hypothetical  land,  our  observations 
here  ought  to  be  of  value  in  proving  or 
disproving  his  argument.  The  conclu- 
sions from  such  observations  cannot, 
however,  be  instantly  drawn;  for  not 
only  must  the  observations  themselves 
be  calculated,  but  they  must  be  com- 
pared with  tidal  data  from  all  other  por- 
tions of  the  Polar  Sea  before  results  of 
value  can  be  announced.  This  is  a work 
which  has  not  as  yet  been  done  in  the 
case  either  of  our  Cape  Isachsen  obser- 
vations or  similar  ones  which  we  took  in 
half  a dozen  other  places.  And  so  we  do 
not  know  as  yet  what  light,  if  any,  they 
may  shed  on  Doctor  Harris’s  theory. 

From  Cape  Isachsen  we  again  pro- 
ceeded northeasterly.  It  was  now  June 
and  I was  able  to  walk,  although  only 
with  care.  On  the  first  day  of  my  walk- 
ing it  happened  that  we  were  a little 
short  of  food,  so  the  time  seemed  to  have 
come  for  me  to  lend  a helping  hand  in 
the  providing.  After  traveling  all  night 
we  camped  in  the  morning,  and  while 
the  others  were  making  camp  I walked 
off  about  half  a mile  to  the  top  of  an 
ice  hummock  of  about  fifty-foot  eleva- 
tion. With  my  field-glasses  I saw  a seal 
a mile  or  so  to  the  westward.  . 

At  this  season  of  the  year,  because  of 
the  glare  of  the  sun,  it  is  necessary  to 
wear  some  protection  for  the  eyes.  The 
best  are  amber-colored  glasses.  This  we 
knew  when  we  outfitted  the  expedition, 
but  the  loss  of  the  Karluk  had  made  us 
short  of  these  as  of  almost  every  other 
kind  of  equipment,  and  my  party  had 
only  two  pairs.  As  I had  been  riding  on 
the  sled,  the  other  men  who  needed  them 
most  were  using  the  good  glasses  and  I 
was  using  an  Eskimo  pair  of  eye-pro- 
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teetars.  These  consist  essentially  <*f  a they  were  going  tc*  land  on  something 
block  of  wood  With  narrow  slits  to  Jwdc  hard  (either  a ledge  or  the  bottom  of  the 
through.  I like  the  Eskimo  amugcmeni  cfev asse),  but  I had  two  possibilities, 
in  every  way  except  that  io  walkuig  ymj  My  crevasse  was  evidently  the  result  of 
cannot  see  where  you  are  stepping,  for  the  ice  cracking  under  stress.  This 
the  restricted  Sold  of  view  prevents  that  would  probably  have  occurred  itt  a gale, 
unless  you  look  directly  down  at  your  tuid  we  had  had  one  about  two  days  he- 
roes. This  was  the  cause  of  out*  of  the  fore.  There  had  been,  of  course,  other 
few  ad  ventures  ©f  our  .expedition.  gales  previously.  Now  ;if  this  crevasse 

I had  just  pirt  my  field-glasses  in  their  was  a week  old  f should  fall  on  hard, 
proper  .place  md  was  start  ing  to  walk  or  possibly  glare,  U-e.  If  it  were  two  days 
down  the  ice  hummock  when  all  of  a old  f ought  fall  into  water,  for  this  was 
sudden  t began  falling.  Like  even;  one  springtime,  when  freezing  is  slow.  I had 
else,  l have  heard  of  sinners  and  others  my  rifle  Strapped  on  nay  back,  my  field- 
tv viewing  a whole  lifetime  while  they  arc  glasses  under  my  arras  a pouch  of  aminu- 
falling  to  their  deaths  front  a.  precipice,  nition  also  tied  to  me,  and  several  other 
Curiously  • enough,  this  saying  about  things  which,  when  added  to  my  mo-, 
jaaners  was  the  ineptum,  would  make  me  go  down  rap- 

to  me  as  I fell . The  nest  thing  to  occur  idly  should  1 strike  water, 
to  me  was  that  evidently I was  falling  1 have  the  word  for  it  of  my  diary, 
into  a crevasse,  and  t hat  if  did  not  seem  which  I wrote  up  a few  hours  Inter,  that 
right  that  an  Arctic  explorer  should  fail  all  these  things  and  others  still  passed 
into  a crevasse.  That  is  the  special  .pre-  through  my  mind  while  I was  falling.  I 
rogative  of  Antarctic  travelers  and  htive,  therefore,  the  pleasure  of  verifying 
mountain-climbers.  But  here  I was  fall-  at  least  uttfe.  popular  old  belief,  although 
ing  exactly  as  if  J were  a SliHcklcton  or  a I have  often  been  distressed  at  ray  in- 
Mawson.  The  next  thing  I thought  of  ability-  to  verify  other  better-attested 
was  that  my  fall  was  not  exactly  like  one  opes;  .'  Later  observations  showed  that 
of  theirs,  because  they  were  sure  that  all  this  cogitating  vrm  done  while  I was- 
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I landed  on  glare*  hxv  0^  Striking  bot- 
tom I remained  uibtidble&i  lor  sonic  time 
for  fear  I aught  break  ibrough  the  kc 
on  which  X hat!  landed,  which  was  not 
very  thick. 

F think  ft  was  thirty  seconds  or  so 
;4af’  if  my  impact  after 

tli(*  fftH  lard  not 
broke*?  the  icfriV; 

them,  doubtless  • 'pS*  ; .’• £'  •'  ■''■ 

I coiild  move 

wi  ttiout . danger  •'  -■>:.•••:;  '&&.  ?Fv>\  •'•• 

of  breaking  it 
now.  I made 
the  first  move- 
in  e » t yy  r y 
s 1 o w l y a ud 
carefully,  ; fors 
noticing  fjhtf 
both  my  'S4i.ov.~-' 
s h be  § Y were 
broken*  I as- 
sutnevl  tb?ti 
some  xtf  ieost  of 
my  bones  Ribst 
be  brbfesiij.  too. 

But  . this  did 
not  prove  fit  hie 
thy;  .caaei  and 
*fter  getting  on 
{ill  - fours  and 
disengaging  the 
broken  snow- 
shoes  f rbm  my 
feet,  1 Stood  up 
to  find  that; 
while  ( was  sure 
in  several 
places,  HUthilig 
scented  to  be 
broken  litid  my 
sprained  ankle 
ftad.  not.  sidfmid  particularly; 

I*ooking  up,  T coiild  see.  the  hole 
through  which  I had  dropped.  The 
crevasse  was  about  four  feet  wide,  and 
had  been  eotBplelely  robk*d  byep  With 
inpvv.  It  hbi>eless  Ip  elutib  up;  but 
I remembered  that disc  bHmmoefc  which 
I had  climbed  was  oynlv  and  therefore  jt 
was  obvious  that  a short  walk  tdong  die 


$%>wi 


I walked  be- 
hind  slowly  and 
Carefully,  re- 
me  in  beri  ng 
that  if  was  pos- 
sible to  sprain 
my  weak  ankle 
again,  and  half- 
way home  1 
made  a ruiss  top 
and  so,  after 
ha ving  escaped 
unhurt  from 
tuy  spectacular 
fall  and' 

adveiitmcs,  I suffered  a serious  injury 
t hrohgh  the.  most  prosaic  of  stiitubles. 
Fora  week  after  that.  1 had  to  ride  on 
the  sled. 

The  evening  of  dune  L£th  Karsteil 
Andersen  reported  - that  lie  thought  he 
could  see  land  In  the  northeast  Thg«xm- 
dbioUs  of  visibifity  were  rapidly  chang- 
ing, and  a little  earlier  I liad  thought 
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fudged  or  rough  #£$  ic# 


' * K \ T %•  * ? ~ •’  < •> 

si.stanee.  An  he 

. 

dragged  the 
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I saw  land,  but  later  concluded  that  it 
was  a tog-bapk,  Between  us,  Koicv  and 
l convinced  Andersen  that  it  was  only 
fog  he  had  seen.  But  the  next  morning 
after  a few  miles  of  travel  the  land  was 
plain  in  front  of  ns.  It  was  only  about 
ten  miles  to  the  northeast,  and  the  cliffs 
of  EHef  ftingnes  Isiaud,  which  we  had 
left  a.  few  days  Ijpfore,  were  still  visible 
to  the  south.  Captain  I.saohsen  could 
therefore  have  discovered  our  island 
years  before  us  had  his  weather  condi- 
tions been  forturifde  arid  liud  he  dind/ed 
to  the  top  of  one  'Otyfan  ffe?: 

wns  exploring  Queei v liuut&c*  Third 

Wit  hunt  detiyirig  that  the  diseoVefy 
of  this  my  ‘‘SrsxUjd  SvUnd,'”  eddla.- 
I kUpw  tlsat  it  nw'ant  a 
good  deal  more  to  dtlu-r  of  my  com- 
panions, to  whpftt  it  wts  llteit'  "First 
Land.”  They  half  ai>ohjgixed  few  their 
exdteraeuf  by  sa yitig  that  putting .£ new 
land  oh  t he  'map  did tad  happen ; to  theua 
every  day. 

When  we  got  to  *' Second  LniuT*  the 
snti  was  shilling  brightlyr*  s»>  after  e$mp- 
mg  1 stayed  at  home  to  get  obsyrvatfeiii? 
for  latitude  apd  longit ode  while  the  bbjw 
Went,  ashore.  Andersen  followed  the 


coast-line  for  some  distance  ami  picked 
tip  a handful  of  most  marvelously  col- 
ored pebbles  which,  in  spite  of  the  rule 
of  the  expedition  that  all  specimens 
found  helong  to  the  government;,  I al- 
lowed him  to  Jwvp  and  carry  hotiH?  to 
his  friends,  who  are  doubtless  now  using 
some  of  them  as  jewelry. 

Non-e.  went  seven  or  eight  miles  in- 
land, but  as  he  found  the  topography 
imdiversith'd  and  m ii  farther  walk  prom- 
ised him  no  conspicuous  view.  yuvy. 
there  were  no  hills  anywhere  near,  he 
came  home  sooner  than  lie  hadoxpected 
with  the  report  that  the  land  Was  rt*. 
Uiarkably  uniform,  although  it  rose 
gradually  toward  the  interior. 

My  ohservHtio'K  showed  the  south* 
west  Corner  of  ’’Siwotfd  Laud*  to  be 
west  longitude,  70.84°  mirth 

latitude 

The.  work  of  the  next  two  or  three. 
:We*4ts  showed  that this  ;*?■■■»;.  roughly 
triangular  island  ubbut  thirty-five  or 
forty  oiik>s  in  ity  greafesi  djauietef,  aruj 
we  judged  it  to  be  about  eight  hundred 
feet  high,  it  is  thydrdy  IgUyi  rtvaye  sey/i 
in  the  North  which  in  its  entirety  ap- 
pears to  deserve  the  name  of  barren. 
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to  go  ten  or  fifteen  miles  from  shore  to 
get  to  the  edge  of  the  moving  pack  where 
seals  are  to  be  expected.  But  we  wanted 
to  follow  the  land  to  map  the  coast-line, 
and  so,  as  I walked  along,  taking  compass 
bearings  from  point  to  point,  and  mak- 
ing notes  in  my  pocket  memorandum- 
bdok,  I also  kept  an  eye  for  the  nests  of 
the  Hutchins  goose  and  was  able  to  pick 
up  twenty  or  thirty  eggs  between  camps. 
These  alone  would  not  have  been  enough 
for  both  men  and  dogs,  but  we  had  some 
seal  blubber  with  us,  which  for  a few 
days  served  as  an  emergency  ration  for 
the  dogs,  and  the  eggs  were  enough  for 
us.  This  is  the  only  time  on  the  last  ex- 
pedition that  we  robbed  birds’  nests. 
We  don’t  make  a special  virtue  of  this, 
for,  contrary  to  what  the  theorist  would 
expect,  none  of  us  was  hungry  for  a 
change  of  food.  Perhaps  the  robbing  of 
nests  is  no  more  cruel  than  the  killing  of 
caribou,  but  to  the  caribou-killing  we 
were  hardened  enough  so  that  we  always 
felt  a reluctance  to  robbing  nests  when 
a caribou  or  seal  was  to  be  had.  On 
“Second  Land”  we  should  have  had  to 
kill  some  of  the  geese  as  well  had  our 
stay  on  the  island  been  longer,  and  as  a 
matter  of  fact  we  did  kill  one.  This  was, 
however,  to  get  the  skin  for  a sure  identi- 
fication of  the  egg  specimens  which  we 
gathered  and  took  home  to  show  this 
northern  habitat  of  the  Hutchins  goose. 

The  discovery  of  “Second  Land” 
brings  up  certain  interesting  literary  and 
scientific  considerations.  I have  often 
wondered  how  a magazine  article  should 
be  written  and  often  wished  I knew  how 
to  make  a book.  I read  some  popular 
narratives  with  an  idea  of  finding  out 
how  it  is  done,  and  have  avoided  others 
for  fear  reading  them  might  make  mine 
seem  to  lack  originality  through  uncon- 
scious copying.  I have  been  told  that 
Peary’s  style  is  too  bald.  I have  heard 
from  the  readers  of  books  many  expres- 
sions of  delight  over  the  antics  of  pup- 
pies and  dogs  and  the  practical  jokes  of 
sailors  which  are  an  outstanding  feature 
of  the  narratives  of  the  great  northern 
explorers  Nansen,  Sverdrup,  and 
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Amundsen.  An  appreciation  of  canine 
and  sailor  humor  seems  a family  trait 
with  these  writers.  It  is  a good  thing  to 
be  able  to  enliven  one’s  narratives  in  this 
fashion,  no  doubt,  but  what  I have 
always  wanted  is  a convincing  style. 
People  have  told  me  that  the  things  I 
write  about  seem  so  simple  and  easy 
that  one  not  only  loses  interest,  but  gets 
a feeling  of  unreality.  Commonly  these 
people  have  also  mentioned  the  fact  that 
in  spite  of  how  thoroughly  discredited 
Doctor  Cook  is,  they  personally  have 
been  convinced  by  his  realistic  style.  A 
man  could  not  tell  things  with  such 
fidelity  of  detail  if  they  had  not  really 
happened.  There,  evidently,  was  the 
model  of  the  convincing  style  I wanted 
but  did  not  have,  and  there,  accordingly, 
was  a book  I must  read.  But,  somehow, 

I had  never  read  it  until  one  day  in 
Seattle,  more  than  two  years  after  the 
discovery  of  “Second  Land,”  I happened 
to  see  in  a book-store  a book  that  cost 
only  a dollar  and  wras  labeled  My  Attain- 
ment of  the  Pole,  by  Dr.  F.  A.  Cook. 

Had  I not  been  prejudiced  by  ten 
years  of  Arctic  experience,  I should,  no 
doubt,  have  found  the  book  as  convinc- 
ing as  it  was  interesting.  It  goes  into 
minute  details  of  events  and  of  psycho- 
analysis. It  tells  with  utmost  verisimili- 
tude how  meals  were  cooked,  how  camps 
were  pitched,  how  astronomical  obser- 
vations were  taken  with  frost-bitten 
fingers,  and  is  vague  only  in  such  un- 
interesting details  as  the  latitude  and 
longitude  that  resulted  from  the  compu- 
tations. The  journey  northward  from 
Cape  Thomas  Hubbard  toward  the  Pole 
was  undertaken  with  high  courage.  The 
prize  that  had  eluded  so  many  coura- 
geous and  determined  men  lay  there,  far 
away  beyond  the  icy  horizon.  Others 
had  followed  the  gleam  to  failure  always, 
and  to  tragic  death  in  some  cases  And 
now  the  question  was,  “Would  this  be- 
come another  failure,  another  tragedy, 
or  the  final  triumph  of  the  ages?”  The 
literary  suspense  created  is  so  successful 
that  one  almost  forgets  having  read  in 
the  preface  that  the  Pole  is  actually  at- 
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wind  or  tide.  As  the  wind  blew  easterly, 
it  was  only  reasonable  that  he  would 
drift  west — a condition  which  actually 
increased  his  weariness. 

There  was  nothing  to  do  except  to 
travel  south  by  compass.  But  south  by 
compass  is  of  course  an  uncertain  direc- 
tion when  the  heavenly  bodies  cannot  be 
seen  and  when  no  check  on  the  compass 
can  be  maintained  by  astronomical  ob- 
servations. The  situation  was  getting 
desperate  indeed  when  one  day  the  sun 
of  a sudden  came  out  bright  and  clear. 
This  was  the  long-hoped-for  opportunity, 
and  we  have  as  convincing  a description 
as  usual  as  to  exactly  how  the  astronom- 
ical observation  was  taken;  but,  curi- 
ously (and,  as  it  were,  unfortunately), 
we  have  in  this  case  not  only  an  exact 
statement  of  the  method  used  in  taking 
the  observation,  but  an  actual  state- 
ment of  the  result.  The  latitude  ob- 
served showed  that  the  party  were  at 
79°  34'  north  and  101°  22'  west.  When 
this  was  plotted  on  the  chart  it  showed 
that  they  were  a little  west  of  Axel 
Heiberg  and  a little  north  of  Ellef  and 
Amun  Ringnes  Islands.  And,  true 
enough,  when  the  weather  cleared  a lit- 
tle more,  they  could  see  to  the  east  the 
beautiful  Axel  Heiberg  and  to  the  south 
the  lower  and  less  picturesque  Ringnes 
Islands,  with  the  gap  between  which  they 
knew  must  be  Hassel  Sound.  The  ice  all 
about  was  in  rapid  motion.  Not  only 
had  they  been  carried  west,  as  they 
feared,  by  the  persistently  easterly  winds; 
they  were  now  far  west  of  their  intended 
course,  but  also  they  were  in  immediate 
difficulty  on  account  of  the  rapid  ice 
movement  and  the  water  lanes  between 
the  ice  cracks.  As  every  one  knows, 
water  lanes  are  the  most  serious  obsta- 
cles that  the  polar  traveler  has  to  meet. 
Accordingly  it  was  these  which  pre- 
vented Cook’s  party  from  making  a 
landing,  as  it  desired,  to  the  east  in  Hei- 
berg Island  and  forced  it  to  proceed 
south  and  enter  Hassel  Sound,  where  it 
was  at  last  on  firm  ice. 

What  makes  this  narrative  remark- 
able is  the  fact  that,  contrary  to 


Doctor  Cook’s  observation,-  we  found 
that  the  spot  of  latitude  and  longitude 
given  by  him  didnot  show  any  moving  sea 
ice  nor  any  sea  ice  at  all,  and  is  instead 
near  the  center  of  the  island  which  we 
have  named  “Second  Land”  and  seven 
hundred  or  eight  hundred  feet  above 
sea-level.  We  have  in  this  fact,  which  I 
trust  will  still  remain  a fact  when  the 
next  explorer  goes  there,  either  a proof 
that  obviously  truthful  narratives  are 
not  necessarily  true;  or  else  we  have 
here  the  most  remarkable  instance  on 
record  of  that  well-known  (although  in 
non-volcanic  regions  seldom  rapid) 
geographical  phenomenon  of  land  rising 
from  the  sea. 

The  story  of  the  island  which  Doctor 
Cook  did  not  see,  although  his  plotted 
route  as  published  in  his  book  lies  right 
across  it,  would  not  be  worth  telling  if 
people’s  knowledge  of  the  Peary-Cook 
controversy  were  proportionate  to  their 
interest  in  it.  Those  of  us  who  have 
taken  the  trouble  to  sift  the  facts  from 
the  chaff  of  assertions  based  merely  on 
sentimental  bias  know  that  the  evidence 
is  satisfactory  both  that  Peary  reached 
the  Pole  and  that  Cook  never  tried  to. 
There  is  nothing  less  admirable  than 
kicking  a man  when  he  is  down,  but, 
thanks  to  his  “convincing  style,”  Cook 
is  not  yet  down  and,  as  a consequence, 
Peary  is  not  yet  up  in  the  minds  of  a 
good  many  people  who  talk  loudly  on 
the  subject.  So  this  case  is  worth  citing. 
There  has  been  a good  deal  of  cumula- 
tive evidence  before.  No  single  fact  has 
been  conclusive,  but  in  the  aggregate 
they  have  given  a clear  verdict.  But 
here  at  last  we  have  an  incontrovertible 
proof.  Cook  shows  us  how  he  came 
nearly  straight  from  the  north  into  the 
mouth  of  Hassel  Sound.  And  our 
“Second  Land”  lies  right  north  of  the 
mouth  of  that  sound.  Therefore  even 
had  Cook  not  cited  the  astronomical 
observation  which  places  him  near  the 
middle  of  our  island  when  he  says  he  was 
on  moving  ice  with  open  water  all  around 
him,  he  would  have  been  equally  con- 
victed by  the  description  in  which  he 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Google 


MAKING  SNUG  FOR  THE  NIGHT 


says  that  lie  could  see  Heiberg  Island 
to  the  east  of  him  and  the  Ringnes 
Islands  to  the  south,  with  the  gap  be- 
tween them  which  was  Hassel  Sound. 
Had  he  l>een  in  any  such  position,  he 
must  have  been  either  on  “Second 
Land”  or  must  have  been  just  south  of 
it  after  crossing  it,  since  he  came  from 
the  north. 

After  leaving  “Second  Land”  we 
passed  through  Hassel  Sound.  To  the 
south  we  found  the  great  island  of  King 
Christian  Land  to  be  non-existent  in  any 
such  form  as  that  given  on  the  British 
Admiralty  charts,  where  it  shows  a great- 
est diameter  of  eighty  or  ninety  miles. 
The  error  arose  when  English  explorers 
of  Bathurst  Island  sighted  to  the  north 
two  islands  of  unknown  extent  which 
they  named  Paterson  and  Findlay  Isl- 
ands. This  was  in  the  \>0\s  of  the  last 
century,  and  in  the  first  decade  of  our 
century  Captain  Isachsen,  in  his  ex- 
ploration of  the  Ringnes  Islands,  looking 
southwest  ward,  saw  land  which  he 
named  King  Christian  Island.  The 
geographers  did  the  rest.  They  assumed 
that,  although  these  lands  were  sixty  or 
seventy  miles  apart,  as  located  by  the 


discoverers,  they  were  merely  the  north 
and  south  sides  of  the  same  island.  This 
proved  not  to  he  the  case. 

King  Christian  island  is,  as  a matter 
of  fact,  about  twelve  miles  in  diameter, 
Paterson  about  three  miles,  and  Findlay 
nine  or  ten  miles.  There  is  an  expanse 
of  sea  between  Findlay  and  King  Chris- 
tian Islands  of  an  approximate  width  of 
sixty  miles  and  a greatest  depth  of  one 
hundred  and  seventy-two  fathoms. 

To  the  northwest  of  Findlay  Island 
w'e  discovered  our  “Third  Land.”  This 
is  an  island  about  twelve  miles  wide  and 
fifty  miles  in  length.  It  was  August  by 
the  time  we  came  there  and  we  had  for 
some  weeks  been  wading  in  deep  water 
on  top  of  the  ice,  as  the  summer  thaws 
were  well  advanced.  This  was  most  un- 
favorable traveling,  so  we  spent  the  re- 
mainder of  the  summer  (twenty-seven 
days)  on  the  south  end  of  “Third  Land.” 
Here  for  once  we  found  no  fuel  and  had 
to  restrict  ourselves  to  one  meal  a day 
in  cooking,  for  we  had  to  burn  the  back 
fat  of  caribou,  and  we  did  not  care  to 
kill  enough  to  supply  ourselves  with 
plenty  of  fuel,  as  that  would  have  meant 
a great  waste  of  meat  and  skins. 


GALLIPEAU 


BY  EDNA  TUCKER  MUTH 


THE  week  following  Gallipeau’s  sen- 
tence the  prison  hummed  with 
rumors  of  his  rebellion.  Up  and  down 
the  white-washed  tiers  of  the  old  cell- 
blocks,  in  the  dusty  aisles  of  the  shops, 
over  the  dining-room  tables,  men  passed 
the  word  that  the  warden  had  for  once 
laid  aside  his  rigid  ideals  of  reform  and 
ordered  recourse  to  old  and  drastic  meth- 
ods of  discipline. 

That  which  the  men  guessed  in  whis- 
pers and  furtive  glances  toward  the  new 
wing  the  officers  verified  among  them- 
selves in  troubled  undertones,  with 
unanimous  approval  of  the  warden’s 
orders. 

“A  brute!”  the  old  chaplain  was  say- 
ing, as  he  turned  his  chair  and  sat 
heavily  before  his  desk.  “A  great,  hulk- 
ing, animal  murderer,  bom  of  depravity 
and  bred  in  it!”  He  fingered  the  pro- 
gram for  the  Friday-night  concert,  and 
thought  of  the  mutineer.  Glancing 
down  the  list  of  entertainers,  he  suddenly 
looked  up  and  beckoned  across  the 
guard-room  to  Girard,  the  superin- 
tendent of  mail,  who  was  sorting  a huge 
pile  of  yellow  envelopes  and,  in  turn, 
thinking  of  Gallipeau. 

“ I notice  we’ve  put  Blackinshield 
down  for  a solo  after  the  address,”  the 
chaplain  began,  letting  his  eye-glasses 
fall  to  the  length  of  a slender  cord,  and 
looking  up  at  the  slight,  red-bearded 
man  who  paused  beside  the  threshold, 
his  mild  gray  eyes  upon  the  program. 

“And  after  the  third  paper,”  Girard 
supplemented. 

“Blackinshield  has  been  in  the  hos- 
pital since  Monday,”  the  chaplain  con- 
tinued. Suddenly  he  pushed  all  the 
papers  from  before  him,  and,  leaving  a 
space  for  his  hand,  brought  it  down  upon 
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the  table  clenched.  “I  do  not  believe 
in  capital  punishment,  Girard,”  he  ex- 
ploded. “But  Gallipeau — for  life!” 

Before  Girard  could  reply  a heavy 
lock  gave  to  the  hand  of  the  gate-keeper, 
.and  with  its  jangle  the  front  gate  ad- 
mitted the  deputy  warden,  who  crossed 
the  guard-room,  nodded  to  the  officers  in 
conference,  and  closed  the  door  of  the 
office  carefully. 

“Well,  she’s  here,”  he  said,  succinctly. 
“I  expected  her.” 

The  chaplain  looked  up  in  puzzled 
silence,  ruminating.  Girard  made  a 
move  to  leave  the  office,  but  the  deputy 
detained  him.  A surge  of  color  swept  in 
above  the  chaplain’s  white  beard.  He 
suddenly  sat  very  straight,  dropped  his 
quivering  eye-glasses,  and  smoothed  his 
vest  in  irascible  enlightenment. 

“And  can  you  do  nothing  to  put  a 
stop  to  these — these  insufferable  or- 
deals?” he  asked,  huskily. 

The  deputy  shrugged  his  wide  shoul- 
ders; his  steel-gray  eyes  under  their 
bushy  brows  met  the  chaplain’s  with 
sympathy. 

“Not  while  she  has  the  support  of  the 
Governors,  old  and  young.  You  know 
she  is  cousin  to  the  old  one,  and  Todd’s 
aunt.  She  is  related  to  half  the  Senate, 
and  has  friends  on  the  prison  board.  She 
is  allowed  to  visit  all  the  hospitals  and 
prisons  of  Europe.  No,  no;  we  can 
hardly  refuse  her  admittance  to  the 
penal  institutions  of  her  own  state.  But 
this  is  the  first  time  she  has  troubled 
us  in  three  years — since  you  came,”  he 
added  in  Girard’s  direction. 

“Who  is  it  now?”  demanded  the  chap- 
lain. 

“Gallipeau,”  answered  the  deputy. 

The  one  word,  dropped  into  the  early- 
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morning  aurterity  of  the  prison,  seemed 
to  give  a great  throb,  as  if  it  had  the 
properties  of  something  highly  explosive. 
Girard  stilened  in  tense  silence,  as 
though  he  had  prescience  of  a second 
report.  The  chaplain’s  flushed  face 
caughs  a distinct  purple  tint  from  the 
east  light  of  the  open  window. 

“Gallipeau!”  he  shouted,  bringing  his 
hand  down  upon  the  cleared  table. 
“That  great  hulking  brute  of  a mur- 
derer! That  impossible  brute  of  a 
French  - Canadian!”  Speech  suddenly 
failed  him.  He  found  a new  place  for  his 
paper-weight,  and  there  was  an  echp 
that  repaid  his  pains. 

“But  the  prison  discipline — the  war- 
den’s consent?” 

“She  has  a pass  from  the  Governor.” 

“ But  Gallipeau  himself — in  his  frame 
of  mind?” 

“He  has  been  more  docile  since  last 
night,”  the  deputy  replied,  flushing.  He 
had  been  present — last  night.  “Will 
you  take  her  in,  as  usual?”  he  asked. 

“In  the  interests  of  humanity  I would 
do  anything — anything,”  answered  the 
chaplain,  “but  this  is  all  so  pitiably 
hopeless.  How  did  she — What  reason 
is  there  for  her  visit?” 

“ She  followed  the  trial  just  at  the  last. 
You  know  there  were  some  indefinite 
things  about  the  man’s  childhood.  I 
knew  if  she  stumbled  on  them  she  would 
come.  I deplore  these  visits  as  you  do, 
but — she’s  here.” 

“Will  you  go  in  with  us?”  the  chap- 
lain asked  Girard.  “It  would  not  do 
to  allow  her  a scant  guard — as  it  is. 
This  is  the  worst!”  he  groaned,  settling 
his  desk  more  peaceably  and  preparing 
to  go  down  to  the  Front  House  for  the 
penitentiary’s  unwelcome  guest. 

Girard  gave  necessary  directions  to 
his  convict  clerk,  and,  again  crossing  the 
guard-room,  faced  about  and  waited  by 
the  second  gate  in  the  gray  light  which 
came  in  from  the  two  converging  wings 
and  mingled  with  the  sun’s  attenuated 
reflection. 

As  the  gate-keeper  swung  the  gate 
which  had  not  yet  abandoned  its  re- 


sponsibility of  the  night,  the  chaplain 
stepped  back  and  the  guest  entered  first. 
As  she  advanced  toward  him,  Girard 
could  see,  even  in  the  dim  light,  that  she 
was  a very  beautiful  woman.  Even  with 
the  evidence  of  years  upon  her  hair  and 
delicately  rounded  face,  about  her  eyes 
which  were  deepened  by  the  violets 
ding'ng  to  the  folds  of  her  Parisian  hat, 
and  in  her  step  which  fell  evenly  upon 
the  stones,  he  could  yet  divine  the  pass- 
ing of  a faultless  spring. 

He  had  scarcely  time  to  perceive  this, 
and  to  observe  that  she  was  very  small 
and  so  fragile  that  she  seemed  to  shrink 
from  the  harsh  closing  of  the  gate, 
when  he  heard  the  chaplain  speak  his 
name. 

“Mrs.  Braithewaite-Weir,  Mr.  Girard. 
Girard  is  our  superintendent  of  mail. 
He  came  in  with  the  new  warden — and 
reform.  All  right.  Carter,”  he  nodded  to 
the  gate-keeper,  and  they  filed  down  the 
narrow  stairs,  past  the  hall-master’s 
office,  in  through  the  west  wing  and 
toward  the  isolated  group  of  cells  in  one 
of  which  Gallipeau  was  confined. 

The  deputy  warden  and  the  chaplain 
preceded  Mrs.  B rai th waite- Weir  and 
Girard.  Now  and  then  the  two  following 
spoke  to  each  other  as  they  clicked  over 
the  stone  flagging.  Passing  the  show- 
table  of  hand-made  salable  articles — 
gaudy  trophies  of  resourceful  solitude, 
ticketed  and  displayed  in  a niche  of  the 
corridor  under  the  eye  of  the  guard-room 
— -they  passed  an  old  man  bending  to  a 
primitive  weaving-frame.  He  looked  up, 
smiled,  and  bowed  to  Girard.  A second 
man,  a negro,  scrubbing  the  corridor,  did 
not  raise  his  eyes  to  the  procession.  The 
old  man  spoke  softly  after  them. 

“The  heavyweight,  Joe,”  he  reminded. 

Girard  looked  back.  The  negro  raised 
his  oily  face,  one  hand  in  the  pail,  one 
upon  the  brush  in  a swirl  of  suds.  He 
bowed  and  smiled. 

Mrs.  Braithewaite-Weir  looked  ques* 
tioningly  up  at  her  companion. 

“Their  name  for  me,”  he  said,  in 
simple  explanation.  “Never  spoken  in 
impudence — almost,  I am  pleased  to 
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believe,  in  affection.  They  know  that  I 
know  and  am  not  displeased.  I realize 
that  I am  not — muscular.” 

Before  they  reached  their  destination, 
the  deputy,  in  a last  effort  at  evasion 
of  the  interview,  turned  and  waited  for 
them  to  come  up  with  him. 

.“I  must  warn  you,  Mrs.  Weir,”  he 
said,  bluntly,  “that  this  man  is  quite — 
impossible.  He  has  committed  a crime 
brutally  significant  of  his  type.  May 
we  take  you  back  without  seeing  him?” 

The  woman  put  one  hand  upon  the 
other  before  her.  Girard  could  see  that 
they  trembled,  but  her  voice  was  entirely 
calm.  She  looked  apologetically  from 
the  speaker  to  the  chaplain. 

“I  am  sorry,”  she  said,  simply.  “I 
am  always  sorry,  but  I was  obliged  to 
come.  I would  have  sailed  before,  dur- 
ing the  trial,  if  I had  known.  There 
were  things  I should  have  heard  at  that 
time.  I am  always  sorry  to  inconven- 
ience others,  but  there  is  a chance — ” 

A guard  joined  them  and  went  before 
into  Gallipeau’s  cell. 

The  light  from  the  corridors  struck  so 
high  upon  the  newly  white  walls  that 
at  first  view  nothing  but  outlines  could 
be  drawn  from  the  occupied  floor  spaces. 
At  length  there  appeared  an  angrily 
stirred  cot,  long  released  from  its  buttons 
on  the  wall,  and  upon  the  cot,  his  face  in 
his  hands,  his  great  bulk  hunkhed  to 
squat  proportions,  sat  Gallipeau. 

Save  for  one  dark  and  hasty  glance, 
which  revealed  to  him  the  woman  and 
the  officers,  he  did  not  been  aware  of 
their  intrusion,  but  continued  to  stare 
into  his  thick  fingers  and  push  at  the 
floor  with  his  thick  foot. 

The  guard  placed  a folding-stool  for 
Mrs.  Braithewaite-Weir,  and  the  chap- 
lain and  the  deputy  stood  one  on  either 
side.  As  Girard  grew  accustomed  to  the 
light  he  saw  that,  falling  upon  the  bare 
walls,  it  made  more  apparent  and  start- 
ling the  fragile  silhouette  of  the  woman, 
the  gross  proportions  of  the  man. 

“I  am  sorry  you  have  to  listen  to  this 
again,”  she  said  to  the  chaplain,  with  a 
gesture  of  gentle  deprecation,  “but  I 


shall  try  to  make  my  story  very  brief. 
I have  rehearsed  it  so  often  that  it  is  not 
difficult  to  condense.” 

She  gave  her  dark  eyes  to  an  earnest 
contemplation  of  the  sullen  figute  before 
her.  They  traveled  from  his  coarse 
hands,  now  resting  in  aimless  impotence 
upon  his  thick  knees,  across  his  high, 
rounded  shoulders,  flushed  neck,  and 
heavy  chin;  they  studied  his  loosely 
dropping  lower  lip,  and  rested  upon  the 
close-set  eyes,  which  he  kept  fixed  upon 
the  floor. 

“And  I am  sorry  to  have  to  trouble 
you,  too,”  she  began,  gently,  “in — in 
your  misfortune,  but  I will  not  stay  long. 
I beg  you  to  listen  to  me,  and  if  anything 
I say  brings  up  a vague  memory,  will 
you  not  let  me  know  by  word  or  sign? 
I have  lately  come  from  a hospital  in 
Scutari.  I was  directed  to  the  bedside  of 
a dying  American.  He  could  not  answer 
me  save  by  the  turn  of  his  head.  I will 
not  ask  you  to  do  more.” 

The  chaplain  stirred  impatiently,  once 
more  deeply  and  unwillingly  moved 
by  this  unimpassioned  preface.  Mrs. 
Braithewaite-Weir  curled  one  hand  with- 
in the  other  and  began  to  speak  again. 
Her  voice  was  very  low. 

“I  have  been  searching  for  a lost  son 
for  twenty-five  years.  Wherever  I have 
heard  of  clouded  identity,  of  a possibly 
unaccountable  break  in  childish  memo- 
ries, I have  gone  to  find — hoping  to  find 
— my  son.  I will  begin.” 

She  had,  indeed,  attained  almost 
phonographic  precision.  She  did  not 
raise  nor  lower  her  gently  modulated 
voice.  Only  in  her  eyes,  bent  unwaver- 
ingly upon  the  convict,  there  was  the 
burning  obsession  of  search. 

“My  husband’s  name  was  Myron 
Weir.  Mine  is  Marion.  My  son’s  was 
Leonard,  and  his  sister’s,  Helen.  We 
lived  on  a mining  location  in  northern 
Michigan.  My  husband  was  superin- 
tendent of  the  mine — Eagle  Mine.  We 
lived  near  a lake — Lantern  Lake.  Our 
man,  Henry  Fellows,  drove  the  children 
to  school  in  the  morning  and  went  for 
them  at  night.  It  was  a small,  un- 
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painted  school.  The  teacher’s  name  was 
Minns.  One  night  Henry  was  late  in 
calling  for  the  children.  They  stood, 
with  their  teacher,  in  the  school-house 
door,  waiting.  Leonard  ran  off  down  the 
road  toward  home,  and,  knowing  the 
wagon  was  near,  they  did  not  detain 
him.  A hundred  yards  from  the  school- 
house  there  was  a sharp  bend  into  deep 
timber,  and  as  Leonard  went  from  sight 
he  laughed  back  at  them,  waving  a pair 
of  red  mittens — new  that  morning.  He 
was  never  seen  again.  Henry  came  in 
a few  moments.  He  had  met  no  one 
upon  the  road.  When  Leonard  went 
from  sight  the  wagon  must  have  been 
entering  the  grove,  a quarter  of  a mile 
away. 

“ Five  hundred  men  searched  for  days, 
weeks,  scoured  the  timber,  dragged  the' 
lake,  followed  every  clue  and  question- 
able character  in  the  copper  country. 
Revenge  was  suspected — my  husband 
was  not  popular  with  rhe  men.  That  is 
all — except  that  I have  spent  twenty- 
five  years,  and  I have  left  no  stone  un- 
turned— nothing.  Your  memories  be- 
fore six  were  very  vague;  you  are  the 
age  my  son  would  have  been — or  is. 
Does  anything  of  this  remind  you? 
Name?  Circumstaness?” 

She  paused,  and  the  silence  dropped 
so  heavily  that  it  oppressed.  Gallipeau 
shifted  his  feet  awkwardly,  clenched  his 
hands,  and  an  angry  Audi  crept  up  his 
square  jaw.  He  was  plainly  embar- 
rassed. The  muscles  of  his  eyes  twitched 
them  shut  and  open 

“Speak  up,  Gallipeau!”  ordered  the 
deputy  in  his  best  prison  tones. 

Gallipeau  looked  up  fiercely.  The 
prison  tones  and  the  remembrance  of  the 
past  night  goaded  him.  He  shook  him- 
self like  some  great,  sick  mastiff. 

“I  ’ain’t  got  nothing  to  say,”  he 
growled;  and  then:  “Get  to  hell  out  of 
here — all  of  you!  Get  out! — get  out! — 
get  out!” 

Mrs.  Braithwaite-Weir  rose  quietly, 
with  unruffled  composure.  “ I beg  your 
pardon,”  she  said,  compassionately,  and, 
turning  to  the  chaplain,  added:  “It 


doesn’t  matter  in  the  least.  I am  sorry, 
but  it  was  a chance.” 

Girard  stood  to  one  side  as  the  party 
filed  from  the  dim  cell.  He  still  re- 
mained by  the  bars  as  they  went  down 
the  corridor,  and  he  looked  in  at  the 
quivering  convict. 

“We  don’t  understand,”  he  said,  qui- 
etly— “we,  who  have  never  had  sons; 
but  we  had  mothers.” 

The  new  tone  puzzled  the  listener 
without  exciting  him.  He  moved  about 
restlessly  and  raised  his  eyes  to  meet 
those  of  the  little  man  on  the  other  side 
of  the  grating. 

“How  long  did  she  say?”  he  growled. 

“Twenty-five  years.” 

“For  a kid—  Hell!” 

He  looked  after  the  retreating  party. 
As  they  turned  into  the  larger  corridor 
Mrs.  Braithewaite-Weir  put  her  hand 
to  her  shoulder  and  straightened  her  lace 
collar.  For  a moment  they  saw  her 
profile  against  the  dead  white  of  the 
kalsomined  bricks.  The  deputy  turned. 

“Get  out!”  shouted  Gallipeau. 

Girrrd  went  on  slowly.  As  the  deputy 
and  Mrs.  Braithewaite-Weir  went  up 
through  the  inside  gate,  he  joined  the 
chaplain  by  the  hall-master’s  office. 

“She’s  getting  old,”  said  the  hall- 
master.  “She’s  a good  bit  whiter  than  she 
was  three  years  ago.  It’swearingherout.” 

The  chaplain  nodded.  “I’ve  known 
her  ever  since  she  was  combing  the  or- 
phan-asylums, and  she’s  been  aging  with 
her  quest.  She  should  have  rest.” 

“Well,  it  wasn’t  Gallipeau.” 

“Thank  God,  no!”  snorted  the  chap- 
lain. 

“What  does  she  expect  to  find?  What 
would  she  do  if  she  did  find  her  boy  to 
be  one  of  these  criminals  she  is  forever 
tracking.  Is  she  disappointed?” 

The  chaplain  shook  his  head  pityingly. 
“She  doesn’t  expect  anything,”  he  re- 
plied. “She  laid  all  that  away  with  the 
six-year-old  wardrobe  which  she  knew 
he  had  outgrown.  It  is  an  obsession 
beginning  in  mother  hunger  and  devel- 
oping into  a middle-age  mania.  She  will 
search  till  the  end.” 
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There  came  a quiet  ten  days  of  Galli- 
peau,  and  a consultation  as  to  the  shop 
he  would  do  best  in;  but  while  the  ques- 
tion was  being  settled,  and  before  he  had 
been  relegated  with  gregarious  mates  to 
a place  on  one  of  the  whitewashed  tiers, 
Girard  often  took  his  way  past  the 
solitary  cell. 

Sometimes  Gallipeau  replied  to  his 
salutation;  sometimes  he  did  not.  Oc- 
casionally he  came  close  to  the  grating 
and  they  exchanged  words.  In  this  way 
Girard  came  to  discover  and  reckon  with 
a look  of  dumb  perplexity  that  some- 
times superseded  resentment  in  the  con- 
vict’s smoldering  eyes.  One  day  he 
called  after  Girard  insistently,  moving 
restlessly  about  his  cage,  coming  close 
to  the  door  and  grasping  the  bars, 
thrusting  his  heavy  face  against  them. 

“I  got  something  to  tell  you,”  he  said, 
huskily.  “ It’s  about  her.” 

This  was  not  the  first  occasion  on 
which  Girard  had  been  importuned  to 
hear  confessions  before  the  chaplain. 

“I  see,”  he  said.  “Your  wife?” 

“God,  no!”  roared  the  convict,  “not 
her.  I was  drunk  when  I killed  her.  I’m 
paying  up  for  it.  That’s  the  end  of  that. 
It’s  about  the  one  that  spent  twenty- 
five  years  hunting.  Would  she  care  if 
he  died?” 

“Care?”  Girard  asked,  puzzled. 

“Yes.  Would  it  ease  her  up  to  know 
he  was  out  of  it — planted?” 

He  became  impatient  at  Girard’s  hesi- 
tation and  backed  away  restlessly. 
“Maybe  you  don’t  believe  it,  but  I 
know  about  him.  I helped  do  it — bury 
him.  I knew  when  she  was  here,  but  I 
was  crazy — mad  at  the  squeeze;  I didn’t 
know  how,  anyway.  I got  proofs.” 

“I  think  I’ll  have  to  ask  the  chaplain 
to  come  to  you  my  boy,”  said  Girard, 
slowly  and  incredulously;  “you  must 
tell  him  what  you  know.” 

“Sure;  do  that.  I’ll  tell  him.  I’ll 
make  him  sure.  But  when  she  comes 
back — when  she  wants  to  hear  it — 
Say,  you  look  here.  You  bring  her  in 
yourself.  You  keep  them  others  out.” 

In  the  week  following,  while  Mrs. 


Braithewaite-Weir  was  returning  from 
Bermuda,  Girard  saw  nothing  of  Galli- 
peau. He  wrote  the  mother,  at  the 
chaplain’s  suggestion,  that  there  was  a 
bare  possibility  of  identification.  He 
did  not  know  what  Gallipeau  had  told 
the  chaplain  until  the  day  he  went  with 
Mrs.  Braithewaite-Weir  to  Gallipeau’s 
cell  and  heard  the  story  from  the  con- 
vict’s lips. 

As  they  approached  the  cell  at  the  end 
of  the  corridor  Mrs.  Weir  spoke.  “If  I 
should  find  now — after  all  these  years — 
if  I should  find  him — even  if,  as  you  say, 
he  is  dead — still,  I could  rest.  It  would 
be  a certainty.”  Presently  she  added: 
“And  yet,  you  will  pardon  me,  Mr. 
Girard,  to  find  that  he  has  been  the 
companion  of  such  men — it  will  be  hard 
to  remember,  but  I shall  know.” 

Gallipeau  nodded  curtly  as  they  en- 
tered. This  time  he  did  not  offer  to  sit, 
and  the  three — Mrs.  Weir  tremulous 
with  expectancy,  Girard  weighed  by  the 
momentous  nature  of  the  interview,  and 
Gallipeau  sullenly  abashed,  yet  nerved 
to  his  communication — formed  in  the  deep 
shadows  of  the  cell  a tragic  little  group. 

“Be  brief,  Gallipeau,”  urged  Girard. 
He  saw  that  Mrs.  Weir  could  not  trust 
herself  to  speak. 

Gallipeau  shook  his  great  frame  for 
the  plunge,  and  made  it. 

“I  worked  with  him  up  in  the  Wiscon- 
sin woods  two  winters.  He  was  a lumber- 
scaler — a cracker-jack,  good  as  the  best. 
That  would  be  eight  years  ago.  He 
bunked  with  us,  always  talking.  Once 
he  got  talking  and  told  us  like  you  said 
about  the  red  mittens.  He  wasn’t  sure 
where  he  got  them,  or  how.  He  was  in 
a hospital  in  Montreal  when  he  was  a kid 
— hit  on  the  head  or  something;  and 
when  he  went  in  he  had  the  mittens— 
wouldn’t  let  loose  of  them — and  when  he 
come  out  he  had  them.  Nobody  could 
make  him  give  up  the  mittens.” 

The  listening  mother  bent  forward 
and  her  lips  moved,  but  no  speech  came 
to  her  trembling  lips. 

“He  never  left  them  go  till  he  died; 
that  was  in  February,  seven  year.  A 
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tree  fell  on  him.  He  was — he  was  all 
right.” 

“ Did  he  say  that  the  people  who  took 
him  abused  him?  Did  he  know  who  they 
were?  Did  he  speak  of  his  childhood? — 
the  one  he  remembered?” 

Gallipeau  shook  his  head.  “They 
didn’t  do  much  to  him,  only  in  them 
first  three  or  four  years.  They  used  to 
dope  him — gin  and  things — but  he  come 
out  fine.  There  wasn’t  a better  lumber- 
scaler  in  the  north  woods,  and  he  drew 
down  good  money,  for  a young  fellow. 
Fox  he  was  called.” 

“Did  he  remember  nothing  of  his  first 
home?  Did  he  never  speak  of  his  father 
— he  was  especially  fond  of  his  father — 
of  his  mother,  of  his  little  sister?” 

Gallipeau  shook  his  head  again.  “A 
kid  filled  liigh  with  gin  ain’t  remember- 
ing long,”  he  said,  finally.  “But  they 
was  one  thing — he  did  talk  of  one  thing: 
a little  dog  with  one  eye  and  a sleigh- 
bell  on  his  collar.” 

Mrs.  Braithewaite-Weir  gave  a sharp 
cry,  and  for  the  first  time  lost  her  com- 
posure. 

“Deco — Deco!”  she  cried,  with  tense 
excitement.  “Helen’s  little  dog!  He 
died  when  he  was  a puppy,  and  I had 
forgotten  him.”  She  turned  to  Girard  in 
helpless  acceptance  of  the  truth.  “I 
think  you  had  better  take  me  out,”  she 
said,  faintly.  “I  am  quite,  quite  sure.” 

“The  mittens — he  gave  them  to  me,” 
the  convict  continued.  “Joe — big  Joe, 
my  half-brother — has  got  those  mittens 
up  in  my  things.  He  could  send  them  if 
you  wanted  to  see.” 

Girard  took  a paper  and  pencil  from 
his  pocket,  and  wrote  at  Gallipeau’s 
dictation: 

“You  know  Fox,  up  in  the  woods — the 
tree  fell  on  him.  Send  the  mittens  to 
his  mother.”  Girard  appended  Mrs. 
Braithewaite  - Weir’s  address  in  the 
state’s  largest  city. 

“ I will  not  forget  that  you  were — that 
you  knew  my  boy,”  she  said,  gently,  to 
Gallipeau,  putting  her  natural  repug- 
nance away  from  her  long  enough  to 
look  directly  into  his  abashed  eyes.  “I 


shall  probably  never  see  you  again. 
The  prison  — all  the  places  I have 
haunted — will  be  distasteful  to  me;  but 
anything  I can  do  from  a distance — 
anything — ” 

She  turned  appealingly  to  Girard. 
The  prison  atmosphere  and  the  presence 
of  the  murderer  with  whom  her  son  had 
bunked  seemed  to  have  become  intol- 
erable. 

Girard  took  her  arm  and  led  her  from 
the  cell.  He  turned  to  thank  Gallipeau 
and  to  wave  his  hand  as  they  went  down 
the  corridor,  but  Mrs.  Braithewaite- 
Weir  did  not  look  back. 

“I  have  found  him,”  she  repeated 
many  times  as  they  went  out.  “ I have 
found  him.  I know  where  he  is  now,  and 
that  he  is  not  suffering,  that  he  will  never 
suffer  again.” 

Two  weeks  later  Gerard  crossed  the 
tessellated  floor  of  the  guard-room  and 
spoke  rapidly  to  the  chaplain.  In  his 
hand  he  held  an  open  letter — a letter  to 
a convict  that  he  had  just  read  in  the 
fulfilment  of  his  duty. 

“He  did  not  know  that  letters  must 
be  read  before  they  are  delivered.  He 
thought  perhaps  that  there  was  no  pos- 
sibility of  a reply.” 

The  chaplain  took  the  letter  and  held 
it  tremblingly  to  the  light.  He  read 
aloud: 

‘“I  send  the  package  as  direct  to 
Fox’s  mother.  What  the  devil  you  keep 
those  mittens  and  fight  for  them  all  that 
long  time  since  six  year  old  and  now  give 
them  to  Fox’s  mother?’” 

“Gallipeau!” 

The  paper  fluttered  from  the  chap- 
lain’s hand  and  lay  at  his  feet. 

Girard  stooped  to  retrieve  it.  “ Chap- 
lain,” he  said,  gravely,  “with  your 
acquiescence,  this  letter  was  never 
written.” 

The  chaplain  bowed  speechlessly,  with 
emphasis. 

Girard  tore  the  paper  lengthwise  four 
times  and  across  twice.  He  folded  the 
pieces  in  their  own  blurred  envelope  and 
dropped  them  into  the  chaplain’s  waste- 
basket. 
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PART  IV— FOOD  PILGRIMS  AND  PROFITEERS 
BY  LIEUTENANT  HARRY  A.  FRANCK 

Author  of  A Vagabond  Journey  Around  the  Worlds  Vagabonding  Down  the  Andes,  Etc, 


OVER  a mountainous  ridge  shaded 
by  a cool  and  murmuring  evergreen 
forest,  I descended  through  the  Bavarian 
fields  toward  Beilngries,  a reddish  patch 
on  the  landscape  ahead.  A glass-clear 
brook  that  was  almost  a river  hurried 
away  across  the  meadow.  I shed  my 
clothes  and  plunged  into  it.  A thin  man 
was  wandering  along  its  grassy  bank 
like  a poet  hunting  inspiration  or  a vic- 
tim of  misfortune  seeking  solace  for  his 
tortured  spirit.  I overtook  him  soon 
after  I had  dressed.  His  garb  was  not 
that  of  a Bavarian  villager;  his  manner 
and  his  speech  suggested  a Prussian,  or 
at  least  a man  from  the  north.  I ex- 
pected him  to  show  more  curiosity  at 
sight  of  a wandering  stranger  than  had 
the  simple  countrymen  of  the  region. 
When  I accosted  him  he  asked  if  the 
water  was  cold  and  lapsed  into  silence. 
I made  a casual  reference  to  my  walk 
from  Munich.  In  any  other  country  the 
mere  mention  of  that  distance  on  foot 
would  have  aroused  astonishment.  He 
said  he  had  himself  been  fond  of  walking 
in  his  younger  days.  I implied  in  a con- 
versational footnote  that  I was  bound 
for  Berlin.  He  assured  me  the  trip 
would  take  me  through  some  pleasant 
scenery.  I emphasized  my  accent  until 
a man  of  his  class  must  have  recognized 
that  I was  a foreigner.  He  remarked 
that  these  were  sad  days  for  Germany. 
I worked  carefully  up  to  the  announce- 
ment, in  the  most  dramatic  manner  I 
could  command,  that  I was  an  American 
recently  discharged  from  the  army.  He 
hoped  I would  carry  home  a pleasant 
impression  of  German  landscapes,  even 
if  1 did  not  find  the  country  what  it  had 


once  been  in  other  respects.  As  we 
parted  at  the  edge  of  the  town,  he  de- 
plored the  scarcity  and  high  price  of 
food,  shook  hands  limply  and  wished 
me  a successful  journey.  In  other  words, 
there  was  no  means  of  arousing  his  in- 
terest, to  say  nothing  of  surprise  or  re- 
sentment, that  the  citizen  of  a country 
with  which  his  own  was  still  at  war 
should  be  wandering  freely  with  kodak 
and  note-book  through  his  fatherland. 
His  attitude  was  that  of  the  vast  ma- 
jority of  Germans  I met  on  my  journey, 
and  to  this  day  I have  not  ceased  to 
wonder  why  their  attitude  should  have 
been  so  indifferent.  Had  the  whole 
country  been  starved  out  of  the  ag- 
gressive, suspicious  manner  of  the  Kaiser 
days  or  was  there  truth  in  the  assertion 
that  they  had  always  considered  strang- 
ers honored  guests  and  treated  them  as* 
such?  More  likely  the  form  of  govern- 
ment under  which  they  had  so  long  lived 
had  left  the  individual  German  the  im- 
pression that  personally  it  was  no  affair 
of  his,  that  it  was  up  to  the  officials  who 
had  appointed  themselves  over  him  to 
attend  to  such  matters,  while  the  gov- 
ernment itself  had  grown  so  weak  and 
disjointed  that  it  took  no  cognizance  of 
wandering  strangers. 

Whatever  else  may  be  said  of  them, 
the  Germans  certainly  are  a hard- 
working, diligent  people,  even  in  the 
midst  of  calamities.  Boys  of  barely  four- 
teen followed  the  plow  from  dawn  to 
dark  of  these  long  northern  summer 
days.  Laborers  toiled  steadily  at  road- 
mending, at  keeping  in  repair  the  ma- 
terial things  the  Kaiser  regime  had  left 
them,  as  ambitiously  as  if  the  thought 
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had  never  occurred  to  them  that  all  this 
labor  might  in  the  end  prove  of  advan- 
tage only  to  their  enemies.  Except  that 
the  letters  “P.  G.”  or  “P.  W.”  were  not 
painted  on  their  garments,  there  was 
nothing  to  distinguish  these  gangs  of 
workmen  -in  fields  and  along  the  roads 
from  the  prisoners  of  war  one  had  grown 
so  accustomed  to  see  at  similar  tasks  in 
France.  They  wore  the  same  patched 
and  discolored  field-gray,  the  same 
weather-faded  fatigue  caps.  How  those 
red-banded  caps  have  permeated  into 
the  utmost  corners  of  the  land ! 

Between  Beilngries  and  Bershing,  two 
attractive  towns  with  more  than  their 
share  of  food  and  comfort  in  the  Ger- 
many of  armistice  days,  I left  the  high- 
way for  the  tow-path  of  the  once  famous 
Ludwig  Canal  that  parallels  it.  To  all 
appearances  this  had  long  since  been 
abandoned  as  a means  of  transportation. 
Nowhere  in  the  many  miles  I followed 
it  did  I come  upon  a canal-boat,  though 
its  many  locks  were  still  in  working  order 
and  the  lock-tenders’  dwellings  still  in- 
habited. The  disappearance  of  canal- 
boats  may  have  been  merely  temporary, 
as  was  that  of  automobiles,  of  which, 
I remember  seeing  only  three,  during  all 
my  tramps  in  rural  Germany,  except 
those  in  the  military  service. 

For  a long  time  I trod  the  carpet-like 
tow-path  without  meeting  or  overtaking 
any  fellow-traveler.  It  was  as  if  I had 
discovered  some  unknown  and  perfect 
route  of  my  own.  The  mirror  surface 
of  the  canal  pictured  my  movements  far 
more  perfectly  than  any  cinema  film,  re- 
producing every  slightest  tint  and  color. 
Now  and  again  I halted  to  stretch  out 
on  the  grassy  slope  at  the  edge  of  the 
water,  in  the  all  - bathing  sunshine. 
Snow-white  cherry-trees  were  slowly,  re- 
gretfully shedding  their  blossoms,  fleck- 
ing the  ground  andhere  and  there  and  the 
edge  of  the  canal  with  their  cast-off 
petals.  Bright  pink  apple-trees,  just 
coming  into  full  bloom,  were  humming 
■with  myriad  bees.  A few  birds  sang 
gaily,  yet  a bit  drowsily,  falling  wholly 
silent  now  and  then,  as  if  awed  by 


nature’s  loveliness.  A weather-browned 
woman,  her  head  covered  with  a clean 
white  kerchief  with  strands  of  apple- 
blossom  pink  in  it,  knelt  at  the  edge  of 
the  waterway  a bit  farther  on,  cutting 
the  long  grass  with  a little  curved  sickle, 
her  every  motion,  too,  caught  by  the 
mirroring  canal.  Along  the  highway 
belowr  tramped  others  of  her  species, 
bearing  to  town  on  their  backs  the  green 
fodder  similarly  gathered,  in  long,  cone- 
shaped  baskets  or  wrapped  in  large 
cloths.  One  had  heaped  her  basket 
high  with  bright  yellow  mustard,  which 
splashed  the  whitish  roadway  as  with  a 
splotch  of  paint.  Vehicles  there  were 
none,  except  the  .little  hand-carts  drawn 
by  barefoot  women  or  children,  and  now 
and  then  a man,  sometimes  similarly 
unshod.  The  wonder  once  more  came 
upon  me  that  these  slow,  simple  country 
people  with  their  never-failing  greetings 
and  their  entire  lack  of  warlike  manner 
could  have  formed  a part  of  the  most 
militaristic  nation  in  history. 

For  some  days  past  every  person  I 
met  along  the  way,  young  or  old,  had 
bidden  me  good  day  with  the  all-embrac- 
ing “Scoot.”  I had  taken  this  at  first  to  be 
an  abbreviation  of  “ Es  ist  gut”  until  an 
innkeeper  explained  it  as  a shortening 
of  the  medieval  “Grass  Gott”  (“May 
God’s  greeting  go  with  you”).  In  mid- 
afternoon  of  this  Saturday  the  custom 
suddenly  ceased,  as  did  the  solitude  of 
the  tow-path.  A group  of  men  and 
women,  bearing  rucksacks,  baskets, 
valises,  and  all  manner  of  receptacles, 
appeared  from  under  the  flowery  foliage 
ahead  and  marched  past  me  at  a more 
aggressive  pace  than  that  of  the  country 
people.  Their  garb,  their  manner,  some- 
what sour  and  unfriendly,  particularly 
the  absence  of  any  form  of  greeting,  dis- 
tinguished them  from  the  villagers  of  the 
region.  More  and  more  groups  appeared, 
some  numbering  a full  dozen,  following 
one  another  so  closely  as  to  form  an 
almost  continual  procession.  Some 
marched  on  the  farther  bank  of  the 
canal,  as  if  our  own  had  become  too 
crowded  with  traffic  for  comfort,  hurry- 
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Art  in  errand,  Another  difficulty  adds  to 
their  misfortunes,  however,  and  findta 
the  majority  to  their  own  section  of  the 
country.  ft  is  not  the  cost  of  transpor- 
tation, except  in  the  case  of  those  at  the 
lowest  financial  ebb,  for  fourth-class  fare 
is  more  than  cheap  and  includes  till  tile 
baggage  the  traveler  can  lug  with  him. 

But  any  journey  of 
more  than  twenty- 
five  kilometers  re- 
quires the  permis- 
sion of  the  local 
authorities.  With- 
out their 
the  rail  way  s will 
not  sell  to  -Any  one 
tickets  to  Stations 
beyond  that  dis- 
tance. Hence  the 
custom  is  to  ride  us 
far  into  the  country 
as  possible,  make  a 
wide  circle  on  foot, 
or  sometimes  on  a 
bicycle,  during  the 
Sunday  following, 
“ humstering  ” a s 
one  goes,  and  fetch 
tip  at  a si  a lion 
agrtin  in  tinie  for 
the  last  train  to 
the  city.  In  roimv 
qnCni1*'  the  regions 
wit  h i n attainable 
distance  a t o u ft  d 
large  cities  are  so  thoroughly  "'fished 
put*'  that  the  peasants  .receive  new 
callers  with  sullen  silence. 

I had  l>een  conscious  of  a sourness  in 
tfe  greetims*  of  the  country  people  all 
that  Saturday,  quite  distinct  from  their 
cheery  friendliness  of  the  days  I irfore, 
'Now  it  whs  explained.  They  had  taken 
me  for  a “hamsterer,”  with  a knapsack 
full  of  the  food  their  region  could  so  ill 
spare.  Not  that  atryied  them,  probably, 
was  suffering  from  Ihinger,  But  man  is  a 
selfish  creature.  Re  Another’s 

acquisition  of  ttnything  which  may  ever 
by  any  chance  be  of  rtw  to  him.  Par- 
ticularly tier  dcutsche  liauer  (the  Gcr- 


ing  into  the  sou  th  with  set.  perspiring 
faces,  I took  them  tube  resident?  of  the 
larger  towns  beytrtjd,  returning  from  flic 
end  of  a railway  spin*  aheml  with  pur- 
chases from  the  Saturday  morning 
market  at  Nuremberg  It  was  some 
time  before  I discpveml  that  quite  the 
opposite- was  the  case. 

They  were  ‘"ham-  : - ’ ,rv  • 
sterers,''  city  peo- 

ants,  until  the  term 

in  all  its’  forms,  a?,-  ' 

noun,  verb,  adjec-  ••  ••'  ’ 


A.  wAysft>£  MEtfn.w  with  a soldier- 
i»ol,K.ta4.vx 


uftKitv.S  errv-ntvbttiMUv  fnR-  r(K ft) 


one  by  w born  price  is  a minor  detail  will 
appear,  the  agents;  of  the  rich 

tn«n*^  hoteW  awl  restaurants  of  Berlin 
and  fargof  fritif*.  Frequently  he  is 
of  a miserly  disposition,  and  hoards  'his 
produce  ttgaihid  ho  imagined  day  of 
complete  famine,  or  in  the  hope  that  the 
uNreaxonublr  prices  will  became  even 
more  unreasonable.  There  are  laws 
against  “harnsteriug,”  <is  there  are 
against  selling  foodstuffs  at  mure  than 
the  established  prices.  Now  and  again 
ihe  weary  urban  dweller  who  has 
tramped  the  countrywide  all  day  sees 
himitelf  held  tip  by  a gendarme  and 
liesjxjikfl  of  till  his  meager  gleanings. 
Hut  the  fKiisaut,  for  smite  reason,  is  sel- 
dom molested,  in  his  profiteering. 

The  northern  Bavarian  complains  that 
the  jtepple  of  Saxoriy  outbid  him  among 
hit*  own  villages;  the  Saxon  accuses  the 
iron-fisted  I’ruasian  of  descent  ling  upon 
his.ficlds  and  (\s  cryi  ng  off  the  food  so  bad- 
ly needed  at  home.  Those  with  influence 
have  little  difficulty  in  reaching  beyond 
the  legal  twen  ty*fi ve-kilorneter  limit. 
The  result  is  that  foodstuffs  oh  which  the 
government  has  set  a maximum  price 
often  never  reach  the  market,  but.  are 


man  peasant).  as  a “fnmisterer”  with 
whom  1 fell  in  later  pul  it.  "is  never  an 
idealist.  He  believes  in  looking  out  for 
himself  first  and  fortaunsL^—which  cliar- 
airterisfie,  by  the  way.  b?  not  confined  to 
his  class  in  Germany,  nor-  indeed  to  any 
land.  “War,  patriotism,,  fatherland, 
have  tut  phut;  in  his  heart  when  they 
dash  with  the  interests  »>f  bis  puritf  /’  my 
informant.  went  on  Hence  he  be- 
taken foil  advantage  of  the  misery  of 
others,  using  the  keen  competition  to 
boost  his  prices  far  beyond  all  reason.  ” 
Mauy  a laWr-weary  workman  of  the 
cities,  with  a half-down  mouths  to  fill, 
many  a tired,  emaciated  woman,  tramps 
the  byways  of  Germany  all  Sunday  tong, 
halting  at  a score  or  two  of  farm-house#, 
drugging  aching  legs  homeward  lute  at 
night,  with  duly  three  or  four  oggjs,  a 
few  jadalncA,  and  now  and  then  u half- 
poumlof  brit  ter  tu  sliow  for  the  ixVeHibii. 
S'Wfietimes  i'dhcr  food-seekers  have  com* 
pietdy  annitiilaled  the  peasant's  stock. 
Soimdiioe.s  he  has  only  enough  for  his 
own  needs.  Often' hi*  prices  are  so  high 
that  the  “liMinsterer”'  cruuibt  reach  them 
-—the  Ihvur  knows  hy  years  of  evperi 
enee  now  that  if  lie  bides  his  time  some 
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cumspeet  actions.  The  sight  of  these 
swckiiii?  of  “'hamstertTs''  descending 
front  the  north  tike  banish*  from  the. 
desert  gavb  the  prophecy  flew  meaning, 
‘it  would  have  been:  sn>  .Ck*y-:f<>r  a few 
erouj-fv  *>f  them  ir>  have  jf.u'hed  together 
aud  Aerejiked  the  veiigwiriee  of  their  class 
on  the  “ hard-hearted”  peasants.  Had 
they . tews'  orderly,  tifekmg-diseir 

pliped  mee  ffiey  might  thus  have  run 
auiucfc  UKUitks  before.  Instead,  they 
plodded  on  through  all  the  hardships 
circumstances  had  woven  for  them,  with 
that  ali-suffermg,  imeoniplaming  sort  of 
fatiilisfu  with  which  the  war  seems  to 
bttytp’  inoculated  the  Geraiitn  gfruh 
Thus  far  the  question  of  kaigiug  bnd 
always  been  'simple,  1 had  bhty  U>  pick 
(Hit  a village  ahead  on  the  map  and  put 
up  at  its  chief  (iasfhius.  But  Saturday 
nigh?  ami  the  “hamstcrers"  gave  the 
siinatioiri  « nevr  twist.  With  a leisurely 
twenty  miles  liehipd  me,  i turned  aside 
to  the  pkosaig'  little,  hamlet  of  Mtthh 
luipsen,  unite  eertwtn  I had  reached  the 
ig . pf ; that  day's  jpuwiey.  Rut  the 
Uiidrimmer  of  the  chief  inn  presented  all 
astouishifig  after  anon  sight.  Iks  every 
table  -was.  densely  surrounded  by  dust- 


gathered  on  the  spot  at  prices  several 
times  higher  than  the  law  sarirtldns: 

"You  see  that  farm  over  there?1' 
asked  a bif>d'C'ynvasser  with  whom  I 
Walked  &n  hVitir  or  more  ojie  tsimday. 
‘T  stopped  then?  and  tried  to  buy  but- 
ter. ’.We  haven1?  an  .ounce  of  butter  to 

Ah/ said 


:bi»r0.kain»t^ii' 

I,  just  to  see  if  I could not  eateh  her  in 
a lie,  ’bgt.  I pay  as  hi gh  ns  twenty  marks 
a .pound/  ‘In  that  ease/  said  the 
U M&t'sck&^i  •*•'$ ..cap.  let  ybit  have  any 
amount  you  waut.  up  to  thirty  pounds/ 
I ccUild  hot.  really  pay  that  price,  of 
course,  being  n poor  man,  working  hard 
for  nine  niaFks  a day/  Out  when  t fold 
her  I would  report  her  l<»  the  police,. she 
laughed  iu  my  face  and  shimmed  the 
door.” 

It  was  easy  to  unrkrdkind  ;iiow  why  so 
uiany  of  those  I had  interviewed  in  iny 
official  capacity  at  Coblenz  had  ex- 
pressed, the  opinion  that  sooner  hr  biter 
the  poor  of  the  disk*.*  would  descend 
upon  the  peasants  ip  bainfe  and  mb 
them  of  their  hoardings,"  The  cPhn'tiry-; 
men  themselves  <dmwed .•  that  feitr  Of  this 
now  and  then  gnawed  itt  thmjc  souls,  not 
so  much  liy  Iheilr  speech  <ys  by  their  cir- 


TUE  CITY  HALL  OP  ALTDOHP 


mmm 

mew- 

mm  mm 

®gs  -mm 

Fm 

ife?  /■, , ■ 

HARPERS  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE 


fliui  lieeh  as  thoroughly 
raided  Moreover,  its  Ijeds 
also  were  already  " over- 
filled.'' The  seemingly  im- 
jmssibje  had  tOrm-  to  pas» — 
my  chosen  villas  not  only 
would  not  shelter  me  for 
the  night  ; it  would  not  even 
assuage  my  gnawing  a ppe- 
lite  before  driving  ing  forth 
into  the  wide,  inhospitalde 
W'orhl  Iwyond.  Truly  war 
has  its  infernal  details.! 

As  a I w ays  bap|x*ns  hi 
such  eases,,  the  nest  town 
Was  at  least  twice  4s  far 
away  as  the  average  dis- 
tance between  its  neighbors. 
Fwrtunaiely  art  isolated  lit- 
Me  f bcBr-atiwMr  ”'4  few  miles 
farther  on  had  laid  in  a 
Saturday  sioefe.  The  Wirt 
not  only  served  me  bread, 
but  a genmyus  gut  of  some 
nlysfentHis  speck’3  of  sau- 
sage, without  sb  much  as 
batting  an  eyelid  at  thy 
'fh-itwUmpt  uoits  r e q u e s t c 
Weaby,  dusty  “hamsterers  ” 
nhobst  ul  the  of  twjlh  se^es  aud  uU  ages  we're  enjbjing 
was  forced  io  his  Spartan,  hospitality  J^so,  their  scanty 
is  several  jninV  fare  contesting  ,suggi;s lively  with  the 
■;Wp  yitgittioh  gteat  slabs  of  hon>e-smok*d  •edid./ligtOi 
dm be»ir  Zm‘- A lJu>  liard-boiled  eggs,  Sawcmlworf  and 
ified,  in  a tone  butter  with  which  a group  ;tj#  piiunjjf 
tavurian  land-  taciturn  peasant  youths  and  girls  gorged 


the  house  jn  which  uy*j>bg  Ai.Tndnt 
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themselves  at  another  mug-decorated  public  lodging;  awaiting  the  (lawn  of 
table  with  t he  surreptitious  demeanor  of  Sunday  to  charge-  forth  in  ail  directions- 

win-  upon  the  surrounding  countryside.  I 

iwbblo  paved 
h.  score  of 

scornful  rehutfs,  1 foppd  a man 

who  admitted  va^dy  tHist  he  might  be 
aide  to  shelter  me  for  the  night  ; 

1 He was  another 
pf  OuMe  curious 
y fairy-tate  dwarfs. 

one  hnds  tvd  eke  d 
away  in  the  corners 
of  Bavaria,  and  his 
ftefaWOWy^  aery  lief  it  ted  his 

ante.  It  -W4M>.  4 dB- 

BK  t | jointed  little  den 

fejHL  ( | medieval  parapher  - 

£d§  : dentally  with  much 

R&ShT  • j%8y  | of  the  unsavodness 

j|Js  ^ t d^is»t  e!ic  e . Cine 
jp  the  bwr- hall,  and 

Jn  i he  end  I was  the  gnome  landlord  with  the  to  the  Middle  Ages, 

g 1 a d Mtiit!  hausen  sh.vkk-coj n-  vest  bvtton'.s  as  well  m from  the 

had  repulsed  me,  acrid  clouds  of 

for  I had  a most  Y-'-Uv^'v  . •.  smoke  that  sudden-- 

delightful  walk  from  simsct  into  dusk  ill  ly  assailed  them-,  one  all  but  era  wits)  on 
forest- Hanked  solitude  along  the  Ludwig  hands  and  knees  to  reach  the  stoop- 
Cauul,  withaswra  irirefleeted  moonshine  shouldered,  dark  cubbyholes  nusealled 
to  top  itijf  ..  l>arkne.ss  lunl  emnpletdy  dwpi ag-rlutm-be'rs  above.  Indeed,  the 
fallen  dm  the  long  summer  day  when  I establishment  did  utd  presnuie  to  pose 
reached  ^etwnarki  with  thirty  miles  to  jia  a Gmthatii?, f it  contented  itself  with 
my  credit,  Under  ordinary  drouth-  the  wore  modest  title  of  (iastyairinckafl. 
stances  I should  have  had  a large  choice  But  there  were  more  ihiili  mere  phys- 
of  h>sgirg*,  five  place  was  important  ieal  difficulties  in  gaiidug  aduntfanee  to 
enough  to  Oall  itself  a pity  and  its  broad  the  so-called  Jmlgings ^ iihdej?  the  eaves, 
main  street  wy,*  lilted  by  a cor.imuo.us  The  dwarfish  Wirt  hsul  first  to  be  saiis- 
prueessinu  of  penk-gahied  Gasthtiu.wri  find  that  I wa;s  a paying  guest . When  I 
But  lb  too.  was  flooded  with  ** hamster-  asked  to  be  shown  kt  o,hb£?  to  niy  qUAr- 
ers.”  Thd^  packed  every  l»ce.r-disj}eus-  fers,  he  gasped,  pp>te§ti»gly,  uAhcr 
ing  ** guest-room";  -they  crowded  every  trinlm  Sir.  Icin  (lias  Birr?"  I would 


yeggmeu  enjoying  ih<ek  itb^ntten 

nings.  The  stragglers  of  the  human  made  the  circuit  of  it 
weasel  « nny  punctuated  the  laghway  for;  center  four  times,  suffering 
a few  kifometers  fart hvK  Some  w*ere  war 
victims,  stumping  past  on  crippled  legs; 
some  were  so  gaunt-featured  and  thin 
that,  one  wondered 

how  they  had  sue-  ’•  -'V/ 

ceeded  in  entering  . tfcUj  ’«  * 
the  raw  at  all,  The  IfcoUr*,!  . 
last  out;  of  the  day  & no  dflP* 

was  a woman  past  |||  *|  |Wi 

middle  age,  moun-  |||  ||  I Jjtoi 

brdkxt  e^p  anse  of  ^ ^ ^ ^ 

spi  ration,  who  sat  lyflEfe 

weightily  on  . a |J/-V- 

roadside  boulder,  £ ' U $ y :y 

uiurielung  the  rent-  4 vW^HBi 
naiits  of  a black- 

bread-and-sraoked-  ' ' fjj^H 

ports  lunch  and 

gazing  despmrthgly  $gs&  , jffiy 
into,  the  highway 

vista  dbwm  which  .'  fir 

her  more  nimble-  qHK 

legged  competitors  j ',.4,.  ^JMu 

had  long  since  van-  | 


THE  GNOME  LANDLORD  WITH  THE 

etpvEK-eoiJf  vest  buttons 
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Some  osteulftted  light -colored  aprons 
and  pale-blue  embroidered  cloths  kn tit- 
ltd  at  the  back  of  the  nook  arid  held 
in  place.  by  a bft'ftftipiirra  the  form  of 

ious  emblem. 
In  one  hand  they  gripped  ft  prayer-book 
and  in  the  other  rut  affitjer  or  black 
rosary.  The  boy$  and  girls,  adcnost  with- 
out c-wj'Uon,  ear- 

— _ — 1 ried  their  heavy 

hobnailed  shows  in 
tiioair  Sv  anils  and 
Slapped  along  joy- 
fully in  their  bftre 
feet.  In  every  yil* 
g|^.v.  I age  was  an  open- 

air  bowling  • alley, 
v .-:.1-  : .sometimes  .half  htdr- 

den  behind  crude 
latticework,  a n <i 
always  cloudy  eon- 


dignified  with  the'  name  of  beds-  I will 
spare  the  teuder-liearteri  reader  any 
detailed  description  of  our  chamber,  be- 
yond remarking  that,  we  paid  eighty 

pfennig*  each  for  our  accommodations,  a crucifix  or  other 
and  were  vast  ly  overcharged  at  that. 

It-  was  the  only  'hardship”  of  my  Ger- 
man journey.  My  companions  compared 
notes  fotaholf-limir  • 

or  more  on  t he  mis-  — — - 

fortunes  and  possi- 
bilities of  their  war- 
time a vocation, 

each  taking  can*  not  \ j 

to  give  the  others  'v,> 

ahy  inkling  of  w hat  . ,-a-v 

corner  of  the  .land- 
ftp-ape  he  hoped 

most,  successfully  *&* 

to  ” hamster”  on  W 

the  morrow,  and  by  '■  § 

midnight  the  over-  . Mvi  3 

populated  midess-  ig 

¥otw  of  N'ounwrkt 
ha<l  ftuuk  into  its  •„ . ^ 

• brief pre-'‘lmusler-  " 
ing"  slumber. 

. Bujug.  ahead  • 

my  schedule,  and, 
moreover,,  the  day 
being  Hunday,  I did 
not  loaf  away  until 
pine  next  morning. 

The  main  highway 
bad  swung  west- 
ward toward  Nu- 
remberg. The  more  mod^i  rtUHsf  rj?  road 
I followed  duo  mM’th  led  oyer  a gently 
roiling  region  through  dt«tty  tbmtps  of 
forest.  Scattered  groups  *d  peasants 
returning  from  church  passed  me  hi 
almost  continual  procession  during  the 
noon-hour.  , The  older  women  stalked 
uncomfortably  along  in  tigh  t -fit  ting 
black  gowns  that  assembled  the  styles 
to  be  stevh  in  fuutjtjiigft  of  a oentury 
ago,  holding  their  outer  skirts  knee-high 
and  showing  ctiritfiwlj*  decorated  petti- 
coats. On  their  heads  they  wore  closely 
fitting  kerchiefs  of  silky  appearance,  jet- 
black  in  color,  though  on  wetk'dayft 
they  were  eoiflfed  with  white  cotton. 
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boy  taking  bis  first  journey,  out  of  tlx-  picturesque  fuxWii  Ancient  pesked 
rucksack  on  his  back/  AVhen  l overtook  gable.'  oiit  the  horiaon  with  their  saw 
him  »>n  the  next  long:  me  he  displayed  edge  mi  every  hand.  Tire  entire  faytnie. 
his  wo<Ily  tmwailm  prmidly,  at  the  same  of  the  aged  church  that,  boomed  the 
time  complaining  q ua  r to  r - h o u r < 

that  be  bad  .been  across  the  way  was 

forced  to  pay  “a  ' shaded  by  a mighty 

tree  that  looked  like 
a giant  green  hay* 
stack;  A dozen 
other  clocks,  in 
towers  or  scattered 
about  the  itm,  loud- 
ly questioned  lire 
veracity  of  the 
church-bells  and  of 
one  another  at.  as 
frequent  intervals. 
Time  may  be  of  less, 
importance  to  the 
Bavarijiti  than  to 
some  less  traaqtiil 
people,  bat  he.  he- 
lievus  in  marking  it 
thoroughly.-  11  is 
every  room  boasts  a 
slock  or  twoc  iris, 
villages  resemble. an 
hit  tlngetie  in  Uie 
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tors.  It  is  always  a quarter  to,  or  after, 
something  or  other,  according  to  the 
clocks  of  Bavaria. 

Over  my  beer  I fell  into  conversation 
with  an  old  merchant  from  Nuremberg 
and  his  sister-in-law.  The  pair  were  the 
most  nearly  resentful  toward  America  of 
any  persons  I met  in  Germany,  yet  not 
so  much  so  but  that  we  passed  a very 
agreeable  evening  together.  The  man 
clung  doggedly  to  a theory  that  seems 
to  be  moribund  in  Germany — that 
America’s  only  real  reason  for  entering 
the  war  was  to  protect  her  investments 
in  the  Allied  cause.  The  woman  had 
been  a hack  writer  on  sundry  subjects 
for  a half-century,  and  a frequent  con- 
tributor to  German-language  papers  in 
America.  As  is  frequently  the  case  with 
her  sex,  she  was  far  more  bitter  and  de- 
cidedly less  open-minded  toward  her 
country’s  enemies  than  the  man.  Her 
chief  complaint,  however,  was  that 
America’s  entrance  into  the  war  had 
cut  her  off  from  her  most  lucrative  field, 
and  her  principal  anxiety  the  question  as 
to  how  soon  she  would  again  be  able  to 
exchange  manuscripts  for  American 
drafts.  She  grew  almost  vociferous  in 
demanding,  not  of  me,  but  of  her  com- 
panion, why  American  writers  were  per- 
mitted to  roam  at  large  in  Germany 
while  the  two  countries  were  still  at  war, 
particularly  why  the  Allies  did  not  allow 
the  same  privileges  to  German  writers. 
As  to  myself,  I was  as  much  in  the  dark 
on  that  subject  as  she.  Her  companion, 
however,  assured  her  that  it  was  because 
Germany  had  always  been  more  frank 
and  open-minded  than  her  enemies;  that 
the  more  freedom  she  allowed  enemy 
correspondents  the  sooner  would  the 
world  come  to  realize  that  Germany’s 
cause  had  been  the  more  just.  She 
admitted  all  this,  adding  that  nowhere 
were  justice  and  enlightenment  so  fully 
developed  as  in  her  beloved  fatherland, 
but  she  rather  spoiled  the  assertion  by 
her  constant  amazement  that  I dared  go 
about  the  country  unarmed.  In  all  the 
torrent  of  words  she  poured  forth  one  out- 
burst still  stands  out  in  my  memory. 
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“Fortunately,”  she  cried,  “Roosevelt 
is  dead.  He  would  have  made  it  even 
harder  for  poor  Germany  than  Wilson 
has.  Why  should  that  man  have  joined 
our  enemies,  too,  after  we  had  treated 
him  like  a king?  His  daughter  accepted 
a nice  wedding-present  from  our  Kaiser, 
and  then  he  turned  against  us!” 

One  sensed  the  curious  working  of  the 
typical  German  mind  in  that  remark. 
The  Kaiser  had  given  a friendly  gift,  he 
had  received  a man  with  honors,  hence 
anything  the  Kaiser  chose  to  do 
thereafter  should  have  met  with  that 
man’s  unqualified  approval.  It  was  a 
most  natural  conclusion,  from  the  Ger- 
man point  of  view.  Did  not  the  Kaiser 
and  his  clan  attain  to  the  height  from 
which  they  fell  partly  by  the  judicious 
distribution  of  “honors”  to  those  who 
might  otherwise  have  successfully  op- 
posed them,  by  the  lavishing  of  badges 
and  medals,  of  honorariums  and  prefer- 
ences, of  iron  crosses  and  costly  baubles? 

A young  man  at  an  adjacent  table 
took  exception  to  some  accusation 
against  America  by  the  cantankerous 
old  merchant  and  joined  in  the  conver- 
sation. From  that  moment  forth  I was 
no  longer  called  upon  to  defend  my  coun- 
try’s actions;  our  new  companion  did  so 
far  more  effectively  than  I could  pos- 
sibly have  done.  He  was  professor  of 
psychology  in  the  ancient  university  of 
Altdorf,  and  his  power  of  viewing  a 
question  from  both  sides,  with  absolute 
impartiality,  without  the  faintest  glow 
of  personal  feeling,  attained  the  realms 
of  the  supernatural.  During  the  entire 
war  he  had  been  an  officer  at  the  front, 
having  returned  to  his  academic  duties 
within  a month  after  the  signing  of  the 
armistice.  As  women  are  frequently 
more  rabid  than  men  in  their  hatred  of 
a warring  enemy,  so  are  the  men  who 
have  taken  the  least  active  part  in  the 
conflict  commonly  the  more  furious. 
One  can  often  recognize  almost  at  a 
glance  the  real  soldier — not  the  parader 
in  uniform  at  the  rear,  but  him  who  has 
seen  actual  warfare;  he  is  wiser  and  less 
fanatical;  he  is  more  apt  to  realize  that 
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his  enemy,  too,  had  something  to  fight 
for,  that  every  war  in  history  has  had 
some  right  on  both  sides. 

When  we  exchanged  names  I found  that 
the  professor  was  more  familiar  than  I 
with  a tale  I once  wrote  of  a journey 
- around  the  world,  republished  in  his  own 
tongue.  The  discovery  led  us  into  dis- 
cussions that  lasted  late  into  the  evening. 
In  the  morning  he  conducted  me  through 
the  venerable  seat  of  learning  to  which 
he  was  attached.  It  had  suffered  much 
from  the  war,  not  merely  financially,  but 
in  the  loss  of  fully  two-thirds  of  its 
faculty  and  students.  Three-fourths  of 
them  had  returned  now,  but  they  had 
not  brought  with  them  the  pre-war  at- 
mosphere. He  detected  an  impatience 
with  academic  pursuits,  a superficiality 
that  had  never  before  been  known  in 
German  universities.  Particularly  the 
youths  who  had  served  as  officers  during 
the  war  submitted  themselves  with  great 
difficulty  to  the  discipline  of  the  class- 
room. The  chief  “ sight  ” of  the  institu- 
tion was  an  underground  cell  in  which 
the  afterward  famous  Wallenstein  was 
once  confined.  In  his  youth  the  general 
attended  the  university  for  a year,  the 
last  one  of  the  sixteenth  century.  His 
studies,  however,  had  been  almost  en- 
tirely confined  to  the  attractions  of  the 
Gasthduser  and  the  charms  of  the  fair 
maidens  of  the  surrounding  villages.  The 
attempt  one  day  to  enliven  academic 
proceedings  with  an  alcoholic  exhilara- 
tion of  which  he  was  not  even  the  legal 
possessor  financially  brought  him  to  the 
sobering  depths  of  the  iron-barred  cellar 
and  eventually  to  expulsion.  But  alas 
for  diligence  and  sobriety!  While  the 
self-denying  grinds  of  his  day  have  sunk 
centuries  deep  into  oblivion,  the  name 
of  Wallenstein  is  emblazoned  in  letters  a 
meter  high  across  the  facade  of  the  steep- 
gabled  dwelling  in  which  he  recuperated 
during  the  useless  daylight  hours  from 
his  nightly  lucubrations. 

The  professor  pointed  out  to  me  a by- 
way leading  due  northward  over  the 
green  hills.  Now  it  strode  joyfully 
across  broad  meadows  and  ripening 


wheat-fields  about  which  scampered 
wild  rabbits  as  I advanced;  now  it 
climbed  deliberately  up  into  the  cathe- 
dral depths  of  evergreen  forests  that 
stretched  away  for  hours  in  any  direc- 
tion. Bucolic  little  hamlets  welcomed 
me  as  often  as  thirst  suggested  the  at- 
tractiveness of  dropping  the  rucksack 
from  my  shoulders  to  the  bench  of  a re- 
freshing country  inn.  On  the  walls  of  one 
tiny  Gastzimmer  hung  large  framed  por- 
traits, dauby  in  composition,  of  four 
youthful  soldiers.  The  shuffling  old 
woman  who  served  me  caught  my  ques- 
tioning glance  at  the  largest  of  diem. 

“My  youngest,”  she  explained,  in  her 
toothless  mumble.  “He  has  been  miss- 
ing since  October,  1914.  Never  a word. 
He,  over  there,  was  slaughtered  at  Ver- 
dun. My  oldest,  he  with  the  cap  of  an 
Unteroffizier,  is  a prisoner  in  France. 
They  will  never  let  him  come,  back,  it  is 
said.  The  other,  in  the  smallest  picture, 
is  working  in  the  fields  out  yonder,  but 
he  has  a stiff  arm  and  he  cannot  do 
much.  Pictures  cost  so  now,  too;  we 
had  to  get  a smaller  one  each  year.  My 
man  was  in  it  also.  He  still  suffers  from 
the  malady  of  the  trenches.  He  spends 
more  than  half  his  days  in  bed.  War  is 
schrecklich — frightful,”  she  concluded, 
but  she  said  it  in  a dull,  dispassionate 
tone  in  which  she  might  have  deplored 
the  lack  of  rain  or  the  loss  of  a part  of 
her  herd.  Indeed,  there  seemed  to  be 
more  feeling  in  her  voice  as  she  added: 

“ And  they  took  all  our  horses.  We  have 
only  an  ox  left  now,  and  the  cows.” 

Descending  into  a valley  beyond,  I 
met  a score  of  school-boys  of  about  fif- 
teen, each  with  a knapsack  on  his  back, 
climbing  slowly  upward  into  the  forest. 
They  crowded  closely  around  a middle- 
aged  man,  similarly  burdened,  who  was 
talking  as  he  walked  and  to  whom  the 
boys  gave  such  fixed  attention  that  they 
did  not  so  much  as  glance  at  me.  His 
topic,  as  I caught  from  the  few  words  I 
heard,  was  Roman  history,  on  which  he 
was  discoursing  as  deliberately  as  if  the 
group  had  been  seated  in  their  stuffy 
class-room  in  the  village  below. 
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III.'— CONS  TAN  TINOPLE—AND  HOW  TO  BECOME  MAD 
BY  CAPTAIN  ALAN  BOTT 

Author  of  Cavalry  of  the  Claude 


“'VT’OUR  best  card,”  said  Pappas 

X Effendi,  “is  vertige.  Melancholia 
and  loss  of  memory  and  nervous  break- 
down and  all  that  ’ll  be  helpful,  but  play 
up  vertige  for  all  you’re  worth.  It  can 
mean  anything.  Besides,  it’s  impres- 
sive.” 

Pappas  Effendi  was  a Roman  Cathoft* 
chaplain,  waiting  at  Psamatia  (a  suburb 
of  Constantinople)  to  be  exchanged  as  a 
sick  prisoner  of  war.  He  and  I were  dis- 
cussing how  best  I could  be  admitted  to 
hospital,  so  as  to  remain  in  the  capital. 
My  injuries  had  healed  since  capture, 
and  I could  produce  no  illness  at  a mo- 
ment’s notice.  I decided  to  claim,  there- 
fore, that  as  a result  of  my  aeroplane 
crash  in  Palestine  I suffered  from  ner- 
vous and  mental  troubles. 

The  seven  of  us  who  left  Damascus 
together  had  been  brought  to  Constanti- 
nople, presumably  for  interrogation.  We 
lived  at  Psamatia,  in  a wooden  house 
that  served  as  a higher-grade  prison. 

Two  or  three  times  a week  we  were 
allowed  into  Stamboul,  in  parties  of  two 
or  three,  each  with  a guard.  On  such 
days  the  usual  rendezvous  for  lunch  was 
a little  restaurant  named  the  Maritza. 
There  the  Turkish  soldiers  would  sit  near 
the  door,  over  plates  of  food  bought  for 
them  by  the  captive  officers  they  were 
guarding,  while  the  said  officers  fed  in  a 
far  corner  and  discussed  the  latest  bazaar 
rumors  with  a Greek  waiter.  This  Greek 
acted  as  intermediary  for  correspond- 
ence with  civilians,  and  many  a time  let- 
ters were  given  and  received  under  cover 
of  menu  cards  or  currency  notes,  while 
the  stupid  guards  ate  their  rice. 

Our  threatened  interrogation  never 


happened,  and  one  evening  it  was  an- 
nounced that  the  party  of  seven  was  to 
leave-in  three  days’  time  for  Afion-Kara- 
Hissar,  in  the  center  of  Asia  Minor. 
From  every  point  of  view  it  would  be 
advisable  to  remain  in  Constantinople. 

It  seemed  the  only  place  which  offered 
possibilities  of  an  escape  from  Turkey, 
and  it  contained  various  civilians  who 
were  either  British  themselves  or  were 
willing  to  help  British  prisoners.  More- 
over, it  could  supply  many  opportunities 
in  the  way  of  distraction;  and  such 
opportunities  were  always  attainable 
through  baksheesh , that  lowest  common 
denominator  of  the  Turkish  Empire. 
And  if  the  long-promised  exchange  of 
sick  prisoners  took  place,  Constantinople 
was  obviously  the  place  where  strings 
might  be  pulled  most  effectively,  if  one 
tried  to  make  some  feigned  affliction  the 
herald  of  a return  home. 

There  were  at  Psamatia  two  officers 
who  had  been  told  that  they  would  be 
among  the  first  batch  of  prisoners  to 
leave  the  country.  One  of  them — 
Flight-Lieutenant  F.,  taken  after  losing 
his  way  on  his  first  night-raid  on  active 
service — claimed  to  be  suffering  from 
some  form  of  tuberculosis,  difficult  of 
definition  and  detection,  but  strongly 
supported  by  influential  friends.  The 
other  was  Father  M.,  a Roman  Catholic 
padre  who  was  among  the  captured  gar- 
rison of  Kut-el-Amara.  His  thirty 
months  of  captivity  had  seriously  af- 
fected the  well-being,  mental  and  phys- 
ical, of  this  white-haired  priest,  who  in 
any  case,  as  a non-combatant  well  over 
military  age,  should  most  certainly  have 
been  allowed  to  leave  Turkey.  Mean- 
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while  he  was  well  loved  by  all  at  Psa- 
matia,  even  by  the  guards,  who  knew 
him  as  “Pappas  Effendi.”  Whenever  he 
passed  down  the  street  children  from 
among  the  Catholic  Christians  who  lived 
near  the  prison-house  would  stand  in  his 
way  and  demand  a blessing. 

Unfortunately,  the  camp  library  con- 
tained no  medical  text-book  which  would 
explain  how  one  might  feign  nervous  dis- 
orders, so  that  my  assumed  symptoms 
were  more  striking  than  scientific.  Hav- 
ing been  coached  in  my  part  by  Pappas 
Effendi,  and  having  practised  before  the 
mirror  a doleful  look  tempered  by  a 
variety  of  twitchings,  I visited  the  Turk- 
ish doctor.  Ever  since  the  aeroplane 
smash,  I complained  with  mournful  in- 
sistence I had  suffered  terrible  from 
vertige,  from  periods  of  utter  forgetful- 
ness, from  maddening  melancholia,  and 
from  nervous  outbreaks.  Above  all, 
from  vertige. 

Fortunately  the  doctor,  like  most 
Turkish  medical  men,  was  both  ignorant 
and  unintelligent.  His  day’s  work  was  to 
sit  in  an  office  for  two  hours,  smoking  a 
cigarette  through  an  absurdly  long 
holder,  and,  having  listened  to  the  trans- 
lated statements  of  would-be  patients, 
either  to  send  them  away  with  a pill  or 
to  write  out  a form  whereby  they  could 
be  examined  in  hospital.  A wound  or 
an  injury  he  might  have  treated  with  the 
inevitable  pill,  but  it  was  plain  that 
the  very  suggestion  of  mental  trouble 
stumped  him.  He  could  not  withstand 
the  word  vertige,  and  after  a second  repe- 
tition of  it  I had  no  difficulty  in  procur- 
ing an  order  whereby  I could  be  dealt 
with  by  a hospital  doctor. 

That  same  afternoon  I was  led  to 
Gumueh  Souyou  hospital,  in  the  south- 
east corner  of  Pera,  near  the  Sultan’s 
palace  of  Dolma  Bagtche.  There  my 
claims  to  admission  as  a mentally  af- 
flicted patient  were  granted  without 
question,  so  that  I began  to  wonder 
whether  I really  was  in  my  right  mind. 
Having  heard  the  list  of  pretended  com- 
plaints, not  forgetting  the  vertige,  an 
Armenian  doctor  sent  me  to  bed  for  a 


fortnight’s  rest,  without  even  the  for- 
mality of  an  inspection. 

W.,  whose  wounded  arm  was  badly 
inflamed,  already  occupied  a bed  in  the 
same  room.  So  did  M.,  who  years  before 
had  ricked  his  right  knee,  and  by  reason 
of  its  weakness  and  tendency  to  syno- 
vitis, managed  to  remain  in  hospital  for 
many  weeks,  with  one  eye  on  the  possi- 
bilities of  an  exchange  of  prisoners.  R., 
who  had  the  same  object  in  view,  turned 
up  from  Psamatia  later  in  the  day.  He 
had  shown  two  perfectly  healed  bullet 
wounds  in  the  leg,  received  three  years 
earlier  on  Gallipoli,  and  had  bluffed  the 
Turkish  doctor  into  believing  a state- 
ment that  they  were  giving  him  renewed 
trouble. 

* Now,  clearly,  if  I wished  to  establish  a 
reputation  for  melancholia,  nervous  fits, 
and  vertige,  I should  have  to  prove 
abnormality;  and  just  as  clearly  it 
would  be  difficult  to  give  convincing 
performances  before  these  fellow-prison- 
ers who  knew  me  to  be  normal.  The  only 
solution  was  to  demand  removal  to  a 
single-bedded  room,  for  the  sake  of  quiet 

“Pulse  and  heart  normal,”  com- 
mented the  doctor  next  morning. 

“Yes,  M.  le  docteur.  For  the  moment 
nothing  is  worrying  me  except  that  I 
have  forgotten  all  that  has  happened 
since  the  aeroplane  smash.  Yet  some- 
times my  mind  is  a black  blank,  some- 
times I am  unconscious  of  what  I do, 
sometimes  the  vertige  is  so  bad  that  I 
cannot  stand  on  my  feet.  Above  all,  I 
hate  being  near  anybody,  and  desire 
complete  rest.  Will  you  be  so  kind  as  to 
let  me  go  to  a small  room  where  I can 
remain  alone?” 

The  doctor  was  only  half  convinced, 
but  he  gave  instructions  for  the  change; 
while  W.  turned  over  suddenly  to  hide 
his  face,  then  covered  his  head  with  a 
blanket  so  as  not  to  laugh  out  loud. 

Once  again,  as  I lay  in  bed  and  racked 
my  common  sense  for  ideas  on  the  subject 
of  nervous  fits  and  vertige,  I deplored  the 
lack  of  a medical  text-book,  for  never  be- 
fore had  I suffered  from  mental  derange- 
ment. 
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“Pulse  and  heart  normal,”  said  the 
doctor,  inexorably,  on  the  next  morning. 

Some  hours  later  the  conduct  of  Ibra- 
him, the  fat  Turkish  orderly,  provided 
the  required  inspiration.  Disregarding 
instructions  not  to  worry  me,  he  entered 
the  room  during  the  heat  of  the  early 
afternoon,  sat  down,  lolled  his  head  on 
the  table,  and  began  to  snore.  Such 
provocation  really  did  upset  my  nerves. 
Consciously  I stimulated  my  sense  of 
very  real  irritation  until  I was  furious 
with  Ibrahim.  Blending  this  anger  with 
the  need  of  performing  some  sort  of  a 
fit,  I considered  how  best  to  attack  him, 
and  what  attitude  to  adopt  afterward. 

I jumped  out  of  bed,  opened  the  door, 
seized  the  fat  little  orderly  round  the 
middle,  and  flung  him  into  the  corridor, 
while  he  yelled  with  surprise.  Next  I 
sat  down  on  the  bed  and  began  tearing 
the  sheets  into  long  strips.  The  corporal 
of  the  guard,  with  another  Turkish  sol- 
dier, half -opened  the  door  cautiously  and 
looked  inside.  I stared  at  them  blankly, 
then  got  into  bed  and  lay  down  quietly, 
facing  the  wall. 

Ibrahim  returned  presently  with  the 
doctor  of  the  day,  who  entered  with  a 
surprised  and  quizzical,  “ Quest-ce  quil 

yaf” 

“Doctor,”  I said,  “I  fail  to  remember 
what  I’ve  been  doing  the  last  five  min- 
utes, but  I feel  I’ve  been  through  a 
crisis.  Even  now  my  head  swims  and  I 
suffer  from  vertige.” 

Followed  a long  explanation  in  Turk- 
ish, complete  with  gestures,  from  Ibra- 
him. The  doctor  felt  my  pulse,  which, 
fortunately,  had  accelerated  during  the 
calculated  excitement  of  heaving  Ibra- 
him out  of  the  room. 

“ Calmez-vous  done”  said  he.  “ Tout 
sera  bien  apres  quelques  semaines.”  I 
liked  the  suggestion  of  “some  weeks,” 
for  time  was  what  I wanted. 

The  doctor  left  me,  after  ordering 
some  sort  of  a bromide  mixture  that 
possessed  calming  qualities.  The  first 
performance,  I felt,  had  been  rather  a 
success.  As  for  the  bromide,  I poured  it 
out  of  the  window  during  the  night. 


The  bottle  was  filled  again  in  the 
morning. 

Next  day  was  a fitless  one,  and  by  the 
evening  I felt  that  something  must  be 
done  to  maintain  my  reputation.  Still 
knowing  little  of  what  a man  with  my 
complaints  ought  to  do,  I thought  fopl- 
ishly  that  somnambulism  might  fit  in 
with  the  general  scheme  of  abnormality. 
I stayed  awake  until  2 a.m.,  and  then, 
wearing  a nightshirt,  walked  woodenly 
into  the  passage,  with  arms  outstretched 
and  head  upheld.  A guard  was  dozing  on 
a bench  that  faced  my  door,  and  when  I 
passed  he  took  not  the  least  notice.  I 
felt  hurt  at  being  ignored,  and  turned 
and  passed  him  again,  this  time  taking 
care  to  nudge  his  knee.  He  rubbed  his 
eyes,  shouted,  and  began  running  in  the 
opposite  direction.  When  he  returned 
with  the  sergeant  of  the  guard,  a quar- 
ter of  an  hour  later,  I was  in  bed  and 
apparently  asleep. 

During  the  week  that  followed  I gave 
several  further  performances.  Soon, 
however,  I was  ousted  from  my  single- 
bedded  blessedness  by  a very  real  mad- 
man. A Turkish  soldier  passed  into 
violent  delirium  and  ran  down  the  cor- 
ridor on  all-fours,  shouting  out  the  while 
that  he  was  a horse.  This  was  far  more 
striking  than  anything  I had  imagined 
Or  attempted,  and  the  delirious  Turk 
was  therefore  confined  apart  in  my  little 
room,  while  I shared  a ward  with  four 
Turkish  officers. 

I chose  melancholia  as  opening  act  in 
the  new  quarters.  All  day  I stared  at  the 
ceiling,  and  answered  questions  with  a 
curt  “out”  or  “non,”  without  looking 
at  the  questioner.  Then,  at  3 a.m.,  when 
the  four  Turks  were  asleep,  I picked  up 
a medicine-bottle  that  was  half-filled 
with  bromide,  and  flung  it  at  the  wall. 
It  struck,  tinkled,  and  scattered  in  frag- 
ments. Three  of  the  Turkish  officers 
woke,  and  sat  up  in  bed. 

“Air  raid?”  suggested  one  of  them — 
for  at  that  time  British  bombers  from 
Mudros  were  visiting  Constantinople  on 
most  moonlit  nights. 

“No,  a bottle,”  said  another,  switch- 
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iag  on  a light  and  pointing  to  the  splin- 
tered glass.  He  proceeded  to  protest 
angrily  in  Turkish,  and  I caught  the 
words  “mad  Englishman.”  He  turned 
off  the  light,  and  all  lay  down  again. 
When  the  night  orderly  arrived,  in  an- 
swer to  the  noise,  he  found  everything 
quiet,  and  dared  ask  no  questions,  for 
fear  of  disturbing  the  Turkish  officers. 
Next  morning,  however,  the  senior  offi- 
cer in  the  ward  protested  to  the  chief 
doctor  against  being  submitted  to  dis- 
turbance and  possible  violence  from  a 
mentally  afflicted  Englishman.  As  a 
result  I was  moved  into  the  large  room 
where  were  several  other  prisoners. 

To  sham  violence  before  fellow-Brit- 
ishers  was  almost  impossible,  I found, 
even  though  they  co-operated  in  casting 
dust  into  Turkish  eyes.  I modified  the 
violent  fits  into  starts  and  twitehings 
whenever  a sudden  noise  coincided  with 
the  presence  of  a doctor.  The  melan- 
cholia and  loss  of  memory  I retained,  for 
these  were  easy  of  accomplishment. 

In  any  case  I should  have  been  obliged 
to  become  normal  enough  for  walks  out- 
side the  hospital,  if  my  hopes  were  to 
become  realities.  Staying  in  Constanti- 
nople when  the  rest  of  the  party  had 
returned  to  Anatolia  was  all  very  well, 
but  it  availed  nothing  unless  I could 
get  into  touch  with  civilians  who  might 
help  to  make  possible  a plan  of  escape. 
Each  Sunday  morning  such  British  offi- 
cers as  were  not  confined  to  bed  attended 
the  service  at  the  Crimean  Memorial 
Church,  off  the  Grande  Rue  de  P6ra,  and 
I wished  to  make  use  of  this  opportunity 
in  my  search  for  helpers.  Besides  the 
clergyman  himself,  there  were  still  a few 
British  civilians  left  free  in  Constanti- 
nople, and  most  of  them  visited  the 
Church  on  Sunday  mornings. 

Above  all,  there  would  be  the  chance 
of  asking  advice  from  Miss  W.,  a very 
plucky  and  noble  lady  who  took  great 
risks  upon  herself  in  helping  prisoners. 
Already  she  had  managed  to  visit  the 
hospital,  in  the  company  of  a Dutch 
diplomat’s  wife  who  came  with  official 
sanction. 


A fortnight  of  fairly  mild  behavior 
gained  me  permission  to  attend  divine 
service.  With  guards  keeping  a yard  or 
so  behind  us  we  walked  through  the 
Grande  Rue  de  P6ra,  with  its  crowd  of 
evident  sympathizers,  and  so  to  the  Eng- 
lish church  at  the  bottom  of  a winding 
side-street.  There,  for  an  hour,  I was 
in  England.  Even  to  such  a constant 
absentee  from  church  services  as  myself, 
all  England  was  suggested  by  the  pretty 
little  building,  with  its  floor  smoothly 
flagged  in  squares,  its  simply  compact 
altar,  its  well-ordered  pews,  its  con- 
sciously reverent  congregation,  its  rip- 
pling organ,  and — yes,  by  the  great 
truths  and  dogmatic  commonplaces  that 
were  platitudinized  from  its  pulpit. 
Even  the  sermon — dull,  undistinguished, 
and  full  of  the  obvious  levelness  that  one 
hears  in  any  of  a thousand  small 
churches  on  any  Sunday — brought  joy 
unspeakable,  because  of  its  associations. 

The  guards,  who  had  been  standing  at 
the  back  of  the  church  with  hat  on  head, 
refused  to  let  us  remain  near  the  door 
when  the  congregation  dispersed.  It  was 
inadvisable  to  bribe  them  in  public,  so 
we  were  forced  to  leave  at  once,  with  a 
friendly  wave  from  Miss  W.  and  sym- 
pathetic looks  from  unknown  British 
civilians. 

We  crossed  the  Golden  Horn  to  Stam- 
boul,  and  lunched  at  the  Maritza,  where 
I met  Pappas  Effendi  again.  From  him 
I learned  that  Captain  Yeats-Brown  and 
Lieutenant  Sir.  R.  P.  had  arrived  at 
Constantinople  and  were  in  Haidar 
Pasha  Hospital,  one  claiming  ear  trouble 
and  the  other  demanding  that  his  nose 
should  be  straightened  surgically.  I re- 
membered various  escape  talks  with 
Yeats-Brown  before  leaving  Afion-Kara- 
Hissar,  and  in  consequence  had  sympa- 
thy for  neither  the  ear  nor  the  nose,  but 
plenty  for  the  schemes  which  were  to  be 
arranged  under  cover  of  treatment  for 
these  organs.  I was  desperately  anxious 
to  get  into  touch  with  the  pair.  Accord- 
ingly I asked  the  Greek  waiter  to  talk  to 
the  guards  with  his  body  between  their 
table  and  ours,  the  while,  keeping  a slip 
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of  paper  out  of  sight,  I scribbled  a letter 
suggesting  an  appointment  at  the  church 
on  the  following  Sunday.  The  Greek 
strolled  back  to  us  and  casually  picked 
up  the  menu-card,  with  the  letter  and  a 
twenty-piaster  note  attached  to  it.  The 
unsuspecting  guards  continued  to  eat. 

Presently  in  strolled  another  old  ac- 
quaintance, Col.  Prince  Constantine 
Avaloff,  the  Georgian.  He  had  just  ar- 
rived at  Psamatia  from  Afion-Kara- 
Hissar,  and  brought  with  him  the  latest 
news  and  gossip  from  the  prison-camp — 
the  arrival  of  a new  commandant  who 
seemed  quite  pleasant,  the  success  of  the 
latest  concert,  the  delivery  of  a batch  of 
parcels,  the  increase  in  price  of  drak,  and 
other  of  the  small  happenings  that  filled 
the  deadly  life  of  a prisoner  of  war  in 
Turkey.  For  me  the  most  interesting 
item  of  news  was  that  Captain  Tom 
White  was  to  be  sent  to  Constantinople 
hospital  for  treatment.  Although  he  had 
said  nothing  about  escaping,  I rather 
thought  he  intended  to  try  it;  and  if  he 
came  to  Gumuch  Souyou  he  would  be  a 
useful  ally,  for  I knew  him  to  be  both 
ingenious  and  unafraid.  Meanwhile  I 
revealed  my  own  hopes  to  the  prince, 
who  promised  to  help  in  any  way  possi- 
ble. He  was  likely  to  be  of  use,  for  as  a 
result  of  Georgia’s  submission  to  Ger- 
many he  was  now  free  to  move  about  the 
city  without  a guard.  I walked  back  to 
P6ra  light-heartedly,  with  an  instinctive 
knowledge  that  opportunity  was  in  the 
offing. 

A tousled  scarecrow  of  a man  was 
sitting  up  in  a hitherto  empty  bed  as  we 
re-entered  the  prisoners’  ward  of  the 
hospital.  His  long,  untrimmed  hair  hung 
over  an  unwashed  neck,  his  cheeks  were 
sunken,  his  hands  were  clasped  over  the 
bedclothes  that  covered  his  shins.  He 
ignored  us  completely  and,  with  an  ex- 
pression of  the  most  unswerving  auster- 
ity, continued  to  read  a book  that  lay 
open  on  his  knees.  As  I passed  I saw, 
from  the  ruling  and  paragraphing  of  the 
pages,  that  it  must  be  a copy  of  the 
Bible. 

I looked  round  for  enlightenment. 


only  to  find  myself  face  to  face  with  an 
even  stranger  figure.  In  a bed  opposite 
the  scarecrow  lay  a man  whose  face  was 
unnaturally  white.  The  young  forehead 
was  divided  and  subdivided  by  deep 
wrinkles,  a golden  beard  tufted  from  the 
chin,  the  head  was  covered  by  a too- 
large  fez  made  of  white  linen.  He 
grinned  and  waved  an  arm  toward  the 
Turkish  orderly,  but  when  we  looked  at 
him  he  shrank  back  in  apparent  affright, 
then  hid  under  the  bedclothes. 

“English  officers,”  said  the  orderly. 
“From  Haidar  Pasha  Hospital.  Both 
mad.” 

“I  am  not  English,”  came  in  Turkish 
from  the  strange,  befezzed  head  as  it 
shot  upward  from  the  bedclothes.  “I 
am  a good  Turk.  The  English  are  my 
enemies.  I write  to  His  Excellency 
Enver  Pasha,  telling  him  I wish  to  be- 
come a Turkish  officer.” 

“Lieutenant  Heel,”  continued  the 
Turk,  pointing  toward  the  scarecrow. 
Then,  as  he  swung  his  hand  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  man  who  had  written  to 
Enver  Pasha,  “Lieutenant  Jawnes.” 

“My  name  is  not  Jones,”  the  fantas- 
tic shouted,  still  speaking  in  Turkish. 
“I  am  Ahmed  Hamdi  Effendi.” 

Yet  he  was  indeed  Jones,  just  as  much 
as  the  scarecrow  opposite  him  was  Hill. 
We  had  heard  stories  of  their  extrava- 
gant doings,  but  this  was  our  first  sight 
of  the  famous  lunatics  whose  reputation 
had  spread  through  every  prison-camp 
in  Turkey.  The  Turks  believed  them  to 
be  mad,  and,  although  there  were  some 
skeptics,  so  did  many  of  the  British  pris- 
oners. When,  after  watching  the  pair  for 
several  hours,  we  went  into  the  garden 
that  evening  and  discussed  them,  we 
agreed  that  they  were  either  real  luna- 
tics or  brilliant  actors. 

It  had  all  begun  months  earlier,'  at 
Yozgad.  To  pass  the  weary  time  Jones 
and  Hill  dabbled  in  and  experimented 
with  hypnotism  and  telepathy,  and,  by 
making  ingenuity  and  the  conjurer’s 
artifice  (of  which  Hill  was  an  expert) 
adjuncts  of  their  stances,  they  non- 
plussed fellow-prisoners  and  Turks  alike. 
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for  it  was  impossible  to  tell  whether 
trickery  or  something  inexplicable  was 
the  basis  of  their  astonishing  demonstra- 
tions. By  means  of  The  Spirit  of  Music 
(a  hidden  lamp  with  the  wick  turned  too 
high),  The  Buried  Treasure  Guarded  by 
Arms  (some  coins  and  an  old  pistol  that 
were  first  inserted  behind  a loose  wall 
and  then  “revealed”  by  digging  into 
the  untouched  ground  above  this  treas- 
ure), The  Miraculous  Photographs  (ta- 
ken with  a secret  camera  designed  and 
constructed  by  themselves),  and  other 
devices,  they  reduced  the  camp  com- 
mandant and  his  staff  to  a state  of  be- 
wildered fear.  When  they  had  hood- 
winked the  commandant  into  the  belief 
that  they  could  exchange  mind-messages 
with  local  civilians,  he  confined  them  in 
a small  room  and  allowed  no  communi- 
cation with  other  prisoners. 

From  this  time  onward  Jones  and  Hill 
showed  apparent  dread  of  their  fellow- 
prisoners.  The  British  officers  at  Yozgad 
wanted  to  destroy  them,  they  informed 
the  Turkish  commandant,  adding  a plea 
for  protection.  Meanwhile  their  hair 
and  beards  grew  longer  and  more  un- 
trimmed, their  general  appearance 
stranger  and  wilder.  Perhaps  their  most 
impressive  exploit  at  Yozgad  was  when 
a guard  found  them  hanging  side  by  side 
on  ropes  that  were  suspended  from  a 
beam,  the  chairs  that  supported  their 
weight  having  just  been  kicked  away 
while  he  was  in  the  passage.  He  cut 
down  the  dangling  bodies,  and  his  tale 
confirmed  the  commandant  in  the  belief 
that  the  spiritualistic  prisoners  were  al- 
together insane.  A few  days  later  they 
went  under  escort  to  Constantinople  and 
were  admitted  to  Haidar  Pasha  Hospital. 

From  this  hospital  their  fame  spread 
all  over  Constantinople,  so  that  long 
before  they  were  transferred  to  Gumuch 
Souyou  I had  heard  how  Hill  read  the 
Bible  all  day  and  uttered  never  a word, 
except  when  he  prayed  aloud,  while 
Jones,  having  in  two  months  learned  to 
talk  Turkish  perfectly,  proclaimed  him- 
self a Turk  and  would  speak  no  other 
language.  His  name,  he  insisted  time 


and  again,  was  Ahmed  Hamdi  Effendi. 
He  disregarded  all  Britishers  in  Haidar 
Pasha  Hospital,  unless  it  were  to  tell  the 
Turkish  doctor  that  Jones  was  mad,  and 
therefore  to  be  pitied  more  than  blamed. 
Once  he  threw  himself  into  the  pond  in 
the  garden.  Once,  having  received  the 
usual  Red  Cross  remittance  from  an 
official  of  the  Dutch  Legation,  he  tore 
the  bank-notes  in  two,  threw  the  scraps 
of  paper  across  the  room,  and  declared 
that  he  wanted  no  English  money.  Dur- 
ing an  air  raid  over  Constantinople  he 
ran  into  the  open  and  demanded  a gun, 
so  that  he  might  shoot  down  the  British 
aeroplanes. 

At  about  sundown  on  his  first  evening 
with  us  Hill  closed  the  Bible,  stepped 
out  of  bed  and  knelt  down,  facing  the 
east.  Then,  without  a pause  for  twenty 
minutes,  he  recited  prayers  in  a hard 
voice.  Several  Turks  came  in  to  listen, 
while  Jones,  tapping  his  head,  explained 
to  them  that  the  kneeling  figure  was 
mad.  Each  morning  and  each  evening 
Hill  knelt  on  the  floor  and  prayed  aloud. 
Sometimes  during  the  night  he  would 
walk  to  another  bedside,  wake  up  its 
occupant,  and  exhort  him  to  prayer.  For 
the  rest,  he  never  spoke  a word  other 
than  “ Yes  ” or  “ No  ” or  “ I don’t  know,” 
in  answer  to  questions.  All  day  he  sat  in 
bed  with  his  eyes  riveted  on  the  Bible 
by  unswerving  concentration,  or  clasped 
his  head  and  appeared  lost  in  meditation. 
When  the  doctor  examined  him  he  paid 
not  the  slightest  attention,  but  when  an 
effort  was  made  to  take  away  the  Bible 
he  clutched  it  desperately,  and  it  was 
evident  he  would  have  used  violence  had 
the  attempt  not  been  abandoned.  His 
hair  and  beard  grew  longer  and  more 
tousled,  until  he  was  forcibly  shaved, 
whereupon,  with  his  hollowed  cheeks 
and  sunken,  glowing  eyes  he  looked  more 
of  a scarcrow  than  ever. 

Jones  kept  himself  quite  dapper  in  his 
own  peculiar  fashion.  His  curly,  golden 
beard  and  mustache  seemed  to  be  his 
especial  pride.  At  first  M.  attempted 
conversations  with  him,  but  always  he 
turned  away  and  showed  fright,  so  we 
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left  him  alone.  Yet  twice  he  sought  out 
the  chief  doctor  and  complained  that 
the  British  officers  wanted  to  murder 
him.  Being  a Turk,  he  continued,  why 
was  he  kept  in  a room  with  Englishmen, 
who  were  his  enemies  and  wanted  to 
hurt  him?  The  chief  doctor  asked  if  we 
had  threatened  Jones,  but,  beyond 
laughing  and  remarking  how  sad  it  was 
that  our  comrade  should  be  so  mad,  took 
no  notice  of  the  protests.  Thereupon 
Ahmed  Hamdi  sat  down  and  wrote  a 
furious  letter  of  complaint  to  His  Excel- 
lency Enver  Pasha,  Minister  of  War  in 
the  Young  Turk  government  and  inci- 
dentally the  most  ruthless  desperado  in 
that  all-desperado  body,  the  Committee 
of  Union  and  Progress. 

I still  remember  every  detail  and 
movement  of  an  absurd  scene.  M.  lay 
asleep  one  afternoon,  with  a bare  foot 
protruding  through  the  bars  at  the  bot- 
tom of  his  bed.  R.  crawled  across  the 
floor,  intending  to  crouch  beneath  M.’s 
bedside  and  tickle  the  sole  of  his  foot 
with  a feather.  Jones,  whose  bed  was 
next  to  M.’s,  shrank  back  and  made  a 
tentative  move  toward  the  door  as  R. 
glided  nearer.  R.  looked  up  casually 
from  his  all-fours  position,  and  found 
the  lunatic’s  face  glaring  at  him  with 
wide-open,  affrighted  eyes.  The  pair 
stared  at  each  other  surprisedly  for  a 
few  seconds;  then  Ahmed  Hamdi  Jones 
yelled,  leaped  from  his  bed,  and  ran  out 
of  the  room. 

If  that  were  acting,  we  agreed,  it  was 
very  wonderful  acting.  We  inclined  to 
the  theory  that  Hill  and  Jones  had  in 
the  beginning  merely  shammed  lunacy, 
so  to  be  sent  to  England,  but  that  under 
the  mental  stress  and  nervous  strain  of 
living  their  abnormal  r61es  had  really 
become  insane.  Another  suggestion  was 
that  they  had  lost  their  reason  already 
at  Yozgad,  as  a result  of  dabbling  over- 
much in  spiritualism. 

It  was  White  who  solved  the  mystery, 
although  at  the  time  he  revealed  it  only 
to  me.  With  a badly  marked  ankle  well 
in  evidence,  he  arrived  from  Afion-Kara- 
Hissar  and  was  placed  in  the  bed  next 
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to  the  scarecrow.  Hill  had  let  it  be 
known  that  he  was  undertaking  a forty 
days’  penance,  during  which  period  he 
would  eat  nothing  but  bread.  All  other 
food  offered  him  by  the  Turks  he 
ignored.  After  a few  days  of  semi-star- 
vation his  cheek-bones  were  more  promi- 
nent than  ever,  his  cheeks  more  hol- 
lowed, and  the  color  of  his  face  was  an 
unhealthy  faint  yellow.  In  the  middle  of 
the  night,  when  everybody  was  asleep, 
White  woke  him  and  passed  over  a note. 

In  this,  as  a fellow-Australian,  he  offered 
any  sort  of  assistance  that  might  be 
acceptable.  Then  he  handed  Hill  some 
chocolate  and  biscuits,  taken  from  a 
newly  arrived  parcel.  These  the  scare- 
crow accepted,  and,  not  daring  to  whis- 
per, in  case  somebody  were  listening, 
wrote  a sanely  worded  message  thank- 
ing White  for  the  offer,  which  he  ac- 
cepted. It  contained,  also,  a warning 
that,  for  safety’s  sake,  the  other  British- 
ers must  be  left  in  the  belief  that  both 
he  and  Jones  were  mad. 

Thereafter  White  fed  him  secretly 
each  night,  so  that  in  the  daytime  he 
could  maintain  his  long  fast,  to  the  great 
astonishment  of  the  Turks.  White  also 
helped  by  complaining  that  the  madman 
woke  him  at  nighttime  and  asked  him 
to  pray.  Later,  having  heard  escape 
talk  between  White  and  myself.  Hill 
wrote  down  an  address  where  we  might 
hide  in  Constantinople,  and  let  me  into 
the  secret  that  he  was  pretending  lunacy, 
so  as  to  be  sent  out  of  the  country  as 
being  helpless  and  of  unsound  mind. 

Now  that  I knew  the  scarecrow  and 
the  fantastic  to  be  sane  as  myself,  I 
marveled  at  their  flawless  presentation  of 
different  aspects  of  lunacy,  and  at  the 
determination  which  allowed  them  to 
play  their  abnormal  parts  for  months. 
Hill,  in  particular,  had  a difficult  r6le, 
and  I wondered  that  his  mind  never  gave 
way  under  it.  To  sit  up  in  bed  for  twelve 
hours  a day,  reading  and  rereading  a 
Bible;  to  talk  to  nobody  and  look  at 
nobody,  and  to  show  no  sign  of  interest 
when  vital  subjects  were  being  discussed 
by  fellow-prisoners  a few  yards  away;  to 
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pray  aloud  for  nearly  half  an  hour  each 
morning  and  evening  in  the  presence  of  a 
dozen  people;  to  maintain  a rigid  ex- 
pression of  despairing  melancholy,  and 
not  to  let  even  the  ghost  of  a smile  touch 
his  features  for  many  weeks — all  this 
must  have  required  almost  inhuman  con- 
centration. 

Jones  had  a far  better  time,  for  his 
specialty  was  not  studied  tragedy,  but 
spontaneous  farce.  He  seemed  to  enjoy 
enormously  the  complete  fooling  of  all 
around  him,  the  planning  of  a new  fan- 
tasy and  the  head-over-heels  perform- 
ance of  it,  without  being  restrained  by 
convention  or  ridicule  or  a sense  of  the 
normal.  Cheerful  lunacy,  in  fact,  is 
great  fun.  Even  in  my  own  minor  as- 
sumptions of  an  occasional  state  of  un- 
reason I had  found  it  very  stimulating 
and  amusing.  A mental  holiday  from 
logic,  custom,  the  consideration  of  pub- 
lic opinion,  and  other  galling  boundaries 
of  artificial  stability  is  glorious.  Itself 
untrammeled,  the  mind  can  watch  from 
a spectator’s  point  of  view  the  patch- 
work  restraints  and  littlenesses  of  civili- 
zation, and  take  delight  in  tilting  at 
them.  Often  I envied  Jones,  with  his 
fez  and  his  golden  beard  and  his  r61e  of 
Ahmed  Hamdi  Effendi,  as  he  talked  to  a 
group  of  Turkish  officers.  They  would 
laugh  at  him  openly,  but  secretly  he 
would  laugh  much  more  heartily  at  them. 

Few  things  in  our  roomful  of  nine 
British  officers  were  not  farcical.  Only 
one  of  us — old  W.,  with  his  wounded 
arm — had  any  real  claim  to  be  in  hos- 
pital. R.,  with  a healed  wound  scar  dat- 
ing back  to  the  Gallipoli  campaign, 
C.,  with  doubtful  sciatica  and  late  mid- 
dle-age, and  M.,  with  a weak  knee  dat- 
ing back  to  before  the  war,  were  trying 
to  make  use  of  these  insecure  founda- 
tions in  building  up  a case  for  a release 
from  captivity  as  being  unfit.  Jones  and 
Hill,  by  means  of  magnificent  acting, 
had  made  everybody  believe  in  their 
assumed  madness,  and  were  also  hoping 
to  be  sent  home  in  fconsequence. 
“Wormy,”  formerly  aide-de-camp  to 
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General  Townsend,  wanted  to  remain  a 
hospital  patient  because  he  had  friends 
and  amusements  in  Constantinople,  and 
he  achieved  this  wish  by  means  of  myth- 
ical hemorrhages.  From  time  to  time 
I still  gave  false  evidence  of  nervous  dis- 
orders, although  such  efforts  were 
dwarfed  by  the  exploits  of  Jones  and 
Hill.  In  any  case  it  was  to  my  interest  to 
show  only  mild  symptoms,  such  as  fits 
of  trembling  during  an  air  raid  or  when- 
ever a gun  was  fired.  Had  I been  more 
violent,  I should  not  have  been  allowed 
into  the  city  on  Sundays,  at  a time  when 
I had  made  useful  acquaintances  and 
was  plotting  an  escape. 

So  the  strange  days  passed.  Hill  and 
Jones,  spurred  by  reports  of  a near- 
future  exchange  of  prisoners,  gave  con- 
stant and  enlivening  performances.  M. 
and  R.  cultivated  effective  limps.  C. 
amused  himself.  White  and  I discussed 
our  plans  while  walking  in  the  garden, 
and  exchanged  secret  letters  with  people 
in  the  city.  Each  morning  the  doctor 
walked  once  ’round  the  ward,  said  to  each 
patient,  “Bon jour;  fa  p a bien ?”  signed 
the  diet-sheets,  and  left  us.  Of  other 
medical  attendance  there  was  none,  ex- 
cept when  W.’s  arm  was  operated  on, 
or  when  Jones  complained  to  the  chief 
doctor  about  our  desire  to  murder  him. 

The  queer  company  was  disbanded 
early  in  August,  when  all  but  the  luna- 
tics left  the  hospital.  M.,  R.,  and  W. 
rejoined  Hill  and  Jones  later,  when  the 
first  batch  of  “sick”  left  Turkey  as  ex- 
changed prisoners.  How  the  madmen 
were  led  on  board  the  Red  Cross  ship 
that  the  Turks  had  allowed  into  the  Gulf 
of  Smyrna,  how  Ahmed  Hamdi  Jones 
protested  against  being  handed  over  to 
his  enemies,  the  British,  and  how  he  and 
the  Bible-reader  miraculously  recovered 
their  sanity  as  soon  as  the  British  vessel 
had  left  Turkish  waters — all  this  is  a 
story  in  itself. 

As  for  White  and  myself,  we  escaped 
in  the  latter  part  of  August.  That, 
also,  is  a story  in  itself,  a story  which 
I reserve  for  another  occasion. 
continued !.) 
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“'\7’0U  know,  I never  should  have 

A believed  a game  could  be  so  ex- 
citing.” Celia  swung  her  racket  above 
the  dandelions  that  shone  along  the 
walk.  Her  small,  fine  face  and  slender 
throat,  unflushed,  suggested  an  inner 
glow,  swift  blood  through  transparent 
veins. 

Her  companion,  striding  beside  her, 
looked  down  for  a deliberate  moment 
before  he  answered,  “Glad  I bullied  you 
into  trying  it,  then?” 

“ If  you  think  I can  learn  soon,  soon  to 
play  well!” 

“Of  course  you’ll  learn.  You’ve  got 
speed — and  you’re  cool.  But  isn’titfun?” 

“I  dislike  being  an  amateur.  It’s  so 
bungling.  I like  to  do  the  things  I can 
do  perfectly.”  Her  voice  curved  about 
the  last  word,  and  her  gray  eyes,  lifted 
an  instant,  had  a defiant  passion  in  their 
glance. 

“I’m  afraid  perfectly  would  limit  me 
to — nothing.  I like  trying  things  I can’t 
do.  Some  bungling,  I guess,  but  ad- 
ventures, too.” 

“Oh,  but  you  do  things  well.  Think 
of  everything  you’ve  persuaded  me  to 
try  these  last  two  weeks!” 

“Just  a happy  amateur,  Miss 
Duryea.” 

“I  am  limited.  I meant  only  that  I 
don’t  like  to  bungle.  My  father  has 
given  me  that  ideal — ” Her  words 
might  have  sounded  priggish,  cold,  but 
in  her  tone,  in  her  quick  upward  glance, 
lay  entreaty. 

They  turned  at  the  comer,  Celia  walk- 
ing ahead  over  soft  grass.  Ralph  Monroe 
followed,  his  blue  eyes  and  straight,  firm 
lips  settling  into  gravity  as  he  watched 
her,  the  swing  of  her  pongee  dress  about 
slim  ankles,  the  coil  of  brown  hair  at  the 
base  of  her  neck. 


“After  all,”  he  said,  “whatever  you 
do  becomes  beautifully  done — by  your 
doing  it.  I suppose  I’m  rushing  into 
another  thing  I don’t  know  how  to 
do — ” he  went  on  earnestly.  “But  if  I 
bungle  this,  I’m  done  for!  I’ve  per- 
suaded you  to  see  me  a little — to  like 
me  a little!  Have  I?  You  know  I’m 
on  earth?” 

Celia  walked  on,  a hint  of  flight  in  her 
step. 

“That  night  Mrs.  Duryea  brought  me 
to  dinner — why,  I might  have  thought  I 
wasn’t  there,  from  all  the  attention  you 
gave  me!” 

“I  didn’t  know  you — ” 

“Know  me!  You  weren’t  aware  I 
existed!  Drifting  off  after  dinner — I 
knew  then  I had  to  make  you  aware  of 
me!  You  had  to  come  out  of  that  beau- 
tiful indifferent  shell  before  you  could 
hear  what  I had  to  say  to  you!” 

There  was  color  in  Celia’s  cheeks  at 
last.  And,  turning  toward  the  house, 
the  two  walked  through  streaks  of  pale, 
late  sunlight  stretched  over  the  grass, 
and  casting  a tracery  of  the  old  elms 
across  the  face  of  the  square  white  house. 

“I  don’t  want  to  startle  you,  Celia 
Duryea.  Sometimes  I’m  afraid  you  may 
vanish  overnight.  There’s  some  enchant- 
ment on  you!  But  I can’t  be  patient!  I 
can’t  wait!  Celia!” 

They  reached  the  steps  of  the  porch. 
Celia  faced  him,  close  enough  to  know 
the  fast  rhythm  of  his  breathing.  She 
cowered  under  the  intensity  of  his  bend- 
ing over  her.  Within  her  something  new 
and  young  pushed  up  through  darkness 
and  cold,  heavy  soil,  up  to  strange  light. 

“Tennis  again?  Well,  well!”  The 
voice  behind  them  broke  the  moment. 
“Good  evening,  Mr.  Monroe.”  Mrs. 
Duryea  extended  a brisk  hand.  “Well. 
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Celia?  I’m  glad  I caught  you.  Stay  to 
dinner.  I need  to  be  amused.”  She  sent 
him  a darting,  humorous  glance  out  of 
eyes  gray  like  Celia’s,  set  in  a firm, 
sensible  face.  She  moved  up  the  steps 
with  jerks  of  her  compact  body,  pulling 
the  pins  from  her  jaunty  hat.  At  the 
door  she  turned,  her  fingers  brushing 
back  wisps  of  brown  hair. 

“You  are  staying,  aren’t  you?” 

“I  certainly  am,  if  I may.”  Ralph 
was  after  her  in  time  to  hold  the  door 
open.  With  a touch  on  his  arm,  Mrs. 
Duryea  went  into  the  dark  hall. 

“If  you  don’t  mind?”  he  asked  Celia, 
who  came  toward  him. 

“I’d  like  you  to  stay — ” began  Celia, 
her  eyes  meeting  his.  Her  face  had  a 
luminous  expectancy.  At  the  sound  of 
her  mother’s  voice  within,  her  glance 
leaped  past  him: 

“Oh,  Philip!  Back  to-day!  We  didn’t 
expect  you  until  to-morrow.” 

A man’s  voice,  thin,  answering,  “I 
judged  I was  premature.” 

Celia’s  face  quivered.  She  looked  at 
Ralph,  almost  with  horror.  Then  she 
went  swiftly  into  the  hall,  her  low, 
“Father!”  winging  back  to  Ralph. 

Her  mother  had  started  up  the  stairs; 
she  stood,  one  hand  tapping  on  the  pol- 
ished rail,  her  mouth  a little  pursed. 
Between  the  heavy  curtains  of  the  li- 
brary door  stood  Mr.  Duryea,  slight, 
immaculate,  his  pointed  gray  beard  and 
black-ribboned  eye-glasses  concealing 
his  expression.  He  limped  forward  to 
meet  Celia. 

“When  did  you  come?”  She  had  his 
hand  in  both  of  hers,  and  bent  for  his 
ritualistic  kiss. 

“This  afternoon.”  He  held  her  off  at 
arm’s-length.  The  light  glanced  across 
his  glasses  and  small  blue  eyes  with  a 
metallic  luster.  “I  wished  you  to  go 
over  some  notes  with  me.” 

“ I’m  sorry.”  Celia  released  his  hand. 
“You  said  to-morrow — ” 

“What  have  you  been  doing?  I never 
saw  you  look  so — blowsy !” 

Celia  moved  away,  her  mouth  and 
eyelids  contracted. 


“Nonsense,  Philip.”  Mrs.  Duryea 
spoke  in  a brisk  undertone.  “You  mean 
you  never  saw  her  looking  as  though  she 
had  had  so  much  fun!  Mr.  Monroe!” 
She  raised  her  voice.  “Won’t  you  come 
in?  This  is  my  husband.  Philip,  this  is 
Ralph  Monroe,  who  dropped  into  town 
just  as  you  left.” 

Celia  held  her  breath  for  an  instant 
as  Ralph  extended  his  hand  with  a de- 
cided, “I  am  glad  to  meet  you,  Mr. 
Duryea.”  But  her  father  was  prompt 
with  his  hand. 

“How  do  you  do,  Mr. — what  was  it? 
Monroe?  A newcomer  in  our  little 
town,  eh?”  He  seemed  to  shrink,  to  turn 
more  gray,  under  the  tanned  bulk  of  the 
young  man. 

“I’m  only  temporary.” 

“Settling  up  the  affairs  of  his  uncle — 
Walter  Monroe,  you  know.  Will  you 
excuse  us  a few  mi  flutes?”  Mrs.  Duryea 
went  on  up  the  stairs. 

“Tell  father  about  some  of  your 
bridge-making — ” Celia’s  fleet  glance 
at  Ralph  was  interrupted  half-way  by 
her  consciousness  of  her  father’s  stare. 
“I’m  sure  he’d  be  interested.”  She  fol- 
lowed her  mother,  her  nostrils  dilating 
at  her  father’s  formal,  “Won’t  you  come 
into  the  library?” 

The  door  of  her  mother’s  room  was 
open.  Celia,  her  eyes  averted  quickly 
from  the  loud  cheerfulness  of  cretonne 
and  bright  rugs,  slipped  past  to  her  own 
room.  Closing  herself  within  her  familiar 
gray  walls,  she  stared  across  the  room 
at  her  reflection  in  the  long  mirror  be- 
tween the  windows.  “Blowsy!”  she 
whispered,  defiantly.  Ralph  had  not 
thought  that,  bending  over  her  outside 
in  the  pale  sunlight.  She  shivered.  The 
subtle  colors  and  outlines  of  the  room 
flowed  about  her,  an  accustomed  flood 
into  which  she  let  herself  down,  sub- 
merged. It  was  her  father  who  had  said 
that!  He  had  come  home,  to  find  her  not 
there.  And  she — she  saw  vividly  how 
he  had  seen  it — she  had  come  in  like  any 
common  thing,  with  her  young  man, 
warm,  blown — Hastily  her  fingers 
stripped  off  her  dress,  pulled  out  hair- 
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pins.  She  would  show  him  his  Celia 
again! 

A sharp  rap  at  the  door,  her  mother’s 
voice,  “Celia!”  She  turned  from  her 
dressing-table,  her  bare,  slim  arms  up- 
arching  to  the  coil  of  bright  hair  she  had 
just  caught  in  place. 

“Oh,  changing  your  dress?”  Her 
mother  looked  in,  her  face  rosy  above 
her  stiff  collar.  “ Will  you  be  down  soon? 
I’ve  got  to  go  back  to  the  store — Satur- 
day, you  know.” 

“Yes.  At  once.” 

“Well.”  She  waited.  “Celia—” 

The  girl’s  arms  dropped,  stiffened.  She 
moved  to  the  closet,  returned,  shaking 
out  folds  of  dull-green  silk,  over  which 
her  eyes  just  touched  her  mother’s  for  an 
instant  of  hostile  rejection.  Mrs. 
Duryea  closed  the  door.  Celia  heard 
her  quick  descent  of  the  stairs. 

Presently  Celia  went  down,  softly. 
From  the  rear  of  the  house  came  her 
mother’s  voice  in  an  undertone  of  do- 
mestic comment.  Silence  in  the  library. 
Celia  paused.  Her  mother  appeared  at 
the  end  of  the  hall. 

“Supper’s  ready,”  she  said.  “Just  tell 
them,  will  you?” 

From  the  library  her  father’s  voice, 
“You  have  only  a few  days  more,  then, 
to  suffer  the  dullness  of  our  town?” 

“Oh,  I haven’t  found  it  dull!  On  the 
contrary — thanks  to  Mrs.  Duryea  and 
your  daughter.” 

“Ah  yes.  You  met  Mrs.  Duryea  in 
her — shop,  I suppose?” 

There  was  a pause  after  that.  Had 
Ralph  felt  the  sneer  beneath  the  query? 

“My  father  had  asked  me  to  look  her 
up.  And  I remembered  her,  too,  from 
the  time  when  I visited  my  unde,  years 
ago.” 

Celia  pushed  the  curtains  apart.  Her 
father,  sunk  in  his  armchair,  was  gazing 
under  lowered  lids  at  his  hands,  finger- 
tips touching  delicately.  Ralph,  sprawl- 
ing in  a chair  beyond  the  table,  looked 
up  and  sprang  to  his  feet  with  a sudden 
lifting  of  the  perplexed  frown  with  which 
he  was  studying  the  father.  Celia,  elud- 
ing his  glance,  waited  for  her  father  to 


see  her.  He  rose  slowly,  appraising  her. 
The  soft  green  draperies  sheathed  her 
slender  body;  her  throat  and  face 
against  the  dark  curtains,  above  the  dull 
green  of  her  dress,  had  a tender,  pale 
fragility.  ' But  her  father  made  her  no 
sign  of  recognition.  Celia  felt  suddenly 
cold  to  her  fingertips;  his  eyes  held  her 
accusingly,  pouring  through  her  a bitter 
draught  of  guilt,  of  treachery.  All  that 
in  a brief  moment.  Then  Ralph  was 
speaking: 

“Won’t  you  have  this  chair.  Miss 
Duryea?  I was  just  telling  your  father 
that  I had  known  Mrs.  Duryea  really  for 
years!” 

His  warm,  direct  glance  of  admiration 
pulled  her  up. 

“I’m  to  bring  you  out  to  dinner  at 
once.”  She  smiled  faintly. 

“Take  Mr.  Monroe  out.  I’ll  come.” 

Ralph  followed  Celia  down  the  hall. 
At  the  door  he  was  at  her  shoulder  with 
a swift  whisper,  “You  beautiful,  lovely 
Celia!” 

Then  they  were  in  the  bright,  square 
dining-room,  with  Mrs.  Duryea  pointing 
to  his  place,  and  Mr.  Duryea  limping 
slowly  toward  the  table. 

When  Celia  thought  of  that  dinner, 
later,  it  was  in  terms  of  a polished  dark 
surface,  with  wheels  and  wheels,  doilies, 
plates,  cups,  revolving  slowly,  and  at  the 
edges,  hands.  The  long  fingers  of  her 
father,  serving,  with  motions  deliberate 
and  delicate;  the  smooth,  plump  hands 
of  her  mother,  in  quick  gestures;  the 
hands  across  the  table,  supple,  large, 
deft;  the  black,  fat  hands  of  Kate, 
breaking  in  at  the  edge  of  the  surface. 
Things  were  said,  of  course.  Her  mother 
chattered;  Ralph  talked;  her  father 
spoke  at  times,  his  words  like  a needle. 

The  needle  plunged  at  her  in  a silence 
toward  the  end  of  the  revolutions. 

“You  seem  weary,  Celia.  What  have 
you  done  with  yourself  while  I’ve  been 
gone?” 

“I  hope  tennis  hasn’t  tired  you,  Miss 
Duryea.” 

“No,  indeed.  I’m  not  tired.”  Celia 
drew  back  in  her  chair,  meeting  the 
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glance  of  the  two  men.  She  found  herself 
suddenly  rigid,  the  apex  where  two 
forces  clashed  and  hung,  immobile,  op- 
posed, unyielding. 

Her  mother  pushed  back  her  chair. 
“I  must  get  back  to  work.  You  lazy 
people  can  sit  on  the  veranda.” 

“I’ll  walk  along  with  you  if  I may, 
Mrs.  Duryea,”  Ralph  said. 

Mrs.  Duryea  hung  fire,  looking  at 
Celia.  Then  she  said,  calmly,  “Must 
you  go  so  soon?” 

“ Baxter,  my  lawyer,  wants  me  to  see 
a man  about  the  sale  of  that  land.” 

He  waited  at  the  door  for  Mrs. 
Duryea.  Mr.  Duryea,  with  a casual 
“ Good  night,”  had  gone  into  the  library. 
Celia,  her  hands  interlaced,  stood  just 
outside  the  curtains. 

“I  suppose  we  can’t  play  tennis  on 
Sunday  in  this  town?” 

“No.  Shocking!”  Celia’s  head  was 
bent,  as  though  she  listened  to  the  slight 
shuffle  of  her  father’s  lame  foot  behind 
the  curtains. 

“How  about  a ride,  then?”  Ralph 
spoke  eagerly.  “I’ll  come  around  with 
that  very  shiny  buggy — ” 

Celia  shook  her  head.  “Not  to-mor- 
row, I’m  afraid.  Father  has  brought 
some  work  he  wishes  me  to  go  over — and 
school  opens  Monday  again.” 

“But  you  won’t  need  all  day — ” 

Mrs.  Duryea  came  down  the  stairs. 

“I  don’t  know — how  much  of  it — ” 
Celia  held  out  her  hand  imploringly. 
“Good  night,  Mr.  Monroe.” 

He  touched  her  hand,  his  face  twisted 
into  the  frown  of  perplexity  she  had  seen 
there  earlier.  Silently  he  pushed  open 
the  door  for  Mrs.  Duryea,  and  followed 
her  down  the  steps.  When  his  square 
shoulders  had  disappeared,  Celia,  with 
a gesture  of  open,  loose  hands,  went 
between  the  curtains,  into  the  study, 
into  the  steady  inspection  of  her  father. 
He  sat  again  in  his  low  chair,  his  fingers 
playing  against  the  arms. 

“Don’t  tell  me  I heard  that — young 
man — offering  you  a buggy  ride!” 

“Yesterday,”  said  Celia,  “we  drove 
along  the  river  road.” 


“In  a ‘buggy’?”  His  pointed  beard, 
lifted  eyebrows,  and  smiling  mouth  were 
all  satiric  angles. 

“The  peach-trees  are  just  showing 
pink.”  She  dropped  into  the  chair  beside 
her.  Her  words  acted  as  the  note  to 
set  vibrating  all  that  afternoon — golden- 
brown  river  swift  between  green-gold 
willows,  the  orchard  pricking  its  faint 
glow  against  a spring  sky,  smooth 
breeze,  silence.  Then  her  father’s  words, 
another  note,  contending,  so  that  again 
she  felt  herself  the  rigid,  immobile  point 
of  conflict. 

“You  have  been  generous  of  your 
days” 

“You  don’t  like  him?” 

“Celia  dear!  Am  I supposed  to  take 
him  on  to  that  extent!  I come  home, 
eager  to  see  you.  You  aren’t  here.  After 
hours  you  come — and  I look  out  to  see 
a stranger  ogling  you!”  • 

Celia  winced.  He  had  seen  that  mo- 
ment in  front  of  the  house. 

“And  then  your  mother  rushes  in, 
shovels  this  stranger  into  my  study” — 
those  tapering  fingers  of  his  pushed 
through  the  dark  soil  of  her  heart,  in 
sure  quest  of  that  new  quickening — 
“and  leaves  him  here” — Mr.  Duryea 
stretched  back  in  his  chair,  puffing  his 
cheeks,  pushing  open  his  coat,  thrusting 
his  thumbs  into  his  belt — “boring  me 
with  tales  of  his  prowess  ” — he  deepened 
his  voice  and  roughed  his  intonations — 
“and  his  long  acquaintance  with  my 
family.” 

Celia’s  face  grew  warm — the  burlesque 
had  a cruel  dexterity. 

“He  is  a worthy  young  man,  no 
doubt.”  Her  father  shifted  forward,  his 
hands  about  one  knee.  “Just  the  quali- 
ties that  would  attract  your  mother.” 
For  another  moment  his  eyes  held  her 
with  their  hard  luster,  as  though  he  gave 
a final  twist  to  whatever  young  live 
thing  he  had  found.  “Discrimination, 
Celia!”  Then,  with  a sigh,  he  rose. 

“Now  let  me  show  you — ” His  voice 
softened.  As  he  limped  around  the 
table  he  laid  his  cold  fingers  for  an  in- 
stant on  Celia’s  hands.  “Did  I write 
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after  I saw  MacLaren?  No.  He  wishes 
to  use  some  of  your  sketches  in  the 
second  part  of  the  manual.  Several  of 
the  details  of  Greek  ornament,  one  or 
two  of  your  little  winter  sketches.”  He 
came  back  to  the  table  with  his  bag. 
“He  thinks  the  book  will  be  a success.” 

Celia  lay  back  in  her  chair,  a long 
tremor  running  over  her  body  under  the 
soft  insistence  of  her  father’s  voice. 

“This  is  for  your  share — ” He  held 
out  a small  white  box.  As  Celia  looked 
up,  mutely,  he  opened  it  and  extended 
his  hand.  In  the  palm  lay  a small, 
irregular  bit  of  jade,  a pendant  on  a thin 
gold  chain.  “Like  the  under  curve  of  a 
wave,  frozen,  isn’t  it!”  He  fastened  it 
around  her  throat. 

Celia’s  eyes  filled  with  tears.  “It’s 
beautiful—” 

“It  becomes  you.”  He  came  back  to 
his  chair.  “I  have  some  cuts  for  the 
manual  to  show  you,  and  all  the  proof  to 
go  over.  We’ll  do  them  to-morrow.” 

They  sat  in  silence,  Celia  with  a finger 
touching  the  bit  of  jade.  She  stirred. 

“I  think  I shall  go  up-stairs.”  She 
stood  in  front  of  her  father,  meeting  his 
sudden  sharp  peering  with  a smile.  “To 
be  quite  fresh  to-morrow.  Good  night.” 

“It’s  good  to  have  you  again,”  he 
sent  after  her,  with  a friendly  wave  of 
his  hand.  “Sleep  well.” 

After  she  had  undressed  she  stood  for 
a time  in  the  dark  window,  her  kimono 
caught  together  in  one  hand  doubled 
over  her  heart,  the  curtain  blowing 
rhythmically  against  her  cheek.  The 
soft,  misty  sky  with  its  few  stars  hung 
near  the  earth.  Slowly  past  her  swung 
the  hours  of  the  weeks  just  over.  Hours 
out  of  doors,  in  sunshine,  with  spring 
winds;  once  a shower,  through  which 
they  .had  nm  home,  laughing.  In  them 
all,  this  man,  sunshine  on  his  fair,  heavy 
hair,  his  white  teeth  flashing  at  her,  his 
strong,  sure  hands — Her  hand  clutched 
at  the  folds.  Hours  making  her  blowsy! 
Making  her  forget — ah,  everything  she 
had  built  toward,  all  her  life.  Deliber- 
ately she  rehearsed  the  mocking  imita- 
tion her  father  had  given.  Her  mother 


would  like  such  a man — robust,  sturdy, 
commonplace.  She  trampled  down  the 
soil  her  father  had  probed.  Surely  what- 
ever had  stirred  there  was  dead. 

But  hours  later,  when  Mrs.  Duryea 
came,  Celia  lay  still  awake,  her  eyes  held 
by  the  dark  space  of  window  with  its 
shadow  of  motion.  She  did  not  move  as 
her  mother  came  up  the  stairs,  her  tired 
step  loud  in  the  silent  house. 

The  next  afternoon  Celia  straightened 
her  shoulders  from  long  bending  over  the 
desk,  and  gently,  so  that  the  sound 
should  not  wake  her  father,  asleep  on  the 
couch,  piled  together  the  proof-sheets. 

She  read  again  the  title-page,  “Modem 
Methods  of  Instruction  in  Drawing:  A 
Manual  for  Teachers,”  and  slipped  that 
into  place  on  top  of  the  pile.  At  a shift- 
ing of  the  light  across  the  papers  she 
looked  up.  Her  mother  had  parted  the 
curtains.  Celia  shook  her  head  quickly, 
with  a gesture  toward  the  couch.  Mrs. 
Duryea  held  the  curtain  back,  impera- 
tively, and  Celia  followed  her,  reluc- 
tantly, into  the  hall. 

“What  is  it?”  she  asked,  coolly. 
“Don’t  wake  him.  He’s  very  tired.” 

“Come  out  here,  then.”  Mrs.  Duryea 
went  out  to  the  dining-room,  stripping 
off  her  huge  white  garden-gloves,  drop- 
ping them  with  her  trowel  on  a chair 
before  she  spoke. 

“Celia,  Ralph  wants  to  see  you.  He’s 
in  the  garden.” 

“I  told  him  I should  be  busy  all  day.” 
Celia  wheeled,  to  escape  to  the  library, 
but  Mrs.  Duryea  caught  her  arm. 

“He  asked  me  to  tell  you  that  he  must 
leave  town  to-morrow.  You  can’t  be 
absurd  and  rude,  after  all — ” 

“ Is  it  so  rude,  not  to  wish  to  see  him?” 

Mrs.  Duryea  withdrew  her  hand. 

“It  hasn’t  taken  your  father  long,  has 
it!”  Dull  red  mottled  her  cheeks. 

Celia  flung  up  her  head,  her  mouth 
hard,  but  before  she  spoke  her  mother, 
with  a small  laugh,  had  darted  between 
her  and  the  door. 

“There,  I didn’t  mean  to  say  a thing. 

But  Ralph  is  waiting  out  there,  below 
the  grape-arbor.  It  will  do  no  harm  for 
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you  to  be  civil.  If  you  don’t” — her 
breath  was  quick — “I’ll  just  walk  him 
right  into  the  library!” 

Celia '"stared  at  her  mother,  curious 
amazement  shooting  through  her  anger. 
She  crossed  the  room  slowly,  to  the 
outer  door. 

A graveled  path  led  down  a terrace  to 
the  garden  behind  the  house,  fenced  off 
by  a long  trellis  hung  with  tangled  grape- 
vines, still  bare.  Ralph  rose  from  the 
bench  under  an  old  apple-tree  in  the 
comer,  and  watched  her  slow  coming. 

“ I saw  your  mother  out  here,  planting 
seeds.”  He  was  gravely  apologetic. 
“You  had  said  you  would  be  busy,  but 
I ventured  to  run  in.  I had  a telegram — 
some  difficulty  about  a contract.  Won’t 
you  sit  down?” 

Celia  seated  herself,  erect  and  still. 

“You  see,  I couldn’t  go  without  see- 
ing you — ” He  dropped  beside  her, 
twirling  his  hat  between  his  knees. 
“You  know  that,  don’t  you!” 

“It  wasn’t  necessary.”  Celia’s  eye- 
lids were  heavy. 

“Yes,  it  was!”  He  flung  the  hat  aside. 
“But  don’t  look  so  far  off.  Has  some  one 
put  a spell  on  you  overnight,  to  turn 
you  back  to /stone?”  He  swung  around 
on  the  bench,  bracing  himself  Math  one 
hand  near  her  shoulder.  “You  can’t 
scare  me  now!  Not  after  yesterday — 
and  the  day  before — ” 

About  them  lay  the  faint  odor  of 
warmed  earth.  Celia  felt  the  sun  on  her 
hands,  along  her  arms — or  was  it  only 
the  warm,  bantering  tone  which  hung 
a little  in  the  quiet  garden?  She  lifted 
her  eyes.  Ralph’s  face  between  her  and 
the  clear  sky,  the  line  of  lean  cheek  and 
chin  tautly  defined. 

“ Celia,  Celia!”  Was  it  her  name,  that 
tender,  silver  word?  Celia  flinched 
away  from  the  hand  so  near  her  shoulder. 
The  steady,  clear  eyes  waited,  while  that 
silver  “ Celia  ” dropped,  dropped,  down  to 
a hidden  door,  behind  which,  cold,  bound, 
she  could  not  move.  Yesterday,  at  the 
sound,  she  had  pushed  open  that  door! 

“Celia!”  Ralph  bent  close  to  her. 
“You  know  what  I want!  You!  I want 


you  to  go  with  me  when  I go,  to-mor- 
row! Now  I’ve  found  you,  I can’t  let  you 
go  for  a day!  You  might  escape.  Per- 
haps I’m  too  fast — but,  Celia,  I love 
you.  There  isn’t  time  enough  for  half 
the  things  we  can  do  together.  Dear — ” 
His  hand  closed  over  hers.  “You’ll 
come,  Celia?  That’s  what  you  meant, 
last  night,  there  at  the  steps!” 

Her  hand,  under  his  fingers,  was  a 
traitor  to  her!  Her  heart  had  slipped  into 
it,  a mad,  riotous  thing.  In  her  ears 
hummed  a thin  wire,  her  father’s  voice, 
“Ogling  you!” 

“ It  will  take  a lifetime  to  tell  you  how 
lovely  you  are,  Celia — and,  oh,  the  fun 
we’ll  have!  I’ve  told  your  mother,  and 
she  wished  me  luck!” 

Celia’s  hand  tore  away  from  his. 

“You’ve  discussed — this — with  her!” 

“Just  now,  when  I had  to  see  you.” 
His  forehead  wrinkled  a little.  Pushing 
back  his  coat,  he  caught  his  thumb  in 
his  belt. 

The  bright  clashing  within  Celia 
stopped,  with  an  abrupt,  terrible  silence. 
She  saw  her  father,  his  pointed  brows 
derisive.  “Just  the  qualities  that  would 
attract  your  mother — ” What  had  so 
narrowly  betrayed  her!  She  rose. 

“ I’m  sorry  you  have  misunderstood — 
my  enjoyment  of  tennis — or  driving.” 
Her  voice  was  brittle.  “Perhaps  your 
discussions  with  my  mother  misled  you.” 

Ralph  was  on  his  feet.  His  clear, 
steady  gaze  had  changed,  like  a mirror 
splintered  by  a blow. 

“Did  I misunderstand  you  yesterday? 
What  has  happened  to  you  since?” 

“Nothing  has  happened,  Mr.  Mon- 
roe. But  I must  go  in  now — ” 

“I  won’t  let  you  go!”  He  confronted 
her  squarely.  “That  would  be  crazy! 
What  has  happened?  Celia,  you  can’t 
go  back.  I love  you"!  Is  it” — he  hesi- 
tated— “something  your  father  said? 
He  didn’t  take  to  me — ” 

“ Did  my  mother  tell  you  to  say  that?” 
No  longer  was  Celia  the  rigidity  of  two 
forces  clashed  and  held  by  their  violence. 
They  had  slipped  from  that  immobile 
grapple  into  tearing  destruction,  and  out 
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of  the  pain  she  struck  at  him.  “My 
father  take  to  you!  Oh,  let  me  go!” 

Ralph’s  hands  lifted  to  make  a barrier. 

“I  don’t  wonder  at  his  hating  any 
one  who  might  want  you,”  he  said, 
slowly.  “But  that  couldn’t  make  you 
hate  me,  could  it?” 

“I  don’t  hate  you.”  Celia’s  face  had 
a tense  pallor.  “It’s  only — I lapse  so 
dreadfully — from  what  he  thinks  I am — 
all  the  fineness — he  wants  in  me — ” She 
tried  to  push  past  Ralph. 

But  his  arms  went,  out,  had  her,  held 
her.  She  shut  her  eyes  against  his  face, 
close,  demanding. 

“Celia,  you’re  all  beauty — I love  you. 
Do  you  hear?  And  you  love  me — ” 
Then  his  lips  were  on  hers.  Something 
rushed  through  her,  a swift  fire,  a strong, 
sweet  shouting.  But  she  struggled  away 
and  ran  past  him,  blindly,  down  the  path 
to  the  house. 

At  the  door  of  the  dining-room  she 
halted,  her  arms  out  to  the  door-jamb  to 
steady  herself.  Across  the  room,  round- 
ing the  table  with  his  swift,  syncopated 
walk,  his  face  like  a gargoyle’s  in  its 
sneer,  came  her  father. 

In  front  of  her  he  stopped,  his  shoul- 
ders crooked,  his  face  keeping  its  sneer. 
Celia  felt  her  whole  being  crawl,  like  a 
green  and  sluggish  tide.  Finally  he  spoke. 

“So.  While  I sleep  you  slink  out  to 
philander  in  the  kitchen  garden — like  a 
drab!  May  I ask  you  to  choose  some 
decent  privacy  if  you  must  kiss  young 
men?”  He  thrust  his  face  close  to  hers, 
the  sneer  twitching  like  a mask  of  cam- 
bric. “Thought  you  could  hoodwink 
me!  What — what  haven’t  I done  for 
you?  And  you  scramble  into  the  first 
arms  open  to  you — ” 

To  Celia  her  blood  seemed  to  clot  in 
her  ears,  in  her  eyes,  so  that  she  would 
not  hear  his  words,  could  not  see  that 
cambric  mask.  Faintly  she  heard  an- 
other voice,  her  mother’s. 

“Are  my  garden  things  here,  my 
gloves?”  She  bustled  in.  “Oh  yes. 
Here  they  are.”  She  drew  them  on. 

Mr.  Duryea  spun  around,  one  hand, 
the  fingers  curled,  fiung  toward  her. 
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“You — you — This  is  your  scheme!” 

“Philip,  you* have  already  said  more 
than  enough  to  be  sorry  for.”  She 
walked  toward  him,  swinging  her  trowel. 
“You’d  better  count  ten — or,  better, 
about  five  hundred!” 

Her  father  crouched  a little.  Before 
he  -spoke  again  Celia  fled,  through  the 
hall,  up  the  stairs,  his  words  snarling  and 
yelping  at  her  heels. 

She  pushed  her  door  shut.  From  the 
room  below,  rising  like  a vapor,  came  the 
ominous  cadence  of  emotion,  formless, 
wordless.  Then  silence.  A humming 
blackness  floated  toward  her,  out  of  the 
corners  of  the  room.  Steadily  fight- 
ing it  off,  she  walked  across  to  the 
couch.  She  sat  down  and  presently  the 
humming  darkness  flowed  back  into  the 
comers. 

Something  had  crashed.  She  was  too 
tired  to  stoop  for  the  pieces,  to  see  what 
had  gone.  Queer  she  felt  so  numb. 
Cold,  too. 

Her  father  had  said  those  things — 
ugly,  unjust,  horrible!  Perhaps — her 
face  showed  a brief  flare  of  horror  over 
its-  gray  numbness — had  she  deserved 
those  things?  But  for  once  that  wire 
faded  to  work.  Something  had  smashed 
through  the  delicate  mechanism  of  self- 
reproach.  With  a twist  of  her  body  she 
lay  face  downward  on  the  couch,  her 
hands  pressed  over  her  ears  as  if  to  shut 
out  the  words  she  had  heard. 

Dusk  filled  the  room. 

A rap  at  the  door  shuddered  through 
her  body.  She  did  not  move  when  the 
door  opened,  nor  when  her  mother’s 
light  step  stopped  beside  the  couch. 

“I  thought  you  might  like  some  tea,” 
she  said,  casually.  Celia  did  not  move. 
“Come,  Celia.” 

“Please  go  away.” 

The  cup  clinked  on  the  table.  Mrs. 
Duryea  put  one  arm  under  Celia’s  body 
and  pulled  her  firmly  up  against  her 
shoulder. 

“Celia,  I want  to  talk  to  you.  Oh,  I 
know  you  don’t  want  me  to.  And  you 
must  drink  this  first.  You’re  frozen.” 

The  cup  was  at  her  lips.  Easier  to 
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drink  than  to  struggle — the  liquid  was  a 
hot  auger  boring  into  her  frigidity. 

“Now  come  into  my  room.  I’ve  made 
a fire  there.  I won’t  make  you  stay — ” 
She  pulled  Celia  to  her  feet.  “You  know 
I wouldn’t  bother  you  unless  I had  to — ” 
Her  voice  trembled. 

Celia  allowed  herself  to  be  led  to  the 
door  of  her  mother’s  room.  There  the 
light  and  gay  color  rose  like  a wall,  and 
she  turned  in  flight.  But  her  mother 
closed  the  door  quickly  and  pushed  a 
chair  near  the  small  fireplace. 

“You  sit  there.”  She  snapped  off  the 
lights  except  for  the  little  pink-shaded 
desk-lamp  behind  her,  and  dragged  a 
wicker  rocker  to  the  other  side  of  the 
hearth.  Before  she  sat  down  she  poked  a 
few  sticks  under  the  blazing  log. 

Celia  watched  the  fire.  Complete 
emptiness  possessed  her. 

“ You  see,”  began  her  mother,  abrupt- 
ly, as  though  continuing  a conversation, 
“ I have  a sort  of  feeling  that  I ought  to 
do  penance — though  I know  that’s  non- 
sense. But  it  looks  as  if  you  had  been 
tied  up  as  an  offering  in  my  stead.  So 
now  I’m  willing,  eager,  to  say  anything 
or  do  anything  that  will  cut  you  loose. 
If  he  hasn’t  done  it  himself.” 

Celia’s  hands  shut  together  in  her  lap. 

“I  have  tried  before,  when  I wanted 
to  send  you  to  college  somewhere  away 
from  here.  That  scared  him.  He  saw 
you  getting  free.  Well,  you  didn’t  go.” 

Out  of  Celia’s  lethargy  rose  a thin 
ghost,  a phantom  of  her  life-habit,  the 
justification  of  her  father. 

“He  wasn’t  well.  He  needed  an  as- 
sistant.” 

“ Yes.  And  that  way  he  kept  you  from 
going  off  to  college.  And  he  kept  even 
your  work  for  himself.  I had  hoped 
there  at  least  you  might  get  away.  The 
job  of  drawing-teacher  in  the  schools 
isn’t,  one  would  say,  heavy  enough  to 
take  two  person’s  time.” 

Her  tone  was  so  tranquil,  so  undis- 
turbed, that  Celia  listened;  the  things 
said  became  a piling  up  of  tiny  weights, 
scarcely  felt  at  first. 

“What  I want  to  do,  though,  is  to  go 


back-much  farther.  You  see,  at  the 
beginning  he  had  me,  just  as  he  has  you 
now.  I was  teaching  here,  in  a primary 
room,  when  he  came.  I was  quite  young, 
inexperienced,  and  his  polish,  his  cold- 
ness, his  whole  way  was  fascinating.  But 
he  couldn’t  let  me  alone.  He  didn’t  love 
me.  I found  that  out  soon  enough  after 
we  were  married.  He  hasn’t  ever  loved 
anybody  but  himself.  No,  not  even  you, 
Celia.  He  thinks  he  has  made  you,  that’s 
all.  That’s  why  he  was  so  mad  this 
afternoon.  He  tried  to  make  me  over. 
I was — well,  older  than  you — when  he 
started.”  Mrs.  Duryea  smiled.  “A 
good  deal  like  one  of  these  rubber  balls 
children  have,  soft,  all  right.  But  he’d 
think  he’d  made  a dent,  and  when 
he  took  his  thumb  away,  out  I’d  bob. 
Then  he  was  irritated.  Frightfully.  He 
didn’t  like  my  friends.  Nor  my  way  of 
doing  things.  Finally  I thought  that  one 
day  he’d  simply  cut  me  into  shreds,  boil 
me  down,  whatever  you  do  to  finish  off 
a rubber  ball!  So  I bounced  out  of  his 
hand.  Nothing  else  to  do.  I couldn’t 
leave  him — he  had  to  have  some  one 
looking  out  for  him,  and  then  there  was 
you.  The  trouble  was,  I was  so  busy 
bouncing  back  into  work,  away  from 
him — that  it  was  quite  a while  before  I 
saw  he  had  his  hands  on  you.  And 
then — ” Celia  felt  her  eyes  touch  her, 
wistfully,  for  an  instant.  “I  didn’t  know 
how  he  had  done  it,  but  you  didn’t  like 
me.  I wonder  whether  you  remem- 
ber when  you  were  quite  a little  girl,  you 
decided — I suppose  most  children  have 
such  ideas — that  you  had  some  mystery 
about  your  birth.  A foundling,  or  noble 
birth,  or  something.  But  you  wanted  to 
be  his  child.  So  you  asked  him — if  I 
could  be  your  real  mother.  Do  you  re- 
member?” 

Celia  did  remember. 

“He  told  you  your  real  mother  had 
died.  You  almost  believe  it  to  this  day !” 

“But  he  wasn’t  lying!”  The  ghost 
came  again,  driving  her  into  words. 
“He  meant  it  figuratively.  He  thought 
I understood.  He  always  treated  me  as 
his  equal.  He  meant  you  had  changed.” 
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“He  knew  exactly  how  you  took  it. 
He  told  me  of  it,  with  triumph!  Think 
of  it,  Celia!  And  I — You  wouldn’t 
listen  to  me.  I was  outside  your  charmed 
circle.  How  old  were  you  before  you 
knew  how  he  meant  it?  Old  enough  to 
believe  him  figuratively.  So  nothing 
changed.  And  he  made  fun  of  me  be- 
cause I kept  a shop!  What  is  there 
ridiculous  about  running  a book-store? 
A good  one,  too.  It  made  me  free  of 
him  and  so  he  had  to  cry  it  down.  But 
Celia” — she  gulped — “has  he  ever  told 
you — how  much  money  from  that  shop 
he  uses?” 

Celia  stared  at  her.  The  pressure  of 
accumulating  weights  had  pain  for  her 
now. 

“I  shouldn’t  tell  you,  perhaps — but 
it’s  all  the  rest  of  your  life  I’m  trying  to 
give  you.  I have  thought  what  I could 
do — especially  lately.  For  a long  time 
I was  just  hurt  because  you  turned 
against  me.  I didn’t  see  his  scheme — I 
suppose  I hadn’t  patience  enough.  Not 
that  he  had  a scheme  at  first.  But  there 
you  were,  soft,  pliable  stuff.  He  could 
make  you  what  I wouldn’t  be,  slave, 
admirer,  wonderer  at  him.  Oh,  he  must 
have  seen  it  clearly  to  do  it  so  well !” 

“You  have  always  been  jealous  of 
me!”  Celia  struck  out  in  a gesture 
prompted  by  that  ghost  of  defense. 

“Oh — jealous!  He’s  made  you  think 
that.  If  I could  make  you  see — He 
wanted  to  be  a super-person.  His  lame- 
ness— his  lack  of  success — he  meant  to 
paint,  you  know — He  had  to  have 
shelter,  a place  where  he  was  that  super- 
person.  He  couldn’t  have  a shadow  of  a 
rival  in  it.  What  has  he  done  to  all  the 
friends  you  might  have  had?” 

“They  couldn’t  stand  comparison 
with  him.  He’s  not  touched  them!” 

“What  happened  to  Laura  Welles? 
Nice,  jolly  girl.  You  didn’t  know  I 
heard  your  father,  the  night  he  met  her 
here  for  the  third  time!  A little  twist  of  a 
knife,  straight  into  the  friendship  that 
had  started!  And  that  boy,  last  winter! 
And  now' — Ralph!” 

Mary  Duryea  sighed.  Between  her 


eyebrows  a triangle  of  tiny  drops  of 
moisture  glistened.  But  her  face,  except 
for  that  triangle  of  suffering,  kept  its 
whimsical  tolerance  of  mouth  and  eyes. 

“I  told  Ralph  to  hurry  up,”  she  said, 
suddenly.  “ I hoped  he’d  sweep  you  off 
before  Philip  came  back.  He  did,  too, 
almost!  You  were  a different  person! 
What  could  your  father  say  about  him? 
He’s  the  finest,  truest  boy  I ever  knew. 
And  Philip  knows  it!  That  is  exactly 
why  he  forgot  himself  and  raged  at  you. 

He  was  afraid.  He  hasn’t  done  that  for 
a long  time — ” She  paused,  reminis- 
cently. “He  used  to  talk  to  me  that 
way  occasionally.  He’s  very  sorry  for 
it  by  now.” 

“Oh,  don’t!  don’t!”  Celia  flung  her-' 
self  around  in  her  chair,  hiding  her  face 
against  her  arm.  The  numbness,  the 
lethargy,  was  stripped  away;  she  came 
back,  as  from  an  anesthetic,  into  a white 
glare  of  anguish.  Through  her,  tangled 
in  the  knot  of  devotion,  had  always  run 
a thread  of  justice,  too  firm  to  break 
now.  These  things  were  true.  He,  her 
father,  had  himself  attested  to  them. 

Her  mother’s  hand  touched  her  shoul- 
der, a friendly,  human  pat. 

“There,  Celia.  That’s  all.  I just 
wanted  to  say  those  things  before  you 
sent  Ralph  away.” 

Celia  lifted  her  face;  color  and  life 
drained  out  of  it,  leaving  it  piteous, 
blank. 

“There’s  nothing  left  of  me,”  she  said, 
slowly.  “I’ve  tried  just  to  be — what 
I thought  he  would  like  — because  I 
thought  it  was  beautiful  and  fine  and 
perfect — and  it’s  gone.”  Her  hands 
dropped  into  her  lap,  palms  upward. 

Mary  Duryea  picked  up  the  cold 
hands  and  held  them,  warmly. 

“Nonsense,  Celia!”  Her  eyes  had  a 
flare  of  loveliness.  “You  see,  you’ve 
taken  what  was  good  in  him  — and 
there’s  much  of  it.  He’s  given  you  his 
best.”  She  flushed.  “I  guess — I have 
been  jealous  of  that.  It’s  only  that  I 
won’t  have  him  giving  you  more  of  his 
worst.” 

She  bent  to  stir  the  fire;  the  sudden 
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leap  of  flame  sprayed  her  hair  into  soft 
light,  touched  with  gold  whimsical 
planes  on  forehead,  cheek,  and  out- 
stretched, steady  hand. 

Celia  saw  the  lights  shivered  into  pris- 
matic edges  through  her  own  incredulous 
tears. 

“And  now” — Mrs.  Duryea  pushed 
back  her  rocker — “now  I’m  going  to 
draw  a warm  bath  for  you- — and  you’re 
going  straight  to  sleep.  To-morrow’s 
time  enough.  I don’t  know  whether  you 
care  enough  for  Ralph  to  take  him  or 
not.  Marrying  lasts  quite  a while.”  She 
smiled.  “But  you  will  know.” 

Celia  lay  back  in  her  chair,  a curious 
listlessness  on  body  and  mind.  Her 
mother  had  drawn  the  knife  out  of  her 
wound  and  showed  it  to  her,  clean,  no 
slightest  rust  of  bitterness,  strange  war- 
rant of  healing.  She  gave  herself  up  to 
warmth  and  light  and  the  little  bustle  of 
her  mother’s  coming  and  going. 

“Here  are  your  things.”  Her  mother 
spread  them  on  the  chair  beside  her. 
“Everything’s  ready.”  She  closed  the 
door  softly  behind  her. 

Celia  undressed  slowly.  The  warmth 
of  the  fire  flowed  about  her. 

Presently,  in  her  own  room,  unstar- 
tled, she  saw  her  mother  move  out  of  the 
shadows  near  the  window. 

“Jump  into  bed  and  I’ll  open  your 
windows.” 

She  stood  beside  the  bed,  indistinct, 
just  the  lines  of  her  bent  head  and  shoul- 
der showing,  ineffably  tender,  valiant. 

“Good  night,  Celia.”  Her  hand 
reached  out,  touched  Celia’s  arm.  “Go 
right  to  sleep.” 

After  a moment  she  had  gone. 
Through  the  window  came  the  spring 
wind,  earthy,  sweet. 

All  night  Celia  moved  through  tran- 
quil pools  of  sleep,  coming  sometimes 
almost  into  troubled  consciousness,  and 
then  dropping  again  into  tranquillity. 

When  she  woke  the  room  was  full  of 
sunshine.  Then,  as  though  her  waking 
let  down  the  bars  behind  which  the  night 
had  herded  them,  they  rushed  upon  her 
anged  and  clawed,  cruel  thoughts. 


images.  She  cowered.  But  under  her 
eyelids  flashed  a quick  picture  of  her 
mother,  undaunted,  standing  in  the 
shadow  by  her  bed.  She  pushed  herself 
erect.  Whatever  happened,  she  could 
at  least  face  things.  If  she  pretended 
not  to  be  afraid — they  might  slink  off. 

She  dressed,  lingering  a little  with  each 
motion.  The  ordinary  demands  of  a day 
had  lost  their  important  meanings.  The 
house  was  still.  They  had  gone,  her 
father  and  her  mother.  The  day  was 
strange,  secret.  At  its  core,  hidden, 
something  which  was  hers,  if  she  could 
work  through  to  it,  without  fear. 

She  stopped  at  the  door  of  her  moth- 
er’s room.  The  sunlight,  in  plashes  on 
its  chintzes  and  white  woodwork,  quiv- 
ered over  her  like  a poignant,  ironic 
tune,  not  to  be  endured.  Then  some- 
thing— a small  bedroom  slipper  with  its 
pink  bow,  perhaps — loosened  the  ache  in 
her  throat.  She  had  been  scornful ! She 
had  thought  she  wanted  her  life  to  be 
beautiful,  fine;  and  all  the  time  that 
clear,  bright,  simple  room,  and  the 
woman  living  in  it,  had  stirred  derision 
in  her,  or  pity! 

Through  warm,  humble  tears  she 
looked  down  the  stairs,  toward  the 
drawn  curtains  of  the  study.  Behind 
them  she  almost  heard  her  father  drag 
his  twisted  foot,  in  shadows — 

If  she  had  come  to  hate  him,  she 
would  still  be  bound  to  him!  That 
thought  came  drifting  up  from  the  dark 
curtains  and  passed.  She  was  sorry  for 
him!  Tears  were  on  her  cheeks  now. 
“He’s  given  you  his  best,  always!”  Her 
mother  had  said  that! 

Through  her  tears  she  saw  the  front 
door  pushed  open  and  warm  light  rush 
into  the  house.  Ralph  stood  below  her, 
peering  about  the  hall. 

“Celia!”  he  called,  softly.  Then  he 
saw  her. 

For  a moment  she  hung  there  above 
him. 

“Shall  I come  after  you?”  he  cried. 

“No,”  she  said,  and  her  voice  dropped 
clear,  wondering.  “No.  I’m  coming — 
Ralph.” 
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BY  C.  A.  BENNETT 

ONCE  upon  a time  there  was  a man 
who  said:  “Go  to,  now;  I will 
build  the  largest  and  most  beautiful  and 
most  comfortable  hotel  in  the  city.  It 
shall  have  a thousand  rooms  and  a thou- 
sand bathrooms.  The  rooms  will  be  cool 
in  summer  and  warm  in  winter,  and  the 
waiters  will  be  known  far  and  wide  for 
their  courtesy.” 

So  he  consulted  an  architect.  And 
the  architect  gathered  his  staff  to- 
gether, and  for  months  they  worked, 
solving  difficult  problems  of  design, 
struggling  to  harmonize  the  claims  of 
comfort  and  beauty,  and  transferring 
with  exquisite  precision  their  ideals  to 
paper. 

Engineers  came  with  their  gangs  of 
laborers — men  from  all  parts  of  the 
earth,  from  Italy  and  Russia,  from  Ire- 
land and  Scandinavia  and  Africa.  They 
dug  and  blasted  through  the  sweating 
summer  and  raised  and  riveted  great 
girders  of  steel  through  the  cold  of  win- 
ter. Workers  in  marble  and  dressers  of 
fine  stone  and  masons  joined  in  the  task. 
Brains  served  muscle  and  muscles  served 
brain  until  at  last  the  tall  shell  of  the 
building  was  complete. 

Came  the  craftsmen  in  wood  and 
worked  skilfully  in  oak  and  walnut  and 
mahogany  and  cedar;  and  with  the  men 
who  knew  the  ways  of  stone,  to  carve  the 
capitals  of  pillars  and  to  lay  floors  of 
marble  and  tiled  floors  and  floors  of 
tessellated  stones  in  beautiful  archaic 
patterns. 

The  interior  of  the  vast  building  was 
alive  with  workers — with  glaziers  and 
plumbers  and  mechanics  and  electricians 
and  painters,  who  through  their  various 
skills  brought  the  wisdom  of  generations 


to  the  creating  of  this — the  finest  hotel 
in  the  city. 

Came  the  decorators  and  upholsterers, 
with  multitudinous  furniture,  with  fine 
stuffs  and  hangings  upon  which  thou- 
sands of  human  hands  had  been  work- 
ing for  months,  with  rare  tapestries 
and  with  rugs  looted  from  Eastern  pal- 
aces. 

The  four  quarters  of  the  globe  were 
ransacked  and  the  energies  of  uncounted 
thousands  of  men  were  laid  under  com- 
mand, for  was  not  this  to  be  the  finest 
hotel,  the  last  word  of  civilization,  in  the 
city? 

At  last  it  was  finished,  and  the  man 
at  whose  desire  it  had  taken  shape  sur- 
veyed it  and  saw  that  it  was  good,  and 
set  a day  for  the  grand  opening. 

. Upon  the  great  day  I went  to  the  hotel 
and,  passing  through  the  crowd  of  people 
in  the  great  hall,  made  my  way  down  a 
broad  corridor  toward  the  dining-room. 
Two  men,  who  had  just  left  the  dining- 
room, were  coming  toward  me.  The  one 
nearer  me  was  a short,  stout  'man,  gross 
and  puffy  in  appearance.  He  was  wear- 
ing shiny  black  shoes,  white  socks,  a 
rather  loud  check  suit,  and  a white  tie. 
A soft  hat  was  pushed  back  on  his  head. 
He  was  picking  his  teeth  as  he  walked. 
He  seemed  quite  at  home  in  the  midst  of 
the  material  splendor  which  surrounded 
him,  as  though  he  had  come  into  his  own. 

He  sank  into  a deep  arm-chair  near 
by,  and  indicated  another,  with  a little 
gesture,  to  his  companion.  He  sat  up 
in  the  chair,  hitched  up  his  trousers,  and 
pushed  his  hat  a little  farther  back.  He 
produced  two  cigars  and  offered  one  to 
his  companion,  who  refused  it. 

“Whazza  matter?  Not  feelin’  good? 

. . . Well,  after  that  dinner  I feel 
prime.” 

He  bit  on  his  cigar  and  spat  the  end 
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out  on  the  floor.  He  lighted  it  and 
puffed  sensuously  for  a few  moments. 
Then  he  turned  to  his  companion,  and 
said: 

“Well,  as  I was  tellin’  you,  I said  to 
the  guy,  ‘Y’  oughter  be  dam’  glad  you 
could  get  five  dollars  a pair  for  them,’  I 
said.” 

He  paused,  and  spat  in  the  direction  of 
a large  brass  urn. 

He  missed. 

Yet  the  stones  of  the  tessellated  pave* 
ment  did  not  cry  out. 

DE  SENECTUTE 

BY  DONALD  CORLEY 

THEY  were  huddled  over  the  little 
fire  in  the  pseudo-empire  drawing- 
room. It  was  snowing  in  Venice,  and 
the  two  little  old  men  who  were  warm- 
ing their  hands  were  a trifle  melancholy. 
The  adventures  of  the  morning  had  been 
spoiled  for  them. 

“It’s  too  bad,  Abner,”  one  of  them 
was  saying.  “We  might  have  gotten 
over  there  and  found  the  little  alley  that 
we  couldn’t  even  measure  with  the  yard- 
stick. That  one  yesterday  was  thirty- 
seven  inches,  wasn’t  it?  The  little  one 
between  the  church  and  the  bake-shop?” 

“Thirty-seven  and  a quarter,”  his 
brother  corrected,  dolorously,  but  tri- 
umphantly. 

Then  they  began  to  tell  me  who  they 
were;  that  they  had  a hardware-store  up- 
state in  New  York,  and  that  they  had 
gotten  tired  of  sitting  around  in  front  of 
it  while  their  nephews  did  the  work,  and 
they  guessed  they  were  too  old  to  be 
much  use,  anyway.  The  only  fun  they 
ever  had,  it  seemed,  was  going  up  the 
river  with  the  flat-boat  and  bringing 
down  a lot  of  stones  that  they  picked  up 
in  the  fields  to  build  a wall  around  the 
pasture. 

“We  didn’t  need  the  wall,”  one  of 
them  explained,  “but  it  gave  us  some- 
thing to- do.  And  so  I said  to  brother 
one  day:  ‘John,  let’s  go  to  Europe.  It 
might  liven  us  up  a bit.’  And  so  here  we 


“Yes,”  echoed  John,  “here  we  are  in 
Europe,  and  we’ve  been  in  Florence,  and 
we’ve  been  in  Rome,  and  if  it  hadn’t 
been  snowing  this  morning  we’d  have 
gone  out  measuring.  You  know  Abner 
and  me  gets  lots  of  fun  measuring  these 
little  streets  in  Venice.  First  we  began 
to  notice  how  narrow  they  were,  and  we 
got  real  interested  one  day  when  we 
found  one  we  couldn’t  walk  in,  ’cept 
Indian  file,  and  Brother  Abner  remem- 
bered he’d  put  a yard-stick  in  his  trunk 
(Got  it  out  of  the  store,  you  know, 
thinking  we  might  need  it — though 
Nephew  Adoniram  laughed  at  us  for 
wanting  to  take  a yard-stick  to  Europe) 
and  I remembered  I had  a steel  tape- 
line.  It’s  a good  one.  too ; we  got  three- 
fifty  for  them  in  the  store,  and  they  don’t 
stretch  none,  either — steel  ones.  Since 
then  we’ve  found  Venice  real  interesting. 
And  every  morning  after  breakfast 
we’ve  been  going  measuring.  Then  we 
stop  to  feed  the  pigeons  at  Saint  Mark’s 
Church  and  come  home  to  dinner.  Do 
you  know  they’s  six  streets  that’s  forty- 
two  inches  wide,  and  two  thirty-nine, 
and  seventeen  that’s  between  forty-two 
and  sixty  (though  the  wider  ones  don’t 
interest  us  much),  and  one  that’s  thirty- 
seven?” 

“Thirty-seven  and  a quarter,”  his 
brother  corrected  again. 

“ And  we  hope  to  find  one  that’s  thirty 
inches  wide,  but  Abner  thinks  he  saw 
one  somewhere  that  might  be  twenty- 
nine,  and  when  we  find  it  I guess  we’ll 
be  moving  on.  But  it’s  snowing  to-day, 
and  I don’t  know.  Abner’s  rheumatism 
is  beginning  to  hurt  him  some,  and  I 
don’t  know.  We  measured  one  of  those 
gondolas,  too,  and  then  we  got  interested 
to  see  if  they  was  all  the  same  length, 
all  lying  there  together  in  the  water — 
but  the  gondola-men  didn’t  seem  to  like 
us  to.” 

“Do  you  like  going  about  in  a gon- 
dola?” I inquired. 

“Well,  we  talked  about  doing  it,  at 
first,”  he  answered,  “but  we  guessed 
that  hauling  stones  on  the  flat-boat  was 
about  right  for  us.” 
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The  other  brother  suddenly  looked  up 
from  his  note-book  (in  which  I suspected 
were  inscribed  the  forty  - two  - inch 
streets,  the  thirty-nine-inch  street,  and 
the  thirty -seven -and -a- quarter-inch 
street  and  the  twenty-nine-inch  street 
that  were  still  to  be  found)  and  waved 
his  hand  at  a picture  hanging  over  my 
head.  He  laid  a bony  finger  on  my  knee 
persuasively. 

“Say,”  he  inquired,  feverishly,  “are 
you  a judge  of  art?” 

Modestly  I disclaimed  it. 

“You  know,”  he  continued,  “brother 
and  me  didn’t  know  nothing  about  pict- 
ures back  home,  ’cepting  bank  calendars 
and  harvester  advertisements,  but  when 
we  was  in  Florence  some  people  told  us 
to  go  and  look  at  pictures — and  you 
know,  there’s  a lot  of  pictures  in  Flor- 
ence; you  wouldn’t  think  there’d  be  so 
many  in  one  town ! We  like  cows,  but 
there  weren’t  many  to  speak  of — and 
then,  going  around,  we  got  so  we  liked 
the  pictures  of  a feller  named  Nabbe. 
And  every  day  when  we  was  looking  at 
pictures  we  looked  to  see  if  we  could 
find  a Nabbe,  and  sometimes  brother ’d 
say  to  me — ’fore  we’d  looked  at  the 
name,  ‘John,  I bet  that’s  a Nabbe!’  And 
we’d  go  up  and  look  at  it,  and,  sure 
enough,  it  would  be.  We  got  to  feeling 
right  proud.” 

The  sun  had  come  out,  and  it  filled  the 
dingy  little  drawing-room.  Abner,  with 
a glint  in  his  pale-blue  eyes,  went  to  the 
window  briskly.  Then  he  called  to  his 
brother. 

When  I last  saw  the  two  of  them  they 
were  hurrying  along  with  mufflers 
around  their  throats,  and  black  ear- 
muffs  over  their  ears,  with  overcoats  and 
goloshes — Abner  with  a yellow  yard- 
stick grasped  firmly  in  his  right  hand, 
like  a sword,  John  with  a steel  tape- 
measure,  the  ring  and  a few  inches  of 
tape  drawn  out  for  immediate  action. 

A few  weeks  later,  while  engaging 
passage  in  a steamship-office  in  Rome,  I 
found  them  again. 

They  greeted  me  with  warmth,  with 
effusion,  with  affection. 


“We’re  going  home,”  said  Abner. 
“We  think  we  might  enjoy  sitting 
around  the  hardware-store  again  and 
telling  everybody  about  the  pigeons  in 
Venice  that  ’ll  eat  all  the  green  peas 
you’ll  give  them,  and  about  the  queer 
things  we  used  to  have  for  dinner  in 
Europe,  and  about  the  railroad  conduct- 
ors and  the  queer  money  they  have  here.” 

“Will  you  tell  them  about  Nabbe?”  I 
asked. 

“We  bought  a Nabbe,”  they  both 
exclaimed,  and  Abner,  who  usually  tried 
to  be  spokesman,  went  on: 

“ Brother  and  me  talked  it  over,  won- 
dering whether  we’d  stay  a month  longer 
with  the  money  we  had,  or  whether  we’d 
buy  something,  and  we  remembered 
we’d  seen  a Nabbe  for  sale  in  a picture- 
store  in  Florence.  And  so  we  went  back 
to  Florence,  and,  sure  enough,  there  it 
was — two  cows,  and  a man  with  a 
feather  in  his  hand.  And  so  we’re  taking 
it  home,  to  hang  in  the  parlor.  Ado- 
niram  would  think  we’d  wasted  a lot  of 
money,  but  we  ain’t  just  going  to  tell 
him  how  much!” 

My  friends  lingered  to  chat  with  me. 
They  were  going  on  an  earlier  steamer, 
and  I felt  that  I should  never  see  them 
again. 

“Did  you  ever  find  the  thirty-inch 
street?”  I asked,  as  I shook  their  trem- 
bling old  hands. 

Their  faces  clouded.  “Thirty-one  and 
three-quarters  was  the  best  we  could  do* 
but  we  think  there  must  have  been  one,” 
said  Abner.  “But  when  we  get  home, 
we’re  going  to  haul  a lot  of  stones  from 
up  the  river  and  build  a wall  along  the 
side  of  the  ice-house,  twenty-seven  inches 
away  from  it,  to  remind  us  of  Venice.” 

A MODERN  INSTANCE 

BY  FRANCIS  HACKETT 

IT  was  a carpeted  office,  with  innu- 
merable dusty  signed  photographs  on 
the  walls,  uncounted  ash-trays,  and  a 
general  suggestion  that  hysteria  rather 
than  melancholia  would  be  the  penalty 
of  its  ways. 
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“ You  haven’t  stopped  to  figure  all  the 
money  we  got  to  put  into  it,  my  boy,” 
the  Producer  was  saying  to  the  Play- 
wright, “ but  I think  we  may  be  able  to 
fix  you.  Hold  on.  We  ought  to  call  in 
Sol.”  A slab  pitted  with  disks  was  at 
fat  Mr.  O’Grady’s  hand.  He  leaned  over 
and  pressed  a disk  repeatedly. 

A lean  man  in  shirt-sleeves  appeared 
at  a side  door,  where  he  stood  regarding 
Jim  O’Grady  with  disfavor.  “Watcha 
want?” 

“Meet  Mr.  Quiverlance,  Sol.” 

The  lean  man  came  around  and  gave  a 
cavernous  look  at  the  playwright,  ex- 
tending a hairy  hand  and  a hoarse  greet- 
ing. 

“About  this  play,  Sol.  Just  telling 
Mr.  Quiverlance  here  we  think  we  may 
be  able  to  fix  it.  What  do  you  say? 
You’ve  read  it,  ’ain’t  you?” 

“Sure  I read  it.  Tell  you  frankly,  Mr. 
Quiverlance,  I don’t  see  it.  It’s  got  a 
pretty  good  idea,  but  it  ’ll  take  a lot 
more  money  than  I can  see  in  it  now. 
You  ’ain’t  stopped  to  consider  the  in- 
vestment a thing  like  this  means.  It 
eats  up  money  alive.  What  do  you  think 
we  are  running,  a charitable  institution? 
That  cast  of  yours  is  a regular  Lambs 
Club.  Honest,  I don’t  get  your  point  of 
view.  It’s  so  unnecessary.  But  I 
wouldn’t  be  discouraged  if  I was  you. 
You  have  lots  more  talent  than  lots  of 
people.  But  this  is  an  impossibility,  if 
you  don’t  mind  my  being  frank.” 

The  Playwright  examined  Sol  with 
puzzled  eyes.  Mr.  O’Grady  saved  him 
the  trouble  of  speaking. 

“Lay  off,  Sol.  Easy  with  the  whip. 
It’s  all  right,  Mr.  Quiverlance,  but  you 
don’t  realize  how  these  costume  plays 
rim  into  money.  We’ll  come  back  to 
that,  but  first  we  got  to  show  you  where 
it  falls  down.  How  about  it?” 

Sol  pushed  out  his  under  lip  rather 
disgustedly.  Then  he  took  a chair  with 
his  back  to  the  Broadway  light.  Mr. 
O’Grady  spoke  persuadingly : 

“Of  course  you  can’t  hope  to  get 
away  with  this  thing  as  it  is.  It’s  utterly 
im-pawsible.” 


“Absopolutely,”  agreed  Sol. 

“The  heroine  passes  out  in  the  second 
act.  Ain’t  that  right?  How  about  that, 
Sol?  Pretty  funny,  eh?  Drowns  herself 
in  the  second  act!  It’s  certainly  some- 
thing different,  but  it  can’t  be  pulled 
off.” 

“Not  pawsibly,”  agreed  Sol. 

“ And  the  hero — his  line  of  talk  to  her 
is  awful  raw.  Why  does  he  turn  her 
down,  anyway?  What  has  she  done?  I 
don’t  get  it,  really  I don’t.  You’ll  lose 
all  the  sympathy  if  he  raises  Cain  like 
that.  That  part’s  got  to  be  toned  down 
a lot.  Why  wouldn’t  something  like  this 
be  better — -?  —Wait,  now.  I guess  we 
weren’t  right.  After  all,  Sol,  the  ingdnue 
can’t  fall  for  one  of  the  other  courtiers. 
But  why  couldn’t  he  fix  it  so  the  climax 
comes  along  toward  the  middle  of  the 
last  act — after  the  spat  with  the  father? 
That’s  the  dope.  When  she  gets  wise 
that  he’s  killed,  she  passes  out — see? 
Hang  it  onto  that.  She  ditches  herself; 
and  then  have  her  brought  in  just  before 
the  curtain.” 

Sol  Katz  champed  at  the  exuberant 
Mr.  O’Grady.  “That’s  one  item,  but 
would  you  take  a chance  on  investing  in 
a play  with  the  kind  of  characterization 
this  has?  Would  any  audience  you  ever 
saw  be  likely  to  get  that  hero?  What’s 
he  driving  at?  I may  be  stupid — half  the 
lines  don’t  make  sense,  to  me.  Above 
all,  Mr.  Quiverlance,  you’ve  got  to  be 
clear.  Why,  I can  get  twenty  plays  to- 
morrow I’d  love  to  produce,  but  they’re 
not  clear.  You  make  this  fellow  out  to 
be  sort  of  a nut — always  talking  to  him- 
self. He  doesn’t  get  anywhere,  that  is 
the  trouble.  He’s  a failure.  Who’s  in- 
terested in  a failure?  I’ll  tell  you 
veiy  quickly — nobody.  ‘The  Fortune 
Hunter,’  ‘It  Pays  to  Advertise’ — that’s 
what  people  want  to  go  and  see — clever, 
bright  stuff  with  a fellow  who  wins  in  the 
end.  You  get  me?  This  thing  here — 
blaa!  When  it’s  all  said  and  done — blaa! 
What  you  want  is  a curtain  in  the  last 
act — a knockout.  I took  on  this  thmg 
as  promising,  Jim,  but,  frankly,  we 
hadnH  ought  to  touch  it.” 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Go  'gle 


THE  LION’S  MOUTH 


761 


“Sol,  whatcha  talking  about?  This 
has  class.  If  Mr.  Quiverlance  will  work 
with  us  right  we  can  make  a star  play 
out  of  it.  There’s  one  bit  I’m  not  ex- 
actly keen  about  myself.  The  ‘play 
within  a play’ — awful  stuff.  They’re 
all  copying  it  from  the  movies.  The 
play’s  too  long,  anyway,  ro  that  can  be 
canned.  But  I’m  for  most  of  it.  Very 
strong.” 

Sol  arose  with  some  impatience  and 
walked  to  the  window. 

“I  can’t  see  it.  I’m  highbrow,  too, 
but  what’s  the  object  of  it?  People  can’t 
be  left  in  doubt  in  the  theater.  They 
gotta  be  entertained.  They’re  tired, 
they’re  worried,  they’re  sore.  They  want 
to  forget  it.  You  know  you  do  yourself. 
Maybe  a man’s  had  a bad  year  in  busi- 
ness, or  took  a flier,  or  lost  his  mother. 
One  night  he  says,  ‘Let’s  forget  our 
troubles  and  go  and  have  a nice  time  in 
the  theater,’  and  he  comes  to  a show 
like  this.  What  does  he  get?  He  gets  a 
fellow  on  the  stage  in  trouble  like  him- 
self, just  as  tired  and  worried  and  sore 
as  he  is.  And  what  does  the  fellow  say 
to  help  him?  He  acts  just  simply  rotten. 
He  insults  his  girl.  He  sticks  her  father 
in  the  gizzard.  He  makes  a mess  of 
everything,  and  in  the  end  he  gets  into  a 
scrap  in  a graveyard  and  dies.  That’s 
a fine  scene  for  Broadway,  a graveyard! 
It’s  not  common  sense  in  the  theater 
business.  You  pay  a million  dollars’ 
rent,  and  then  you  give  ’em  a graveyard 
scene,  skulls  and  gravediggers  and  a lot 
of  undertaker  talk.  People  won’t  stand 
for  it.  They  get  all  the  funerals  they 
want  as  it  is.  Frankly,  Mr.  Quiverlance, 
I don’t  seem  to  see  it.” 

The  dramatist  had  not  opened  his 
lips.  He  had  looked  from  O’Grady  to 
Katz  and  from  Katz  to  O’Grady. 

“How  about  it,  Mr.  Quiverlance?” 
asked  O’Grady.  “What’s  your  dope  on 
all  this?”  And  he  looked  at  his  watch 
to  see  if  he  could  make  his  train.  He 
had  seven  minutes.  “Too  bad — got  to 
beat  it.  Oh,  by  the  way,  that  title, 
‘Hamlet’!  Seriously,  old  man,  you  got 
to  do  better  than  that.  How  about 
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‘The  Father  Who  Came  Back’?  Well, 
think  it  over.” 

And  Mr.  O’Grady  bolted  for  his 
train. 

BALLADE  OF  THE  MODERN.  BARD 

BY  RICHARD  LE  GALLIENNE 

THE  day  has  gone  of  lovely  things, 
According  to  the  modern  bard; 

Of  dreariness  and  dross  he  sings. 

And  hymns  the  homely  and  the  hard. 
The  sweat-shop  and  the  engine-yard: 

Of  these  he  makes  his  doleful  tune. 

And  plenteous  slang  doth  interlard — 

I still  prefer  to  sing  the  moon. 

Dry  are  the  Heliconian  springs. 

And  sere  is  Enna  flower- bestarred ; 

Speak  not  of  Pegasus  his  wings, 

For  all  such  ancientry  is  barred; 

Yea!  feathered  shalt  thou  be  and  tarred 
For  such  old  nonsense  in  thy  rune — 

By  H41oise  and  Abelard! 

I still  prefer  to  sing  the  moon. 

Nor  dare  to  speak  of  queens  and  kings. 

Democracy  is  now  the  card; 

On  the  fair  Past  the  poet  flings 

The  flint,  the  pebble,  and  the  shard; 

The  gospels  of  the  Savoyard 
Have  wrought  this  sansculottish  boon: 

O for  some  frankincense  and  nard! — 

I still  prefer  to  sing  the  moon. 

ENVOI 

Ah!  Prince — or,  rather,  I mean  “pard” — 
Let’s  to  our  lotus  and  lagoon, 

And  call  for  our  Pretorian  guard — 

I still  prefer  to  sing  the  moon. 

THE  CLASSICS  AND  THE  “PRACTI- 
CAL” ARGUMENT 

BY  F.  M.  COLBY 

IF  I were  a classical  scholar,  I should 
not  rest  my  case  on  what  is  called  the 
argument  from  practical  life.  It  may  be 
gratifying  if  one  can  cite  a dozen  bank 
presidents  who  are  in  favor  of  teaching 
the  elements  of  Latin  and  Greek,  but  it 
is  a Short-lived  joy.  Some  one  before 
long  wall  surely  cite  two  dozen  bank 
presidents  who  are  against  it.  I have 
just  finished  reading  the  fifteenth  article 
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published  within  the  last  two  years  in 
which  the  writer  rounds  up  in  defense  of 
the  classics  a considerable  number  of  the 
politically,  commercially,  and  scien- 
tifically successful  persons  of  the  mo- 
ment. . There  are  one  President,  two  ex- 
Presidents,  two  Secretaries  of  State,  and 
a handsome  showing  of  administrators, 
bankers,  heads  of  trust  and  insurance 
companies,  engineers,  mathematicians, 
electricians,  economists,  botanists,  zo- 
ologists, psychologists,  physicists,  and 
chemists.  This  may  have  been  a more 
bountiful  and  seductive  list  than  any 
anti-classical  man  had  produced  at  that 
moment,  but  it  is  not  a more  bountiful 
one  than  he  could  produce,  if  you  gave 
him  time.  It  contains  fifty  professors  of 
science,  both  pure  and  applied.  The  man 
who  could  not  within  a week  produce 
fifty-five  on  the  other  side  would  not  be 
worth  his  salt  as  an  anti-classical  de- 
bater. Then  the  unfortunate  writer  of 
the  first  article  would  have  to  find  five 
more,  and  thus  the  debate  would  resolve 
itself  into  a mad  competitive  scramble 
for  botanists,  engineers,  business  men, 
and  the  like,  to  which,  so  far  as  I can  see, 
there  would  be  no  logical  conclusion  till 
they  had  all  been  caught  and' tabulated. 
And  after  this  was  all  done,  we  should  be 
just  where  we  were  when  we  started. 
For  the  success  of  these  successful  per- 
sons is  not  a successful  test. 

If  the  majority  of  them  knew,  what 
they  never  could  know — that  is  to  say 
that  they  presided,  banked,  adminis- 
tered, engineered,  insured,  botanized, 
and  psychologized  no  better  for  their 
study  of  the  classics,  the  question  of  the 
classics  would  still  be  as  open  as  before. 
As  human  beings  they  were  probably 
engaged  during  a considerable  portion  of 
their  lives  in  doing  other  things  than 
climbing  into  presidencies  or  directing 
banks  or  building  bridges  or  organizing 
other  human  beings.  If  not,  they  were 
forlorn  creatures  whom  it  is  not  desirable 
to  reproduce.  As  human  beings  their 
leisure  was  probably  a matter  of  some 
practical  concern  to  them.  Statistics  of 
success  cannot  decide  a question  that 


pertains . to  their  personal  leisure.  I 
doubt  if  statistics  of  success  can  decide 
any  question  at  all,  when  the  standard  of 
success  is  the  vague,  unstable,  arbitrary 
thing  implied  in  these  discussions.  No- 
body wants  his  own  life  regulated  by  the 
way  a chance  majority  of  these  success- 
ful persons  happen  to  feel  about  theirs. 
Still  less  would  he  want  his  children  to 
be  brought  up  only  to  resemble  them. 
Every  plain  person  realizes  that  there  is 
a vast  domain  of  thought,  feeling,  and 
activity,  including  religion,  music,  poet- 
ry, painting,  sport,  dancing,  among 
many  other  things  that  subsists  quite 
independently  of  the  good  or  bad  opinion 
of  any  motley  group  of  persons  picked 
out  by  educators  as  successful  at  this 
day. 

When  they  tell  you  that  some  railway 
manager  thinks  that  Latin  has  helped 
him  in  his  labors  and  that  he  still  reads 
Horace  for  pleasure,  they  are  telling  you 
nothing  either  for  or  against  the  study 
of  Latin.  Even  an  educator  would  not 
be  any  more  eager  to  have  his  daughter 
learn  to  dance,  if  he  knew  that  the  chief 
justice  of  the  Supreme  Court  had  danced 
regularly  all  through  his  career  for  its 
beneficial  effects  upon  his  profession,  and 
was  still  dancing  at  almost  every  idle 
moment  of  the  day  just  for  the  pleasure 
of  it.  He  does  not  want  the  doings  of 
the  chief  justice  to  mold  his  daughter’s 
life  in  all  particulars.  He  probably 
would  just  as  lief  she  did  not  resemble 
in  many  ways  that  undoubtedly  respect- 
able person. 

And  the  question  of  the  classics  is  in 
this  outside  domain,  whatever  their 
casual  relation  may  be  to  a random 
group  of  professional,  business,  and  sci- 
entific activities.  It  may  be  that  the 
best  poetry  in  the  English  language  is 
detested  by  the  one  thousand  ablest 
executives  in  this  country  at  this  mo- 
ment. Indeed,  it  probably  is.  But  that 
has  no  relevance  to  a question  of  its 
value.  Even  in  the  wildest  educational 
articles  of  the  month,  you  do  not  find 
this  fact  advanced  as  a conclusive  argu- 
ment from  practical  life  for  the  promo- 
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tion  of  the  detestation  of  poetry.  No- 
body takes  the  child  aside  and  says, 
“Hate  poetry  and  up  you  go  to  the  very 
top  of  the  drygoods  business.” 

But  perhaps  educators  do  not  really 
attach  any  importance  to  this  nonsense. 
They  are,  no  doubt,  more  sensible  than 
they  seem.  There  is  no  use  in  taking  the 
malign  view  of  educators  that  their  per- 
sonalities resemble  their  usual  educa- 
tional articles.  They  probably  do  not 
believe  any  more  than  I do  in  a neat 
hierarchy  of  success  with  the  better  man 
always  a peg  above  the  worse  one,  or 
that  if  you  skim  the  cream  of  contempo- 
rary celebrities  you  will  have  a collection 
of  more  practical  lives  than  if  you  had 
taken  the  next  layer  or  the  layer  below 
that.  Practical  lives,  as  led  in  Germany 
during  the  last  forty  years  or  so,  must 
begin  to  seem  to  them  now  somewhat 
visionary.  And  they  can  hardly  retain  a 
sublime  confidence  in  the  standards  of 
success  of  their  own  generation,  which, 
though  equipped  with  the  very  latest 
modern  efficiency  tests  and  appliances, 
nevertheless  reverted  overnight  almost 
to  a state  of  cannibalism.  They  probably 
would  admit  that  instead  of  compelling 
the  next  generation  to  resemble  the  sort 
of  persons  that  society  has  often  per- 
mitted to  become  uppermost  in  this,  it 
might  be  only  humane  to  give  it  a fair 
chance  of  not  resembling  them.  When 
you  read  the  language  of  educational 
disputes  tradition  begins  to  seem  a 
reasonable  thing.  Educational  debaters 
argue  with  an  air  of  mathematical  cer- 
tainty, as  if  working  out  an  equation,  and 
then  produce  a solution  containing  such 
hopelessly  unknown  quantities  as  the 
value  of  the  opinion  of  fifty-seven  more 
or  less  accidentally  important  persons  as 
to  the  sort  of  lives  all  the  rest  of  the 
world  should  live. 

And  I should  take  tradition  rather 
than  the  word  of  Mr.  H.  G.  Wells  in  his 
latest  two  novels  on  the  subject  of  edu- 
cation. I believe  the  classical  tradition 
had  more  to  do  with  the  making  of  Mr. 
H.  G.  Wells  than  any  treatise  on  biology 
that  he  ever  read.  Mr.  Wells  has  more 


in  common  with  Plato  than  he  has  with 
Herbert  Spencer,  and  it  is  because  he 
writes  more  in  the  style  of  the  Phsedo 
than  he  does  in  the  style  of  The  Princi- 
ples of  Sociology  that  we  read  him.  If 
Mr.  Wells  considers  Plato  a dull  old 
fool,  as  he  probably  does,  that  has  noth- 
ing to  do  with  it.  He  has  absorbed  since 
his  nativity  a literature  that  has  been 
steeped  for  many  centuries  in  the  writ- 
ings of  these  old  fogies  he  despises.  In  a 
sense  they  own  him,  so  far  as  there  is 
anything  in  him  that  is  worth  perma- 
nently possessing.  Mr.  Wells  is  essen- 
tially a very  ancient  person,  but,  being 
strangely  incapable  of  self-analysis,  he 
does  not  know  how  he  came  by  a large 
part  of  his  incentives  and  suggestions. 
That  is  why  he  has  latterly  so  often 
moved  in  circles  rediscovering  old 
thoughts  that  antedate  the  Christian 
era,  and  thinking  they  were  new.  If  an 
archeologist  examined  Mr.  Wells,  he 
would  find  him  full  of  the  ruins  of  an- 
cient Rome,  and  he  is  much  the  brisker 
writer  for  containing  them.  Nobody 
would  be  reading  Mr.  H.  G.  Wells  to- 
day if  he  were  a mere  product  of  con- 
temporary science.  If  he  could  have 
applied  his  theory  of  education  to  his 
own  bringing-up  he  would  have  com- 
mitted literary  suicide. 

A more  obvious  instance  is  that  of  one 
of  Mr.  Wells’s  immediate  literary  an- 
cestors. Samuel  Butler  in  The  Way  of 
AU  Flesh  is  almost  as  ferocious  toward 
Latin  and  Greek  as  he  is  toward  fathers 
and  mothers.  He  suggests  no  substitute 
for  Latin  or  Greek  any  more  than  he 
suggests  a substitute  for  the  family,  but 
he  implies  that  all  three  should  be 
abandoned  instantly  on  the  chance  that 
substitutes  may  turn  up.  Now  I know 
that  the  radicalism  of  Samuel  Butler  in 
respect  to  these  and  other  matters  is 
what  mainly  interests  the  modem  com- 
mentator. But  it  has  nothing  to  do  with 
his  permanent  interest.  Dozens  of  more 
radical  writers  can  be  found  everywhere 
who  are  exceedingly  dull.  The  value  of 
The  Way  of  All  Flesh  is  in  its  texture — 
the  weaving  together  of  a thousand  small 
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things — and  not  in  a few  large,  central 
thoughts.  Essentially  it  is  in  the  best 
tradition  of  the  English  novel.  Also  it  is 
hopelessly  entangled  with  the  classics. 
He  has  to  make  his  hero  take  honors  in 
them  at  the  university  in  order  to  get  the 
muscle  to  attack  them.  He  is  a prize- 
fighter who  knocks  his  boxing-masters 
down  to  show  how  little  he  has  learned 
from  them. 

AN  OLD  ACQUAINTANCE  REVIVED 

BY  EDITH  M.  THOMAS 

“ T AM  locking  for  the  Lion’s  Mouth,” 

X I said  to  the  person  standing  in  the 
doorway  of  a shop,  whose  sign  showed 
the  proprietor  to  be  one  P.  Rocrustes — 
or  so  I read  it.  Having  pronounced  the 
name  aloud,  before  noticing  its  probable 
owner,  my  observation  was  distinctly 
apologetic  in  tone.  He  whom  I should 
properly  call  my  “interlocutor”  as- 
sumed a disturbingly  ironical  expression: 

“And  why  may  you  be  looking  for  the 
Lion’s  Mouth?  Are  you  not  afraid?” 

I answered,  readily:  “On  the  contrary. 
Why  should  I be  afraid  when  I have 
pounds  of  good  red  meat  to  feed  to  the 
Lion?” 

He  whom  I must  call  P.  Rocrustes  was 
interested,  or  affected  interest,  in  this 
piece  of  information.  “What  sort  of 
meat?” 

I answered,  airily,  “Oh,  Sensational 
Disclosures — Personalia  with  Pep — The 
War  of  the  Highbrows  and  the  Literary 
Proletariat — ” 

“Sounds  good — sounds  good,”  inter- 
rupted the  person  in  the  doorway.  “I 
happen  to  know  that  the  Lion  is  roaring 
for  something  of  this  sort.  But  if  you 
will  step  into  my  place  for  a moment,  I 
think  I can  show  you  something  that 
will  be  of  advantage  to  know  when  you 
present  your  offerings.” 


I did  not  like  the  looks  of  the  speaker, 
but  with  a curious  sense  of  compulsion 
followed  him  into  his  shop.  Empty  of 
wares  of  any  kind,  of  furniture,  even, 
when  my  eye  had  excepted  what  ap- 
peared to  be  a sort  of  oblong  framework 
rather  high  and  covered  with  a dark 
drapery.  To  this  my  unpromising  chance 
acquaintance  led  me  with  the  air  of  one 
who  would  indulge  in  no  preamble.  And 
this  is  what  he  said: 

“ What  is  the  use  of  beating  about  the 
bush?  You  are,  of  course,  an  author. 
You  are  heading  for  the  Lion’s  Mouth 
with  a wealth  of  meaty  ideas.  You  have 
‘pep’ — sometimes  more  pep  than  solid 
substance.  But  you  spoil  your  effects 
by  being  too  expansive.  You  should 
come  sooner  to  the  point.  Condensa- 
tion, my  little  man,  is  what  you  need. 
You  are  miles  too  long!  But  I have  here 
a reducing  method  which  will  remedy 
all  that.” 

I watched  him,  under  a horrid  fascina- 
tion, as  he  jerked  the  drapery  from  the 
framework,  revealing  what  in  some  re- 
spects suggested  an  operating-table;  in 
others,  a sort  of  couch. 

“Come,”  he  said.  “I  do  my  work 
with  neatness  and  despatch.  On  you 
go,  my  little  man,  and  when  you  come 
off—” 

He  made  a motion  to  grab  me,  but 
with  an  alertness  and  a speed  which  we 
possess  only  in  dreams  I fled.  And  as  I 
fled  a quick  enlightenment  came  over 
my  perturbed  mind.  What  I had  seen 
I now  know  to  have  been  nothing  more 
or  less  than  Procrustes’  Bed.  I had 
stupidly  misread  the  letters  of  the  sign 
over  that  doorway.  I had  but  stumbled 
upon  an  old  acquaintance  of  my  boy- 
hood (introduced  by  Monsieur  Lem- 
priere) — the  famous  old  brigand  that 
terrorized  travelers  in  Attica.  I have 
not  been  in  that  street  since. 
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IT  has  been  reported  that  an  expedi- 
tion which  some  months  ago  left  our 
shores  for  the  Arctic  regions  carried  a 
very  full  moving-picture  equipment  for 
the  instruction  of  the  Eskimos  in  the 
facts  of  our  civilization.  The  mild 
savages  of  the  North  were  expected  to  be 
so  much  interested  in  the  exhibition  that 
they  would  form  the  wish  for  some  sort 
r{  business  connection  with  us,  and  trade 
of  various  sorts  would  spring  up  between 
the  two  races  to  their  mutual  advantage. 
For  the  immediate  promotion  of  the 
commercial  object  of  the  expedition,  the 
steamer  which  carried  it  was  provided 
with  goods  for  barter,  and  with  lumber 
for  building  houses  which  the  Esqimos 
might  so  far  prefer  to  their  native 
igloos  as  to  forsake  these  ice  huts  for 
something  like  the  bungalows  which  we 
build  so  readily.  Bungalows  are  not 
specified,  but  they  are  such  a favorite 
with  us  in  our  suburbs  and  countrysides 
that  we  have  made  bold  to  suppose  they 
would  be  the  first  type  suggested  to  the 
Eskimos. 

The  visitors,  it  is  frankly  stated,  ex- 
pect to  trade  their  goods  for  the  local 
“gold,  copper,  and  other  minerals,”  but 
whether  they  will  make  any  charge  for 
admission  to  the  moving  pictures  is  a 
point  left  to  the  imagination.  We  hope 
not;  we  think  this  would  not  be  good 
business',  the  Eskimos  might  be  repelled 
from  the  knowledge  of  our  life  unless  it 
was  freely  offered  them.  They  will  be 
shown  how  we  have  our  being  by  means 
of  moving  pictures,  and  possibly  these 
pictures  will  be  not  only  the  reproduc- 
tion of  fact,  but  also  scenes  borrowed 
from  the  drama  of  the  movie  theaters. 
Many  of  ourselves  are  largely  acquainted 
with  our  own  life  through  these.  Our 


instruction  through  them  begins  at  a 
very  tender  age;  children  of  five  or  ten 
years  may  be  daily  seen  studying  our 
conditions  from  them,  and  probably 
forming  themselves  upon  the  morals  em- 
bodied in  the  actions.  It  is  possible  that  if 
the  Eskimos  trusted  to  them  they  might 
imagine  us  a frontier  people  armed  with 
revolvers,  or  holding  up  our  hands  at  the 
bidding  of  those  who  carry  them.  The 
students  of  our  life  would  see  us  flinging 
ourselves  into  the  saddle,  and  disappear- 
ing in  the  clouds  of  desert-dust  from  our 
flight  or  pursuit;  or  in  the  riot  of  ball- 
rooms, which  are  also  barrooms,  wildly 
embraced,  with  our  hats  and  spin's  on, 
by  bare-necked  ladies  of  advanced  vam- 
pire species,  and  fox-trotting  among 
tables  that  reel  about  us  and  spill  their 
cards  and  glasses  under  our  feet.  This 
would  be  the  general  character  of  our  life 
as  revealed  in  the  Western  drama;  and  in 
its  Eastern  episodes  the  Eskimos  would 
be  invited  to  see  us  reveling  amidst  the 
splendor  of  our  palaces  on  the  Riverside 
Drive  while  the  skilled  burglar  ascends 
or  descends  by  the  rain-pipe  outside  and 
leans  over  to  peer  at  our  revelry  through 
the  casements,  and  marks  his  intended 
loot  on  our  persons.  Or,  if  it  is  desirable 
that  the  Eskimos  should  be  warned  of 
certain  defects  of  our  civilization  (for  we 
ought  to  be  perfectly  candid  with  them) 
the  scene  may  change  in  a flash  to  some 
act  of  drunken  violence  in  the  slums,  or 
to  the  interior  of  a Wall  Street  office 
where  a group  of  nefarious  financiers  are 
concocting  a scheme  for  the  wreck  of  a 
railroad  or  the  betrayal  of  some  innocent 
client  whom  they  have  induced  to  dabble 
in  rotten  stocks. 

We  have  been  imagining  that  a given 
Eskimo  has  been  accompanied  through- 
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out  by  some  intelligent  boy  belonging  to 
the  expedition  who  will  have  a boy’s 
delight  in  explaining  the  scenes  as  he 
has  mastered  their  meaning  from  ac- 
quaintance with  movies  familiar  to  boys 
of  his  age.  The  Eskimo  will  be  all  the 
better  for  this  boy’s  inability  to  explain 
the  more  recondite  motives  of  the  char- 
acters, and  perhaps  he  will  be  all  the 
better  if  he  does  not  comprehend  every 
fact  of  real  life  presented  to  him  directly 
from  our  complex  civilization;  we  un- 
derstand that  it  is  not  solely  a wish  for 
the  Eskimo’s  trade  that  prompts  the 
managers  of  the  expedition.  Not  only 
do  the  explorers  hope  to  barter  their 
cargo  for  his  “gold,  copper,  and  other 
minerals,”  but  they  afeo  wish  to  en- 
lighten and  improve  him.  They  carry 
him  lumber  to  build  houses  which  he 
may  substitute  for  his  ice  hut  and  learn 
to  live  in  them  something  like  the  life  we 
live  in  our  comfortable  farmsteads  and 
village  “homes,”  our  summer  cottages 
and  suburban  bungalows.  The  improved 
habitations  which  the  expedition  will 
supply  him  the  means  of  budding  in  ex- 
change for  his  precious  ores  would  be 
nothing  without  the  desire  of  the  uplift 
which  their  possession  will  implant  in 
him. 

This  desire,  as  we  imagine,  is  to 
follow  from  his  study  of  the  “moving 
pictures  of  how  the  white  man  lives,” 
and  a wood-built  house  wilt  its  modern 
improvements  and  complex  comforts  im- 
plies. It  is  not  only  a knowledge  of  the 
physical  interior  which  he  is  to  profit  by, 
but  also  the  moral,  the  spiritual  interior 
of  our  homes,  and  it  is  this  which  the 
expedition  will  find  it  difficult,  but  we 
hope  not  impossible,  to  reveal.  Natu- 
rally, the  more  signal  events  only  will 
have  been  trammeled  in  the  screen,  and 
matrimony  will  be  chief  among  them. 
The  ceremony  of  American  marriage,  as 
it  is  celebrated  in  the  church  or  in  the 
home,  will  be  seen,  but  hardly  the  sim- 
pler rite  before  a justice  of  the  peace. 
The  church  marriage  may  be  shown  to 
the  exclusion  of  the  home  marriage, 
even,  and  the  Eskimo  will  see  the  sacred 


interior  with  the  ushers  giving  the  in- 
vited guests  their  arms  and  showing 
them  to  their  seats  in  the  order  of  their 
arrival  or  their  prearranged  priority.  In 
a flick  of  the  screen  the  savage  spectator 
will  see  the  bridal  pair  advancing  with 
their  bridesmaids  and  groomsmen  (or 
with  w hatever  more  modern  companion- 
ship) to  the  altar,  where  not  less  than  two 
clergymen  will  join  in  the  ceremony  of 
making  them  husband  and  wife.  Then, 
with  another  flick  they  will  be  shown 
leading  down  the  aisle  to  the  church  door 
to  the  music  of  the  wedding-march  in 
“ Lohengrin  ” as  rendered  by  the  gramo- 
phone. 

Another  incident  which  frequently  en- 
sues “in  the  course  of  human  events” 
among  us,  may  be  shown  to  the  Eskimo 
observer,  and  he  may  next  see  the  judge 
pronouncing  a decree  of  divorce  in 
court  and  putting  asunder  the  same 
couple  whom  the  ministers  of  God  had 
joined  together  in  the  church. 

The  Eskimo  would  no  doubt  have  an 
insuperable  difficulty  in  realizing  these 
facts,  without  explanation,  but  the  man- 
agement will  be  sure  to  have  the  moving 
pictures  accompanied  by  a lecture  in  the 
Eskimo  language.  Even  with  this,  and 
the  help  of  that  well-informed  boy,  some 
phases  of  our  life  may  be  rather  unintel- 
ligible. What  would  the  Eskimo  make 
of  our  society  functions,  our  dinners, 
our  dances,  and  our  costumes  for  them, 
the  rigid  formality  of  the  men’s  dress  and 
the  return  to  nature  in  the  women’s? 
The  native  climate  would  forbid  the 
slightest  dicolletti  to  an  Eskimo  lady, 
not  to  mention  other  extremes  to  which 
some  American  ladies  abandon  them- 
selves. But  perhaps  the  directors  of  the 
expedition  intend  their  moving  pictures 
to  show  only  how  the  simpler  life  is  led 
among  us,  even  this  would  be  hard 
enough  for  the  average  Eskimo  to  appre- 
hend, though  the  accompanying  lecture 
might  help  considerably. 

The  terrible  catastrophes  attending 
the  operation  of  our  lives  might  be  fitly 
ignored,  but  could  the  Eskimo  regard 
without  dismay  the  spectacle  of  Fifth 
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Avenue  jammed  from  curb  to  curb  with 
automobiles  and  the  foot-passengers 
finding  their  way  through  them?  Would 
the  sight  of  an  aeroplane  sweeping  our 
sky,  or  a dirigible  starting  for  Europe, 
inspire  him  to  enter  into  commercial 
relations  with  us?  We  very  seriously 
question  it.  If  the  Arctic  populations 
have  been  able  to  resist  the  appeal  of  the 
exploring  expeditions  of  the  past  in  the 
sail-  and  steam-vessels  which  have  vis- 
ited them,  it  does  not  seem  probable  that 
the  wonder  of  our  later  inventions  will 
tempt  them  to  embrace  the  traffic  of 
explorers  approaching  them  with  the  lure 
of  the  moving  pictures. 

There  is,  of  course,  no  intention  on 
the  part  of  the  explorers  to  abuse  the 
savage  ignorance  or  the  childlike  sim- 
plicity of  the  Eskimos,  and  we  do  not 
know  just  how  far  they  wish  to  carry 
their  scheme  of  teaching  him  how  we  live. 
Commonly  the  primitive  man,  whether 
in  the  arctic  or  the  tropic  seas,  has  too 
often  hitherto  been  approached  by  ad- 
venturers of  European  race  with  articles 
which  appeal  to  his  fancy  rather  than 
his  intelligence,  his  business  instincts,  or 
the  elements  of  moral  and  mental  uplift 
in  his  nature.  Bright-colored  clothes  and 
cloths,  beads  of  all  cheap  sorts,  sizes, 
and  colors,  looking-glasses  large  and 
small,  assorted  pocket-knives,  guns  and 
pistols,  fish-lines  and  fish-hooks,  all  kinds 
of  bottles  full  or  empty,  needles  and 
thread,  and  every  variety  of  simple  ma- 
chines and  utensils,  with  such  ruder 
musical  instruments  as  horns,  whistles, 
and  bells,  and  the  countless  toys' and 
tools  of  civilization  which  the  savage  can 
or  cannot  use.  It  is  to  be  feared  that 
such  adventurers  mostly  wished  to  take 
advantage  of  the  natives  whom  they 
visited  among  their  icebergs  or  coral 
reefs,  and  it  is  of  record  that  some  facts 
of  the  white  man’s  life  taught  them  by 
example  were  not  altogether  edifying. 

We  should  hope,  however,  that  the  in- 
fluence of  the  moving  pictures  employed 
by  an  enterprise  frankly  commercial  in 
its  intention  will  be  truly  instructive. 
To  this  end  the  pictures  should  represent 


the  evil  as  well  as  the  good  of  our  life. 
Not  only  the  daily  risks  and  chances  of 
our  way  of  living  should  be  shown  in  the 
sort  we  have  suggested,  but  the.  crimes 
which  deform  it,  and  the  penalties  which 
visit  these.  The  thief  is  so  common 
among  us  that  he  could  be  readily  caught 
by  the  film  in  some  offense  and  his  trial 
in  court  could  follow  with  his  consign- 
ment to  one  of  our  innumerable  prisons; 
or  the  murderer  captured  by  the  camera 
in  the  act  of  shooting  or  stabbing  his  vic- 
tim and  then  seen  expiating  his  crime 
in  the  electric  chair.  All  this  is  very 
dreadful  in  the  supposition,  but  the 
facts  are  so  common  that  they  are  hardly 
beyond  the  scope  of  the  vigilant  film. 

No  student  of  our  civilization  can  fail 
to  have  been  impressed  by  the  rapid 
succession  of  homicidal  atrocities  which 
have  usurped  in  the  journalistic  record 
the  news  of  the  war  lately,  filling  all  the 
first  pages  with  its  headlined-horrors. 
Among  the  reflections  suggested  by  this 
fact,  we  have  been  pursued  by  the  fan- 
tastic question  whether  the  impression 
of  our  daily  history  may  not  somehow 
suffer  a change  into  something  sensible 
to  the  eye  and  so  be  imparted  in  the 
film.  This  will  be  questioned,  or  will 
perhaps  be  totally  denied,  but  in  a day 
when  we  are  believed  to  be  in  communi- 
cation with  those  who,  having  died,  are 
living  again,  it  will  scarcely  do  utterly  to 
reject  a phase  of  the  miraculous  because 
it  is  transcendently  marvelous.  Why 
should  not  the  appeal  to  our  conscious- 
ness pass  by  a species  of  unprecedented 
metabasis  from  one  mental  avenue  to 
another,  and  become  something  visible? 

By  this  means  the  worst  of  our  life  could 
be  shown  to  the  Eskimos  as  well  as  the 
best  and  we  should  have  no  uncandor  to 
reproach  ourselves  with.  If  they 
should  decide  not  to  enter  into  commer- 
cial relations  with  us  it  would  be  after 
seeing  the  whole  and  not  merely  a part 
concerning  us. 

Journalism  has  taken  a vast  step  tow- 
ard some  such  metabasis,  or  translation 
of  the  narrative  into  the  graphic  history  of 
the  day.  The  good  and  the  beautiful,  the 
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evil  and  the  ugly,  are  alike  shown  as  well 
as  told.  No  phase  of  any  vital  event — 
society  marriage  or  divorce,  murder  and 
conviction  or  acquittal- — is  ignored.  The 
principal  spectators  are  portrayed  to  the 
limits  of  interest  or  curiosity;  the 
fathers  and  mothers  of  the  dramatis  per- 
sona' are  summoned  to  illustrate  the  in- 
cident, their  children  and  their  babes  in 
arms  are  invoked  to  satisfy  the  utmost 
reach  of  the  appetite  for  the  personal- 
ized fact.  The  press  is  a screen  for  which 
our  daily  life  poses;  the  morning  paper 
is  a movie  of  the  same  effect  on  our 
nerves  and  tastes  as  the  film. 

Of  course  this  collective  existence  of 
ours  is  not  our  inmost  life,  and  it  ought 
to  be  explained  to  the  Eskimo,  if  the 
reporterized  spirit  of  our  press  is  trans- 
lated to  him  in  visible  terms,  that  apart 
from  it  we  all  cherish,  or  try  to  cherish, 
a reverent  heed  to  the  voice  which 
we  hear  within  us.  It  has  always  been 
there,  that  voice,  there  in  the  heart  of 
man  everywhere;  the  Eskimo  himself 
must  hear  it  and  long  in  his  dark  soul  to 
heed  it,  just  as  we  do  in  ours;  and  he 
will  be  making  a great  mistake  if  he 
accepts  the  surface  tenor  of  our  life  as 
the  sole  likeness  of  our  veritable  life.  It 
will  not  so  much  matter  whether  he  ac 
cepts  or  rejects  the  business  opportuni- 
ties given  him  by  his  visitors;  but  if  he 
goes  home  to  his  humble  igloo  from  the 
typical  wooden  structure  where  he  has 
seen  how  the  white  man  lives,  and  agrees 
with  the  young  wife  on  his  arm  not  to 
take  on  the  civilization  portrayed  in  the 
moving  pictures,  he  will  do  well  to  think 
a second  time  in  whatever  hour  of  the 
Arctic  night  represents  the  morning 
when  wiser  counsels  are  supposed  to 
prevail  with  all.  He  will  have  been 
mainly  puzzled  by  the  knowledge  of- 
fered him;  but  that  will  not  justify  him 
in  a total  rejection.  As  he  lights  his 
blubber  lamp,  and  his  wife  rises  to  put 
the  seal-steak  on  to  stew  for  their  break- 
fast (very  quietly,  so  as  not  to  waken 
the  children  still  dreaming  in  their  sleep 
ing-bags),  he  will  do  well  to  exchange 
with  her  the  thoughts  they  have  turned 


over  in  their  minds  during  eight  or  ten 
hours  of  their  six-months’  night  which 
has  perhaps  just  begun. 

“Come,”  he  may  well  say,  “it  can’t 
all  be  as  bad  as  it  is  painted.  Of  course 
there  are  certain  terrible  disadvantages 
in  their  system.  For  instance,  there  is 
that  danger  of  fire  in  their  wrood-built 
houses  which  is  simply  impossible  in  our 
igloos .” 

“Yes,”  she  will  assent.  “We  should 
have  to  provide  fire-engines  from  the 
beginning,  and  now  in  our  igloos  we 
never  need  them.  An  igloo  couldn’t  pos- 
sibly take  fire.  To  be  sure,  a bungalow 
wrould  be  more  convenient  in  some  re- 
spects; and  if  we  should  have  one  first?” 

“Of  course!  But  could  we  afford  it? 
A bungalow',  the  smallest,  would  cost  us 
a whole  year’s  catch  of  seals,  wrorking 
winter  and  summer,  and  all  the  chil- 
dren helping  us  chew  the  skins  in  tan- 
ning them.  The  white  people  are  very 
particular  to  have  their  sealskins  flexible, 
and  the  children  wouldn’t  have  a single 
holiday  the  year  ’round.  Yes,  a bunga- 
low would  be  too  dear.  We  couldn’t 
afford  one,  let  alone  the  danger  of  fire.” 

“I  know.  But  I thought  some  of  the 
articles  for  trade  were  rather  cheap. 
For  instance,  those  blue  and  red  beads 
and  those  little  mirrors.  We  haven’t  a 
sign  of  a looking-glass  in  the  place,  now.” 

“I  can  always  tell  you  how  well  you 
are  looking.” 

“Nonsense!  And  I shouldn’t  want 
you  to  throw  away  any  chance  of  good 
business.  There  are  those  bits  of  gold 
and ‘lumps  of  copper  which  have  been 
knocking  about  the  igloo  for  I don’t 
know  howr  long,  and  the  children  don’t 
care  for  them;  they  wrould  be  far  better 
satisfied  with  a string  of  beads,  or  one  ol 
those  little  bells  to  wear  ’round  their 
necks.  We  mustn’t  be  rash,  you  know. 
You  have  such  a good  business  head,  and 
I’m  not  afraid  those  Americans  would 
beat  you  at  a bargain.” 

“Well,  well.  We  will  think  it  over.” 

“But  not  think  too  long?” 

“Oh  no,  not  too  long.  I sha’n’t  let 
any  good  chance  slip.” 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Go  'gle 


p^MgjpagjMgHBE^ 


PEACE  WITH  HONOR 

BY  M. 


SAID  the  Toinmt  to  the  Wombat, 

By  the  Marshes  of  Rangoon: 

“(  hiiic  prepare  for  deadly  combat 
'Neath  the  purple  Burmese  Mood.’* 

Where  the  Banyan  Blossoms  clustered, 

Just  liefore  the  break  of  day, 

Hear  the  waving  fields  of  mftstard 
They  made  ready  for  the  fray. 

First  they  curled  their  long  mustaches 
And  they  manicured  their  nails. 

Then  with  brtlliantine  and  ashes 
They  shampooed  their  silky  tails. 

Then  they  shaved  with  sufety-rarors, 

Bathed,  and  brushed  their  teeth  with  care, 
Clad  themselves  in  strips!  blazers. 

Plaited  seaweed  in  their  hair. 

Each,  one  studied  Ids  reflection 
.&1jsn9ibfajvt-  :»t  feet* 


OGMTS  PBEPA&K,  Ton  OSAOI.t  CriitfBAI' 


you  cxxxix,—^,  ««.—«? 


<vr 

•tfSWfJKcjr  \vn  i‘Wo 


Viewed  with  |>H-a*uie.  his 


Xu  rhe  waters  glassy  sliest. 

Then  these  two  comfdaeent  Omitures 
Ji&iscd  their  aelf-iuloriiig  cy$e, 

• 'Y-V. '••'• ' ' ‘;V/;l.v''-V-v.:-  '■'■:■/■  ’’i1’  And  observed  each  others  features 

With  j ;t  m.  »’ha>v<|  surprise. 

1 1 <:W*2vV*%  '/iV /.’M  V rlV >0  4 •<! /s“  '<*•;*>  ,-  V' S '*.*•■;*■.;  * ^ 7:  '/•'  «.*:*'  ’•>  7 ; , .* *•/„  ■ 

SnM  the  Tpiiieaif : •*’  I'm  astounded 
At  the  sight  that  Meets  iny  eye. 
Yw,  I really  duudptmded: 

Y<m  look  quite  as  well  .as  l!” 


Quoth  the  )V 

omltat,  “Oh,  my  brother, 

...  Perfect  <‘rei 

dures  ktv  we  two,  ■ 

Thewfciitfe.  t<< 
AVere  a fob 

* **v  } **» ,*  i VV*  ’ * h ? ^ : V 

tlcfiv.--*'  a.a'h  • >i  1 KM' 
lisb  thing  txx  d f)?' 

. *»* 

Spake  the.  T* 

nnaiti : dest  roy  ope 

S.Hch  aX.  yo 

•(  is  >“(t  of  j»ta*v. 

P|  $Sp  |.U 

•n.v.,j‘!  a.,  eiijo.v  one 

With  m»  be 

r' 7 f | ♦ £ ' # >•  £* ? ; v • # ,: . • ’■ 

iv  a i'ynu  and  hu  e!'’ 

• 7 iyiifc '■  ti& 

i“  pursued  the  Wtyriibrtt, 

,’dw thdiiphts  of  strife. 

Arid  abandon 

deadly  • »-;\f  >ot 

For  ini  hill 

irahle  life.”  : 

■y  ■■■■■.>' . ' 77' 

So  t beybrea: 

Ify  1 he  Mo 

kjSj^Wl  1<*£ether 
rslits  of  Itpngoahu 

fb»  b.MjaUM-d 

a as  and  hen  i her. 

:Ncatli  tlu*.  purple  flumiea*  Mftu&u 
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EDITOR'S  DRAWER 


. The  Danger  /v  l 

VMS  and  WHtfcjjis  were  partners. 

* * Mot  \{  wa.*  Che, /euHturi*  of  .tbdr  r/iVe^,; 
wht>  were  friends,  to  rah  nee  asronaily 

Uftw their aiv  tli^^  O 
Wiiijafas,  after  ^ Stowed  ©igns 

Klm&wjjr*  ■ ‘ / V.  //,  ///;  *:  \j  j: 

• 1 \Vhhi  >'  ihtf  trfitthteP'Va^ed  Wflkii^  oh- 
ti^pvtalg  Iiii9  partner.  , . 

. y\Jast&ee  how  it  mins  reclaimed  Yfjtt- 

&iti>ui  my  wife. 
She  V:gjtm6  da|rwi  thout  an  iirobrylla,  and  your 
wiC«  has  nuiid%. either^ V/  , ,/  ' - 

*■  jt$by  that  & h\\  right.  Theydt  lake Hidtcr 
in  aoiii*  shop 
^Pmisoiy 
I in  worried* 


husband,  with  dignity,  “I  only  w^ars  that 
Imt  iri  the  wenings;  and  if*  while  Tam  out  I 
takes  it  off  my  hear],  it  leaves  £ big  bla^k 
band  'mttul  niy  Irirehead.  Wlmt-V  .thiyt'ort^ 
ipience?  Why  , I gets  reused  of  w&dnu’my 
face with  my  jrai  on,  anti  it  ain’t  nice,  Mary  ; 

Cl  No  Use  There. 

‘OlijV  ^yiiicetta  detemumi- ; 

the*  id  g&  tin  school  at  ^IJL  Fmally  -*  • • >, 

his  fa  virile,  aunt  was  called  Ui  la  use  her  per-  Couldn't  Tell 

siia^v?:  ^.nvi.T6v  A WELL  - KN()WN' business  man  was 

*\Surely.  Edward/'  she  said,  “you  want  to  asked  to  join  a literary  Huh  m i he  We.vt- 

go -try  school  wdh  yhur  brother  in  the  eru  town  wdim1 1m lives,  an  iavitaUou  which 
autumn."  fae  W the  ground  that  he  would  lie 

"No.  ma’am/’  *nid  fclward,  “1  have  de-  anytiuug  but  a desirable  member- 
cidod  not  to  go  to  I eau'l,  read,  I have  nt?ver  Ix-eit  strong  on  literature/’ 

ran  i,  write,  and  j can't  stqg.  So ’w  bat  use  be  said,  w f.  eoulditi  tor  (he  life  of  me  tell  you 
should  I ikv  $t  scliVMdE*  who  wrote 


said  Wiilj&ms, 


mm 

i-t'/p 


“ J tjiu'x#  I'll  hike  my  #hoc*  off  an'  hhU\-m  m that  whmt  V w m rnUlionnirr 
ifi&/  mu  sriy  '-he .rnipt^ thk ; ipton  a bar&fim&d fifty am T ■ pi-. kirn  now ■***■- 
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rnU^hf^- 1 y 

'wmm 


III 


ini 

felD'v 


Untrue  to  Life. 

Uihe$rn~ 

■ malic  rribY,  recent  - 
ly  look  liLs  wife  with  him 
lo  eit^nd  a first  .perfor- 
mance, A*  t hey  ivere  leav- 
ing tlxe  theater,  lie  N’daNh 
° W<If,  dear,  HoW  did; 
yon  like  the  playf' 

w*U/r  ^kf  3dte>. ' 
Rustier,  k‘but  there 
one  impossible  thing-  m 
it.  The'  &K*>ud act  takes 

place  two  V^ifA  after  {tie 
first,  and  yet  the  family 

liiv^  pih  seryaini;^  - 


I 


Little  Gihl:  **  If#  no  me  vtming  >e/n  mister,  there  a nobody 
kame  hut  m Y/Y;\y/yYYv;/  . -.;  V:;,‘ Y’ . /'  AY; 


i 


Father  to  the.  Man 


youthful  but  Rcpmumta live, 

Tliis  gentkfriaii^  Jute 

beeh  marked,  & dominant  ehur^tetisU^ 
even  ofhi^mfreineyohui; 

When  he  was  about  eight  years  old  hi? 
decided  betake  a vaca- 
tion. and  ReeordmKly;  w»r-k  ;*«n  a .gro- 

cery. After  he  l hid  hwMv  tiier*;:  u week  or  so 
his  iMrfcy  imT’thtg  the  old  Koa>er  asked: 

“ Wejl.dhuv  krv  cop  get ring  oh  with  Will- 
jam  ' 

‘ *f  >eyxn  jki  r| Vsiy’  /smd  the ‘Vtftf  gripper; 

with  a m\)k<  k,X  ^sMjJ(  lopirase  him/’ 


^ ; HU  Real  Fear 

A CIRCUS  man. 

■ : ■ • a Ihui-tiUner,  bravo 
as  mmi 

es*»iirUy . Ik;v;  but  \viu>;fci»d 
his  J ittle  vf  e a Jc  n v 
romtoi  icm:f  r qf 
One  in  o r u j u g tvbprv  fie 
canie  out  frdtii  & cage  <xm- 
taiitihg  two  haJfssfaryied 
lions,  Av  high,  had  ;vift~ 
tens!  with  {.*erfeet  chin- 
jjostire,  he  shook  iris  head 
■ gravely, 

1 1 Some  day J*  he . remark ed  to  a Yellowy 
Workery  k,iii  get  my  death  in  there/' 

the  uilV^rr  ‘The  hops 
w ill  never  get  ;th&  better  of  yon/ ' 

MThe  Hons?"  the  lamer  c-xeiaimetL  ;‘''G*»d 
K&ttjVfchJt!  You  don't  ^p^e  i am  afraid  of 
them!  It  is  these  confounded  <^ges;  Tltey 
a ry  awful  places  for  dtaugfats^/ 


The  Wisdom;  of  WjllianU 
A T it.  Wff JJAMS,  a eommutor.  Ht»d  b*  e(, 
.■:  * usked.by  his  to  purchase  a bh.-usc 
for  Her  'm  New  York. 

y " ’These  axe  x^ry  pretty !4*  sai< I tiie  $ho}>~ 
girl  as  she  display *si'  anuniber  on  LheiVnuder. 
'^AAlhat  color ^ do  y<en  iwfer??' 

4*Il  doesn’t  make  miy  xiittei'erieo/*  tviu  the. 
«mr\pe<  ted  rcfdy. 

?M)oesir  t make  any  difference  Vr  exdaiflieti 


bY^-'l//v;?:v:v:^'  Far  sighted  ;v\  _ y •,'•■. 

nP.ItEY:  frpni  wa^eMng  iffe 

. *'  gnd w?hrrnjhg  to 

their  Hold  when  tte  bride  sigiicd  and  re-  the -salesgirl  *\  Whyy  dot/ 1 3'o‘u  think  y^ur 
marked w/NY?  ?// /:'y./..."y/.yy 
-Sm  tbinic  of  it,  He;ury  d ear!  Pjfky 
froiH  yttsieriiay  will  be  Qur  golden  auni- 
. %vr&ary  f*  '*  " ;;:  ' *; v>  /? ' • ■: ...  - ‘ ?y  > : .. . ; ; 


wife  would  like  a certain  color?  ' 

No.  it  makes  m>  <iiffi*rev»ee  w hat  color  1 
get,  or  what  j>i2e.  1 shall  haye-tor  come  back 
U^rconcw  to  have  it  changed/' 


Go.tgle 


EmfOES  DRAWER 


A Danger  to  Suffragist 

A ■CJLtftMfXt*-  fiili|  imHionlariy  atyhdv 

Ut  Was  ayh*  freeing  some  written 
in't&c;  i>m*rer  tpiaricr  of  dijipV- 

bp  iWfc^td,  til*'’  aiidfcffV*:  amjFdrd  mow 
attention  to  hzr  goVidr  tfeoi  to  her  Vpt*dk. 

When  it  m enriferbshe  abided:  *4  lias  any 
One  any  rjuostion.H  to  ask?  X shall  |tg  very 
mUaii  pleased  to  atoWer  them  to  the  U\st  of 


Reminiscent 

V\^iL‘tX\Al  wiw  celebrating  his  eighth 
* ^ birthday  Hi  a family  hotel.  'Hie  gue-b 
liked  to  {>et  him,  so  this  was  made  qruc  an 
occasion  txxble  with  older ‘persons,, 

liis  shrill  little  roice  suddenly  broke  the  still- 
ness.. ' . ' •;•  //  ri  ;.  / ‘V  - ri;  ri ; *''  c •’■,>•;  \ 
*‘1.  have  been  vromleridg.  ;.  he  add,  in  a 
solemn  ihv  fe^t  bieal  I 

ever  ate.  i iiunk  it  mugt  haw  Iwn  luoeh- 
miw  .far.:  I was  bom 
always  luoth  at  oncv‘? 


,:  A woman  rose  at  the  back  of  the  halt. 
•\We!l?\1  smiled  the  speaker* 

“Would  you  please  toll  me/'  asked  the 
woman,  oagerly,  44 where  von  get  your  e or- 


A False  AJarm  ( V’y  , .;: 

'TllSHE  is  amul  in. a Western  tUhe  which 
^ ' sefrtffc*  UiuiWe  to; ; like  an 
intimate  reiatioaslup  bety/eea  its  kanis  and 
the  aAVcrtiavd  schcflule; 
pro verbialjy  late  that  Uiere  1&-&  mild  t^iebni- ( 
Imu  every  time  one  mxehcs  Jte  dtkilhaliQn  oft 
time. 

Once  tlie  word  Was  tossed  through  one 
little  town  that  No;  3 would  get  in  mi  time 
ami  a big  crowd  gathered  at  the ..station. 
Some  generous  eitizim  pronded  of 

rtd  fire  and  set  it  off  along  the  track. 

4,Wiiat“s  the  trouble?”  the  conductor 
asked  when  he  jumped  off  the  Iraiu. 

“Train’*  actually  ip  on 

ti m<?/'  e a p 1 ari  ued  the  

rrtml  ' : ’*.’'*(«^  ' •'  \ • ••..■  y ;:: 

. . ■ vJ?ut;  out . ycuir  fires,  V /V  *; ••  - y §> 

ypu’  i d l */ 1 * /”  tine  eon- 
dtmlUxr  snorted^  M Don  t 
pm  k)ni  # that  we're 
just  Lwenty  - /out  hours 

late?”  : fc-'^r  - v;. 


E^crsaive  Modesty^ 

T^ilEUE  is  ^ AVi^hiogtoo  wotnanu  a writer 
.*'  of  w J'mx^  rr4pdyysfcy> de- 

smte  her  good  fuoks*  is  esdrenie.  oncid; 
po&^f  h ft  j<Ky;il  a r list,  bui  it  \yux  some  lime 
coftopitA# . fht^  :dhtajtef^|, ,; 

WTierA  at  litd  ^hd  Wti*  persuaded  to  dp  ^rtke 
artist  rea^mml  h*rr  sayingv  ^Dotft  be 
afraid;  :S'\\  do  you  jusiice/'* 

r3?ar  . ihy,  lady  replii^b  4<k 

isn't  I ask  for  at  ymt 

;<■  ' ^ ■'■■*'  V.;-:!.W  if/;>  v,: . -.■ V':.;"rA-  - ••  ■. 

tm*m\  ’ c v : . v ••■'■>; ;/ 


From  Her  Viewpoint 
A N tM  Udy  noteMl  for 
X*  her  <tx^*eptioTia l gifts 
;.«£  « gossip  was  cOn varying 
with  a niembei‘  oS  thP 
focrtUy  of  a neat-by  cob; 
}eg>-e  a imu  who  is  »i^.  .*r- 
i»sie<t  ?m  maftxW 
logical,  when  he  rhaboed 
to  oltsene,  rather  tritely: 

"Ajffcr  alb  Mrs.  Mug- 
ging onchhalf  of  the  worlds 
you  kmnv;,  doe^n,4t-  ktu>v‘ 
how  the  other  italf  Uycs. ° 
''Yv$r  said  Mrs.  Mug- 
gins, uaod  isn't  it  pro- 
voking?** 


**"11#  belong*  to  the  tofarin  of  that  doctor 

'00  told  ma  *hout  cador  oil.  JUft  giw  him  a kick.  Willie  " 
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Outrag«.nis 

/r.in  i Mia^ 

West  town  JuwJ  had; 


...  r tm.  v )v . . c>r iretV- 

siderable  difficulty  in 
A bill  which  ho  bad  aenfc  eiieh 
Month  rt^ikrtv  for  a p*  riorl  of 
ajeai  loan  individual  fur  whom 
lie  had  emir  an  ejfpeeiaUy  .im*: 
set  of  .artificial 

When  he  rvfef urht^l  home  after 
resorting  to  ariothtT  hu*tht#i.  hi* 

. . wife  asked:  ;-v  ; ^ \ !; 

, ""  Wc'ih  did.  a per^mal  <fc 

auy  jPjM.'ls#.  P*y  ywv?r  . 

‘ ^.Fay:  me  F reiK'utei  the  dm- 
Lt$t.  in  a rag*?,  '"Kui  fo^y  «ihj 
: ;:he  i 

. had  to  gn&sti  at  line 

with  my  ketht" 


‘ ' Misundefiaood 

was  busyd  *o;  \4ie  bade  little 
- * Bobbie  b:r  run  acrws  the  street  and 
y Ous  inoniing^ 

It ;•  ,*yis  ' jlAHy/d  short  time bet ore  Bobble 
returned  with  this  announcement,  ; 

**  Mrs;  aiyniirftjw Me&* 

how  old  she  is/'  ’ ;>  \\/d,\; : Vv  .F\ 


True  Spirit 

HE  **Sp  v»o  did  not  graduate,  after 
&\  1 ? 

Slip:  Chade^  has  e»o  tnuok  college 

spirit.  There  are  -sh  kiwi y graduating  werj 
year  that  it  athtetfek" 

. •'  :;  ';;y y ■■ 


EDITORS  DRAWER 


. i .)/  . A ' Educing  Process 

• 13 ' • SrnWii , had  been 

' * ^ juvenile  IfctiW,  w here  ho 

wa,s  hmmy. h&iM  y . given  u hath.  clean  clothes, 
had  Ufcli&ir:  **ft*N*i  an*lx‘Ut  short-  His  old 
i'UiiUy-  buvhod.  As  IvU  adenoid*  inter- 
feral  s*Ai&i$ly  with  life'  :msv&: 

removal.  When  he  had  ^covered.  from  the 
operation.  the  matron  ri<ri Iced  that  there  fvaa 

Hu  u$u^aify^Mg: 

end  of  his  thumb,  ’ _, 

•:  -:1W  she  saiih  yTH  js*<r.fcfs*t  dds  watt  is 
tvxnowi  ta-day/’  T '.  , '\  A 

A fook  of  absohi  fce  disgust  spread  .over 
Tom*  face*  he  ,l Don’t 

you  let  a fellow  keep 


" I l was'  nAi:4>Jr^|^v  md 
tva*  a i/tr^er  vfMjbh  By  thr  feuAhv*t\b> 
be  a- — ^ t JXyty  word 

was  unfamiliar  m l lux  toimevtiom 
li  Bark,  ' pmaipb^i  Uh*  U^efeer, 

Still  Oliver  b eAt  U*  f fed  ' v ',  " ; .y  ;• 

“Rafk  **>y;  • • the  U^rher,  rpule 

sharply. 

0)foit'$  e^ri^sicut  wiw  p«?tplf  ?ic«l.  How- 
ever,  being  an  obedient  hub  hr  shouted: 

**  Bow-wow  !**  . ' :‘  • 'VV'-/./-  • . 


Local  Apprtcig&oo 
onerv  sari  $ ^ “cat* 

^ more  effectually  take  Ifee  wind  opt  of  & 
f enow's  sails  than  ah:  ohld  ltpe>  Mstirely  Ktu  * 
tnrkian,  • ‘ y ’ ,•  */'  /. b ' 7 V 

‘‘After  a fifteen  years'  ufe^ee.:  during 
which  t foul  gpaluated  M u iUHvAr*ity,  .got 
my  name  lu  the  papers  a few  iua^t  ami 
twMglii  many  -trtidus  of  thu^  ravnivoL  l went 
to  the  little  tewo  .5*1  j£^nhu  hy  where  I had 
bmi  a " poor  but  ambit tou*  youth  ’ 

•vNi^;  if  was  tpy  Hint  a reeep 

tmu  ef/mmittee  woidi  be  on  hand  to  greet 
me,  but  nntimig  of  the 
sort  happened-  Oh- 
serving  the  gra*<i<?P>"-  ’'/  - j 

of  my  efo£fo%  hpwi>tet%  - ■ 

ami  tny  geinniily  prt>«j>er-  ^ j ||  ^ 

trite  hi  i t my  dM  &tv  ?! 

tphuutances:-  catfte  around  ^11  * 

and  ska  H>k  luuul«  qijite  cor- ' 

who  fe^  tjbc  gc^  . 
cml.'  <rfe>r<-v  '•  01d  - gap 

^;;.4t.  '.tfe : ' pf  .thv  . 

&kW!t»  htmdy  icMbc  .. 

to  uot  i^es  JpW!?:  t 
; ;<^3C  WUA.  ^n^fyr  . • 

.irtfei*  : t waikeil  itjyip  the  vy*- 
old  .i.'imfi  uo<1  ^bK?d  right  It i ':t'::  ;fffi 
fivibt  A*!  kitty  ao  tluit  life 

'vAS 

ai^p^gloi7i%  ..  .-  .y':'y  •'■  A.>'’ 

tbrnry  looked  up  fmn  c 

un6r.ii  the  flap  qi  his  old 
wlvite  haf.  stftd  r^matk^h  ..yl^s 

¥it€lareiiV 


A Good  Guess  ‘ 

. tV,S  >=i^yuar-pM  Rarfeld  ; wOa-.  #ap^  :.  wiife 
his  mother  in  the  pttrbv  tJbey 
Iujiiiif*d.  arcaJtul  a tlfehSe^fewth  of  shnibberyj 
4pd  there  tame  wpoit  a > ourtg  minx  holding  ?i 
yoiinglady'S  hand.  Hamid  a mother  grabb^l 
the  child  h#  the  arm  ami  huirii»^l  him  Oioug, 

Sayiitg: 

4T  tlunlc  ^M;  WUcr;!gft  hytn#-'** 

<%Ye^t*‘  said  the  child,  'T  ghesa  we  had. 
He’s  ieiVmg  her  fortweJi 


'ydu;.  ,f>eeri. 
away  soiaJewbef^  haven 7 1 
you?”"  .y^lry  ,'*  v 


1a  i/on  l<jcJcit>y  j\>r  *k'  pennu  i lost  hi.**?' 


Boooy 


' 


. 


gn 

CvsTii^^Hvf,  $ 'want-  a pound  of  butter,  -please,  If&tn  soon  can you  send  ilfv 
V.xA r u i;om«.*v . v After  your  requisition  has  been  0.  JK*d.  endorsed,  '■appnme&  accepted, 
comte r signed  tin d returned  by  the  various  department#,  yap  mgftl  to  hear  something  of 
ti  if*  uhtud  three  ipetfix"  -•  t ' * - / ’ :y-;  \ v‘V;‘(  . !-v' 


,m:r 


THE  pISAEPOINTED  ; CENTIPEDE 

BY  CAROIYN  WEELS  -A 


He  saw  himself,  in  fancy,  fit  some  battle  of 
the  Manie — c 

( And  that  is  why  I made  him  the  !***»  of 
this  yarn). 

The  examination  over,  he  listened  breath- 
' 1 lessly 

As  U>  whatAh^:  dp^^’t  rctK>rt  0®  him 


(In  fact.  0iatTs  why  I made  him  the  liem 
?>f  tins  rhyme).  ^ 

Well^ihis  /ambftioua  centipede , set  out,  with 
■ heart  aglow,  . 

To  tntec  his  physical  eXam,y  ami  find  out 
where  to  go. 

He  was  .voting  .act'd  Mtliy,  he 

had  uc  aelie  or  3hSJt — ‘0.  ■' 

(You  tern,  tbatV  why  I made  hint  the  tern 
of  this  tale). 

Ncwi  As  he  joumeytd  he  thought 

exultantly 

Uow  vigorous  and  valiant  liis  martial  deeds 
would  be; 


They  said  hkheart  and  lungs  were  fmt\ 
ftia  iheWa  anti  shrews  strong — 

;( Which,  of  course,  k why  I made  lii m the 
hero  of  ihk  *ougA  ' ;'t;;.::; 

But  just  one  ijung  Uxe  hitKxsh  nn  his  aiuhi- 
iiptl;  put — 

He  had  of  multiple 

>?  fax  im%l  -:j;  >s 

And.  'sidiy  Amd-  fi'.i?®USft^cll5r  t&ftt  centipede 
crawled  home — 

(And  that  k why  l lnadc  faua  the  hero  of 
this  pome),  • ; 
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AN  HONEST  MAN 

BY  KATHARINE  FULLERTON  GEROULD 


THE  first  time  that  Annette,  Coun- 
tess Chudenitz,  met  Andrew  Radin 
was  at  a hectic  “function”  in  her  cous- 
in’s (Mrs.  Livingston  Dollard’s)  house. 
I hardly  know  how  to  describe  the  oc- 
casion, for  it  was  of  no  social  genre. 
Radin  talked  for  an  hour;  New  York’s 
intelligentsia  listened,  rubbing  shoulders 
with  debutantes,  bewildered  matrons, 
and  glib  young  women  who  were  offi- 
cially garment-workers  (on  strike),  but 
who  would  have  been  more  accurately 
labelled  dynamite.  In  positions  of  van- 
tage sat  the  clever  creatures,  male  and 
female,  who  were  running  Mrs.  Dollard’s 
newest  publication — the  third  and  by 
far  the  most  important  that  she  had 
yet  financed.  They  were  the  ones  who 
asked  the  proper  questions  at  the  proper 
time,  and  gave  Radin  a chance  to  make 
his  points.  The  debutantes  were  as  be- 
wildered as  the  matrons,  but  their  be- 
wilderment did  not — if  you  will  pardon 
the  paradox — bewilder  them.  They 
knew  that  this  was  the  proper  atmos- 
phere for  them  to  breathe — Mrs.  Dol- 
lard said  so — and  they  took  their  tea 
from  the  hands  of  the  second  footman 
without  perceiving  that  it  should,  logic- 
ally speaking,  have  choked  them.  Radin 
himself  drank  tea.  So  did  the  garment- 
workers.  So  did  all  the  intelligentsia.  So 
did  every  one  except  Annette  Chudenitz, 
to  whom  the  whole  scene  was  at  once  in- 
credibly familiar  and  alluringly  strange. 

Copyright,  1910,  by  Harper  & 


Annette  Davidge  had  married,  in  the 
’nineties,  Ishtvan,  Count  Chudenitz,  or- 
nament of  embassies  and  wily  Nestor 
of  the  Ballplatz.  Now,  a childless  wid- 
ow, by  no  means  in  love  with  her  hus- 
band’s country,  she  spent  the  better 
part  of  her  time  in  America.  Bertha 
Dollard  gathered  in  her  garment-work- 
ers, her  socialists  (real  ones),  her  Radins, 
knowing  them  for  queer,  priding  herself 
on  their  queerness,  but  feeling  them 
none  the  less  sacred — as  if  they  had 
been  a new  phenomenon,  creatures  half- 
fish, half-divine.  She  had  never  seen 
anything  like  them,  but  she  believed 
that  they,  and  they  only,  knew  the 
truth.  The  Countess  Chudenitz  had 
seen  thousands  like  them;  their  features 
took  her  back  to  the  Styrian  country- 
side, to  the  ghettos  of  Pest,  to  the 
streets  of  Vienna  on  the  Kaiser’s  birth- 
day. But  she  had  never  sat  next  them 
on  chairs  before,  and  her  Americanism 
thrilled  within  her.  Radin  held  her 
from  the  first.  She  had  read  some  of 
it  before,  but  she  had  never  been  face 
to  face  with  it — not  without  the  police, 
in  a firm  wall,  between.  This  was  what 
her  forefathers  had  done  for  her;  some- 
thing that  Ishtvan’s  forefathers  could 
not  have  conceived,  much  less  per- 
formed. She  could  meet  Andrew  Radin, 
could  talk  to  him  as  one  human  being  to 
another;  they  could  agree  or  differ,  in 
Bertha  Dollard’s  music-room,  as  if  they 

Brother*.  All  Rights  Reserved 
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were  in  naked  space.  It  was  not  sex 
that  made  her  ignore  the  garment-work- 
ers, push  aside  the  brilliant  young  wom- 
en who  helped  edit  Mrs.  Dollard’s 
subsidized  but  very  independent  review, 
and  make,  with  assurance,  for  Radin 
himself — forgetting  tea,  forgetting  the 
spectacle  of  the  social  salad  before  her, 
which  at  another  time  might  have  in- 
trigued her.  Something  in  her  went 
fearlessly  out  to  meet  something  in 
Radin;  there  was  born  in  her  that  after- 
noon one  of  those  bitter  passions  of  the 
brain  which  often  go  farther  than  any 
physical  infatuation  to  mark  love  a 
disease.  Sex  never  called  to  sex  more 
imperiously  than  the  quality  of  Radin’s 
intellect  called  to  what  she  had  of  mind. 

She  was  less  than  woman  when  she 
made  her  way  to  him  and  tacitly  offered 
herself.  What  she  offered  was  her  brain, 
but  she  did  it  inwardly  with  as  aban- 
doned a gesture  as  though  it  had  been 
her  body.  If  you  ask  me  whether  such 
mental  surrender  is  not  one  of  the  known 
approaches  of  what  folks  call  love,  I can 
only  say  that  it  has  never  struck  me 
that  way,  though  there  is  no  road  which 
love  cannot  take.  Annette  Davidge 
never  had  loved ; so  far  as  I know,  never 
did  love.  If  she  could  have  loved  any 
man,  it  would  have  been  Peter  Dollard, 
her  cousin  Bertha’s  bachelor  brother- 
in-law.  It  may  be  that  Radin  kept  her, 
in  the  end,  from  Peter;  but,  if  he  did, 
it  was  only  by  shutting  her  off  for  a 
time  from  any  human  interest.  Social- 
ism, communism,  internationalism,  are 
not  human  interests — which  is  why  they 
invoke  the  New  Testament  in  vain.  Not 
even  by  calling  humanity  an  organism 
can  you  inject  the  human  element  into 
them.  Annette  Davidge  did  not  know 
this,  though  Radin  probably  did,  at  the 
very  moment  he  bent  to  her.  It  is  no 
part  of  my  purpose  to  discuss,  even  in- 
directly, any  economic  or  “social”  prob- 
lem whatsoever;  only  to  give  you  the 
true  tale  of  Annette,  Countess  Chuden- 
itz,  for  its  own  "interest.  Heaven  and 
hell  shall  have  become  less  than  names 
when  the  irony  of  fate  ceases  to  be  per- 


ceived by  human  nature.  Or,  rather — 
let  me  not  plagiarize — 

Earth  and  ocean  shall  be  shadows  when 
Prometheus  shall  be  dead. 

All  I wish  to  point  out  now  is  that 
Annette  Davidge  was,  one  might  say, 
a discarnate  being  when  she  made  her 
way  through  the  crowd  to  Radin. 

I have  said  that  it  is  not  my  purpose 
to  discuss  theories.  This  is  a story — a 
raw  piece  of  human  life — not,  I take 
my  oath,  a fable.  Nor  is  it  my  purpose 
to  analyze  Andrew  Radin  for  such  as 
may  read.  Equally,  I can  take  my  oath 
that  about  Radin  I do  not  know.  I do 
not,  that  is,  know  the  whole  of  that 
personality — wfiich,  though  it  acted  so 
simply,  must  have  been,  with  his  com- 
bined gifts,  so  complex.  Annette  Dav- 
idge I think  I do  know;  but  I trace, 
Radin  chiefly  through  his  effect  on  her 
and  certain  outstanding  visible  acts  of 
his  own.  I do  not  even  pretend  (though 
I have  shrewd  guesses)  to  be  more  ac- 
curately informed  than  you  as  to  his 
origin  and  his  heritage.  He  was  ever 
a man  of  mystery  and,  I believe,  chose 
to  be.  Otherwise,  why  doesn’t  the  world 
know,  to  this  day,  whether  he  was — is, 
I should  say — pure  Russian,  Galician, 
Lithuanian,  Pole,  or  German  Jew?  He 
was  perfectly  polyglot,  and  his  blood 
may  have  been  as  mixed  as  his  speech. 
I confess  that  it  does  not  concern  me 
much.  He  was  Radin  (and  may  be, 
again,  though  he  is  now  as  lost  to  the 
world  as  Enver  Pasha)  and  an  interna- 
tionalist. To  Annette  Davidge  he 
brought  a whole  new  gospel.  And  yet 
one  hates  to  call  it  a gospel,  for  reasons 
before  stated.  A whole  new  theory  of 
life,  let  us  say.  Some  of  the  catchwords 
she  had  heard  before,  and  now  and 
then  an  editorial  in  The  Life  Everlasting, 
Bertha  Dollard’s  review,1  explained  to 
her  some  side-issue  that  she  had  never 

I I call  it  Mrs.  Dollard's  review  by  courtesy 
and  for  convenience.  Really,  she  had  given  it  its 
head,  and  had  about  as  much  control  over  it  as 
though  she  had  paid  for  a tank  and  sent  it  into 
action  with  her  blessing.  Eventually,  anyhow, 
it  became  self-supporting. 
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understood.  But  Radin  was  the  foun- 
tain-head, and  she  took  her  pitcher  all 
the  way  to  him.  Radin  encouraged  The 
Life  Everlasting  just  as  he  encouraged 
a strike  here,  an  incendiary  lecture  there, 
sabotage  somewhere  else,  a bomb  on 
the  other  side  of  the  world.  I doubt  if 
he  ever  thought  it  of  prime  importance, 
though  he  must  have  chuckled  to  him- 
self over  the  type  of  person  who  took 
it  seriously.  No;  I take  that  back. 
Radin  doubtless  thought  it  quite  proper, 
moderately  useful,  and  not  at  all  funny, 
that  rich,  well-educated  Americans 
should  lend  their  money  and  their  pat- 
ronage to  anarchy;  should  give  funds 
to  the  socialists  and  tea  to  the  I.  W.  W. 
Radin  and  his  like  walk  in  a queer  twi- 
lit world,  never  penetrated  by  the  rays 
of  mirth.  Saturn  is  their  sun.  Under 
Saturn  there  is  no  such  thing  as  a para- 
dox— or  a joke.  As  Annette  Davidge 
had  wit  but  no  humor,  she  was  able  to 
breathe  that  air. 

It  was  during  the  winter  of  1913-14 
that  she  saw  most  of  Radin.  I do  not 
know  whether  the  man  was  ever  known 
to  like  any  one,  but  he  was  with  her 
a good  deal — just  as  if  he  did  like  her. 
She  gave  him  a substantial  amount  of 
money  for  purposes  that  he  seldom  did 
more  than  sketch  for  her.  She  trusted 
him  completely,  and,  I believe,  with 
reason;  in  the  sense,  that  is,  that  the 
money  actually  went,  every  penny  of  it, 
to  the  purposes  he  had  sketched.  There 
was  certainly  a Slavic  vein  in  that 
extraordinary  man,  for  he  talked  to 
her  sometimes  for  horns  on  end,  over 
countless  cups  of  tea.  (She  had  come 
to  a samovar,  all  for  Radin.)  Nor  was 
it  merely  master  and  neophyte,  for  An- 
nette talked,  too.  Her  altruism  was  as 
different  from  Radin’s  as  grape-juice 
from  vodka,  but  they  called  the  two  by 
the  same  name  as  they  tipped  their 
glasses.  ...  It  was  a curious  relation- 
ship. She  believed  implicitly  everything 
he  said,  though  all  along  she  found 
difficulty  in  co-ordinating  his  points. 
He  cannot  have  been  interested  in  her 
philosophy,  for  he  was  adamant,  a fin- 


ished product,  not  one  inch  of  him  left 
plastic — not  even  an  Achilles  tendon. 
He  asked  no  more  of  her  reactions  than 
to  do  what  he  advised.  I cannot  con- 
ceive that  Annette  could  have  furnished 
him  with  anything  of  value  besides  an 
occasional  cheque.  Yet  he  let  her  talk 
to  him  as  glibly  as  he  talked  to  her. 
Something  in  the  quality  of  her  mind 
appealed,  too,  to  the  quality  of  his. 
Flattery,  comfort,  money,  blind  devo- 
tion, personal  passion  even,  he  could 
find  — did  find,  doubtless  — elsewhere. 
What  he  got  exclusively  from  Annette 
must  have  been  something  else.  I give 
it  as  my  theory  that  his  feeling  for  her 
partook  of  the  nature  of  hers  for  him, 
though  certainly  it  did  not  go  so  far. 
Annette  can  never  have  filled  the  brain 
of  this  busy  man  as  he  filled  hers.  But 
that  curious  relationship  was  mental, 
and  fed  on  talk  of  the  most  impersonal. 
It  was — if  you’ll  pardon  the  phrase — 
as  if  two  vocabularies  met  and  inter- 
bred. Sex  comes  into  it  only  by  anal- 
ogy; riot  by  the  slightest  participation. 
Radin  obviously  appreciated  these  odd 
facts  as  well  as,  or  better  than,  Annette 
Chudenitz. 

We  did  not  talk  of  Bolsheviki  in  the 
spring  of  1914.  Radin,  of  course,  was 
a Bolshevik — a complete  case.  But  the 
tag  had  not  yet  been  invented;  decent 
people  over  here  had  never  heard  of 
Lenin  and  Trotzky;  and  he  passed,  in 
Mrs.  Dollard’s  and  Annette’s  circle, 
rather  vaguely  as  a socialist,  or  a com- 
munist, or  some  such  thing.  The  world 
in  which  he  spent  most  of  his  time,  and 
where  he  was  more  completely  under- 
stood and  more  intelligently  sympa- 
thized with,  was  quite  unknown  to  that 
circle.  I doubt  if  he  described  those 
other  groups  much,  even  to  Annette, 
except  by  way  of  statistics  or  rotund 
prophecy.  Annette,  that  is,  was  per- 
mitted to  know  that  the  Social  Revolu- 
tion would  come  and  would  find  mil- 
lions ready.  And  since  the  social  revo- 
lution seemed,  in  those  days,  no  more 
imminent  than  Gabriel’s  trumpet-call, 
many  people  alluded  to  it  as  easily  as 
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church  members  allude  to  Doomsday. 
It  was  scarcely  more  than  a metaphor, 
though  it  had  a thrill  to  it.  For  the 
next  three  years,  of  course,  no  one 
thought  of  anything  but  war. 

In  the  spring  of  1914,  the  Countess 
Chudenitz  found  it  necessary  to  return 
to  Austria— -business  of  some  sort,  under 
her  husband’s  complicated  will.  She 
was  living  in  his  Styrian  stronghold 
when  the  Archduke  was  murdered  at 
Serajevo.  The  Countess  Chudenitz  had 
little  sympathy  for  war;  and  though 
she  had  at  Kirchberg  no  access  to  the 
facts,  she  had  distrusted  the  Ballplatz 
for  many  years.  It  was  all  that  Count 
Berchtold  and  his  kind  stood  for,  which 
had  driven  her  back,  with  avid  mouth, 
to  America.  . Altruism  was  not  their 
tipple.  The  mobilization  left  her  well- 
nigh  servantless  and  tenantless.  She 
found  herself  surrounded  by  toothless 
males  and  weeping  females.  From  the 
great  terrace  that  looked  down  upon 
the  Enns,  she  saw  stretches  of  empty 
fields  and  forsaken  vineyards.  There 
was  an  unnatural  number  of  children 
in  the  landscape.  . . . All  the  women 
in  the  villages  seemed  to  be  pregnant. 
...  It  was  a landscape  given  over  to 
babes  and  tears.  ...  Or  so,  in  those  first 
changed  weeks,  she  saw  it;  and  her  con- 
ception of  her  duty  shifted  to  match 
the  physical  change.  This  was  too 
mediaeval,  by  half,  for  her  to  deal  with. 
I neither  defend  nor  accuse  her;  but  I 
think  that  if  she  had  ever  loved  Ishtvan, 
her  husband,  flower  of  chancelleries 
though  he  was,  she  might  have  seen 
her  duty  differently.  She  might,  that 
is,  have  adjusted  herself  to  the  feudal 
idea.  Or  if  she  had  had  children.  But 
she  was  too  detached.  A European  war 
seemed  to  her  not  only  frightful,  but 
decadent.  She  had  never  liked  Bercht- 
old, Aerenthal,  any  of  them,  though  she 
admitted  Berchtold ’s  charm.  Radin  had 
not  taught  her,  certainly,  to  like  Russia. 
Germany  and  France — yes,  even  Eng- 
land— had  involved  themselves  in  this 
uncivilized  behavior.  She  installed  a 
clever  cousin  of  her  husband — a crip- 


ple from  childhood — to  co-operate  with 
the  aged  steward;  and  after  a distasteful 
week  in  Vienna  (where  she  was  made  to 
realize  what  she  had  forgotten,  that  she 
was  not  an  American  citizen,  but  an 
Austrian  subject)  she  left  for  Rome. 

Let  us  pass  over,  as  briefly  as  may  be, 
her  Roman  sojourn.  Physically,  it 
might  be  summed  up  in  a single  sen- 
tence: months  upon  months  of  Red 
Cross  work  that  led  eventually  to  a 
breakdown  and  a rest  cure.  I think 
she  would  have  tried  to  get  back  to 
America,  but  that  her  American  letters 
were  so  discouraging.  Her  ancestral 
world  had,  apparently,  lost  its  head  over 
the  war.  You  were  hardly  safe  in  New 
York  unless  you  were  pro-Ally.  That 
made  New  York — to  Annette,  who  was 
not  pro-anything — as  unthinkable  as 
Vienna.  Even  Bertha  Dollard  did  noth- 
ing but  work  for  France.  The  President 
might  recommend  neutrality,  but  the 
fact  was  that  in  America  if  you  were 
neutral  you  were  called  pro-German;  if 
you  were  a pacifist  you  were  called  pro- 
German.  Poor  Annette  felt  homeless 
indeed,  and  even  her  belated  copies  of 
The  Life  Everlasting  did  not  comfort 
her.  They  lacked  something.  No,  it 
was  a world  where,  if  you  were  not  mad, 
you  were  suspect.  . . . Even  her  New 
York  had  gone  back  on  her.  When 
Italy  went  in  with  the  Allies,  she,  meta- 
phorically speaking,  turned  her  face  to 
the  wall.  Sonnino  and  Giolitti  were 
equally  bad.  No  wonder  that  her 
.nerves  weakened,  along  with  her  body, 
and  that  she  took  to  a lonely  little  villa 
in  the  high  hills. 

Even  in  her  lonely  villa  she  found 
much  to  do,  for  misery  stalked  every- 
where. But  being  unorganized,  the 
work  was  more  fitful,  less  gruelling. 
She  could  snatch  quiet  hours.  . . . And 
in  those  hours  she  had  leisure  to  re- 
member Radin.  Sentence  after  sen- 
tence of  his,  page  after  page,  you  might 
say,  though  it  had  all  been  talk,  rang 
through  her  solitude.  Her  subconscious- 
ness flung  up  whole  arguments,  speeches, 
perorations  of  Radin’s.  It  seemed  to 
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her  that  she  had  not  really  forgotten 
anything  he  had  ever  said.  She  was 
enabled  gradually  to  forget  the  interval, 
to  gaze  over  the  bloody  battle-field  of 
Europe  to  a millennial  horizon.  In  her 
villa  she  became,  as  far  as  she  had  it  in 
her,  what  Radin  was.  There  was  noth- 
ing to  distract  her  from  his  logic,  nothing 
in  the  squalid  misery  about  her  to  con- 
tradict his  premises.  She  wondered 
where  he  was;  but  it  was  two  years 
since  she  had  so  much  as  heard  his  name 
mentioned.  Mrs.  Dollard  and  her  kind 
had  forgotten  him;  he  had  been  merely 
one  sensation  like  another.  If  some  of 
his  teaching  stuck,  that  was  all  he  could 
have  hoped  for. 

When  the  Russian  revolution  came, 
Annette  wondered  yet  more.  Had  he 
been  sucked  into  that  maelstrom,  and 
would  he  yet  rise  on  the  very  crest  of 
some  unforeseen  and  mighty  wave?  Her 
memory  was  solid  Radin;  she  had  only 
in  solitude  to  open  it  like  a huge  volume, 
a thick-printed  magnum  opus.  She  dis- 
trusted Miliukoff,  Kerensky,  from  the 
start.  Annette,  without  knowing  it, 
was  a Bolshevik  before  Bolshevism  en- 
tered into  the  Western  vocabulary.  She 
was  internationalist,  proletarian,  all  the 
rest  of  it,  before  Kerensky  requested  the 
British  to  let  Trotzky  through  the 
blockade.  She  had  never  heard  of 
Trotzky,  but  her  heart  prophesied  him. 
She  held  her  tongue  among  her  hills  for 
lack  of  any  one  to  talk  to.  The  peasants 
knew  her  only  as  a fitful  ministrant  to 
their  woes — a silent,  handsome  forestiera 
with  burning  eyes,  who  helped  when  and 
where  she  could  and  then  withdrew 
herself  from  the  scene.  The  eyes,  as 
they  did  not  know,  were  burning  for 
Radin;  with  hope  that  somewhere  he 
was  in  a position  to  make  his  philosophy 
tell,  to  redeem  this  war-mad  world. 
Annette  Davidge  hardly  read  the  news- 
papers. The  Italian  press  was  not 
sympathetic  to  her.  Her  magnificent, 
right-minded  Russia  was  there  treated 
with  contumely  and  contempt.  Mean- 
while, her  American  birth  and  accent 
and  atmosphere  saved  her  from  the 


natural  consequences  of  being  an  Aus- 
trian subject.  She  was  watched,  but 
there  was  nothing  to  report.  Official 
Americans  in  Rome  held  her  to  be  pure 
American,  bar  that  old  accident  of  her 
marriage.  She  got,  of  course,  no  mail 
from  Austria,  and  her  American  letters 
were  all  that  was  most  praiseworthy 
from  a censor’s  point  of  view. 

No  one  of  American  birth  was  more 
miserable,  in  April,  1917,  than  the 
Countess  Chudenitz.  America,  too — 
and  all  her  friends  at  home  triumphant 
over  the  sorry  fact ! Even  The  Life  Ever- 
lasting— which  came  very  irregularly — 
seemed  to  bow  down  in  the  house  of 
Rimmon.  Yes,  the  world  was  mad. 
She  ministered  less  and  less  to  her 
people.  They  offended  her  with  their 
chauvinism,  their  lust  of  vengeance, 
their  tales  of  Austrian  atrocities.  Prop- 
aganda and  counter-propaganda  alike 
made  her  sick.  So  much  passion  spent 
on  the  wrong  issues!  As  if  it  mattered 
whether  the  Kaiser  or  King  Victor  Em- 
manuel were  victorious!  She  fixed  her 
eyes  more  rigidly  than  ever  on  the 
millennial  horizon.  If  she  could  only 
be  in  Russia — the  one  nation  in  the 
world  that  was  concerning  itself  with 
fundamentals!  A thick  veil  of  censor- 
ship and  silence  hung  between  her  and 
Russian  events,  but  behind  that  veil 
she  felt  saints  and  sages  to  be  moving; 
baffled,  opposed,  stricken,  yet  imper- 
turbably bent  on  saving  mankind — not 
Russia  only,  but  the  world.  Brother- 
hood, equality,  the  rights  of  man — and 
in  no  corrupt  or  mincing  Anglo-French 
version!  After  Brest-Litovsk  she  would 
not  even  touch  the  newspapers.  She 
was  convinced  that  they  lied.  She 
withdrew  herself  into  absolute  seclusion, 
walking  in  her  wilderness  of  a garden 
with  the  spirit  of  Radin.  From  every 
point  of  the  compass  his  words  came 
hack  to  her.  They  fell  into  alluring 
sequences;  his  formulae  had  never  been 
so  clear.  Small  wonder;  for  this  time 
there  was  no  context  to  challenge  him 
or  distract  her  mind.  She  wished  she 
knew  where  he  was,  that  she  might 
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send  him  money  for  his  great  task  of 
reformation.  If  she  only  knew,  she 
would  find  ways.  Countess  Chudenitz 
would  stoop  to  any  illegality  or  evasion 
to  save  the  world.  Almost  without  real- 
izing why,  she  lessened  her  gifts  to  the 
Croce  Rossa.  An  ailing  child,  a des- 
titute family,  could  always  wring  some- 
thing from  her;  but  she  became  nig- 
gardly with  all  official  funds.  No  one 
wondered:  times  were  hard,  taxes  un- 
believable, her  status  and  her  fortune 
not  quite  clear  in  men’s  minds.  Who 
could  have  suspected  that  she  was 
hoarding  as  best  she  could  in  the  hope 
of  some  day  lavishing  her  hoard  on  the 
brothers  of  Andrew  Radin? 

There — just  there — Annette  Davidge, 
Countess  Chudenitz,  stood  when  the 
armistice  was  signed. 

The  rest  is  narrative  of  the  crudest. 
We  need  not  dwell  on  the  means  she 
employed,  after  the  armistice,  to  get 
back  to  her  husband’s  country,  or  the 
incidents  of  her  progress  thither.  It 
was  conscience  that  took  her,  partly — 
the  sense  that  she  would  find  duties 
there  which  she  could  not  hope  to  find 
in  America.  War  paralyzed  Annette: 
in  a world  at  peace  she  could  work  as 
hard  as  any  woman.  True,  there  would 
still  be  hatred,  but  with  the  war  at  an 
end,  it  was  no  crime  not  to  hate.  It 
was  characteristic  of  her  neutrality,  her 
pacifism,  that  she  felt  happier  once  over 
the  Austrian  border;  happier,  that  is, 
in  a defeated  than  in  a victorious  land. 
Besides,  was  not  the  emperor  in  hiding; 
was  not  there  hope  for  the  empire — 
hope  of  revolution,  of  popular  rule,  of 
the  sudden  end  of  a loathed  regime? 
She  would  stand  by  her  husband’s  “ peo- 
ple”; would  be  their  champion  in  their 
demands — play  Joan  of  Arc,  if  need  be, 
to  a peasantry  on  whom  the  millennial 
light  was  dawning.  A red  republican 
should  lead  them;  they  should  find  an 
earnest  proletarian  in  the  frowning 
stronghold.  Perhaps  she  even  saw  her- 
self presiding  over  the  local  soviet.  . . . 
At  all  events,  she  blessed  the  idealism 


that  had  made  her  withdraw  herself, 
season  after  season,  from  her  guests,  to 
study  and  practise  the  local  patois. 
Annette  Davidge  was  not  given  to  self- 
praise;  but  now,  for  the  first  time  in  her 
life,  she  felt  herself  really  important. 
She  had  never  before  been  powerful 
where  she  was  right,  right  where  she 
was  powerful.  Happy  Annette! 

She  found  Nicholas  Chudenitz  still 
in  charge  at  Kirchberg,  and  dismissed 
him.  His  tales  of  hardship,  of  famine, 
of  vain  sacrifice  and  heart-rending  im- 
potence, left  her,  I fear,  cold.  Nicholas 
was  a Chudenitz,  an  aristocrat,  unfit 
for  the  new  times.  No  doubt  he  had 
done  his  best  to  feed  and  doctor  the 
people — as  though  the  Chudenitz  estates 
were  the  Chudenitz  kennels — but  the 
root  of  the  matter  was  not  in  him.  She 
was  even  impatient  with  his  gloom.  If 
you  had  the  right  point  of  view,  if  you 
burned  with  the  holy  emotions,  would 
not  bread  be  added  unto  you?  She  was 
uneasy  until  Nicholas — a poor  wraith 
of  a man — got  off. 

Upon  the  Countess  Chudenitz’s  im- 
mediate labors  we  need  not  dwell.  Every 
step  she  took  was  clogged  with  the  mire 
of  suspicion.  Food  the  people  would 
take  at  her  hands — but  nothing  else. 
There  was  no  soviet  for  her  to  talk  to. 
All  talk  stopped  when  she  appeared, 
except  the  sullen  or  whining  complaints. 
Now  and  then  soldiers  returned  to  their 
villages,  and  drunken  figures  would 
caper  all  night  round  bonfires.  She 
could  see  the  fitful  lights,  far  below, 
from  her  lonely,  stately,  grass-and-weed- 
grown  terrace.  She  came  soon  to  Nicho- 
las Chudentiz’s  theory — that  food  was 
the  best  thing,  for  the  time  being,  she 
could  offer  them.  But  her  negotiations 
for  food  went  slowly.  Letters  were  lost, 
and  telegrams  seldom  delivered.  After 
a month  or  two  of  vain,  disorganized 
struggle,  she  went  to  Vienna  to  fight 
it  out  on  the  spot. 

But  Vienna  was,  if  anything,  more  dis- 
couraging than  Kirchberg.  It  was  a city 
of  wild  rumors,  of  occasional  riots,  of 
suffering  and  hatred  and  menace  in 
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every  form;  a city  where  the  facts  of  one 
day  were  the  fictions  of  the  next;  a city 
that  changed  overnight,  yet  always 
went  by  some  means  or  other  from  bad 
to  worse.  And — the  last  straw  on  the 
breaking  back  of  Annette  Davidge — 
never  had  Vienna  been  so  gay:  with  the 
hectic  gaiety  of  those,  alike,  who  have 
everything,  and  those  who  have  noth* 
ing,  to  lose.  Its  gloom  was  as  if  it 
mourned  for  centuries,  not  years,  of 
death;  yet  its  frivolity  had  never  been 
so  brainless  and  abandoned.  The  official 
folk  of  Ishtvan  Chudenitz’s  connection 
were,  for  the  most  part,  absent  or  in 
fateful  retirement;  she  could  not  go  to 
them  had  she  wished.  Even  with  the 
new  officials  it  was  difficult  to  deal,  for 
they  changed  constantly.  One  Wednes- 
day you  won  promises  from  a black 
beard  and  a pair  of  spectacles;  and  on 
Thursday  you  faced  a jaunty  blond 
youth  who  had  never  heard  of  those 
promises  and  would  by  no  means  keep 
them.  She  resorted  to  cablegrams,  but 
got  few  replies,  and  those  discouraging. 
The  affairs  of  the  world  and  all  the  in- 
dividuals therein,  apparently,  were  to 
be  settled  in  Paris;  and  out  of  Paris 
came  only  misleading  head-lines  of  news- 
papers that  altered  their  “policy”  week- 
ly, and  went  out  of  business  even  oftener. 
Annette  Davidge,  in  her  dusty,  dis- 
mantled sitting-room,  knew  not  what 
to  do.  But  she  had  learned  enough  of 
conditions  to  know  that  Nicholas  Chu- 
denitz,  whose  address  she  possessed, 
would  be  of  no  use  to  her,  and  she 
did  not  send  for  or  seek  him.  She  sat 
waiting  for  the  turbid  tide  to  turn. 

Then,  one  day,  the  heavens  opened. 
It  is  impossible  to  exaggerate  the  effect 
on  Annette  Davidge  of  the  news  that 
Radin  was  in  Buda-Pest.  When  she 
learned  that  fact,  she  turned,  on  the 
spot,  to  a fanatic.  The  Light  of  her 
World  was  in  Pest.  Radin  figured  to 
her  as  that;  also,  as  the  measure  of  all 
things,  and  as  a positive  solution  for 
every  difficulty,  major  or  minor.  He 
would  tell  her  what  to  do;  he  would 
guide  her  on  the  path  of  infallible  truth; 


he  would  show  her  how  to  get  food,  or 
else  prove  to  her  that  her  duty  was 
other  than  food-getting.  Annette  had 
been  sorely  beaten  down  from  her  pedes- 
tal of  importance  and  beneficence;  she 
did  not  hope  to  be  the  leader  of  the 
Revolution;  but  to  work  with  Radin, 
under  him,  within  the  sphere  of  his 
idea,  would  be  to  live  to  the  glory  of 
God.  Her  perplexities  were  over  if  she 
could  only  get  to  Pest.  She  would 
carry  banners,  she  would  work  in  an 
office,  she  would  strip  herself  of  every 
available  penny — she  would  do  any- 
thing, however  conspicuous  or  however 
humble,  so  long  as  it  had  Radin’s  sanc- 
tion. She  did  not  even  ask  now  to  be 
allowed  to  save  the  world;  it  would  be 
enough  if  she  could  be  allowed,  under 
Radin,  to  help  save  Hungary — to  help 
save  even  Pest.  Pride  faded  in  the 
immanence  of  the  master.  She  asked 
only  to  be  one  of  the  crowd  of  chosen, 
a little  implement  for  a mighty  hand. 
She  had  at  the  same  time  a shrewd 
notion  that  she  could  help  best  with 
such  beastly  capitalistic  weapons  as  she 
did,  or  could,  possess. 

Behold,  then,  Annette  Davidge,  Count- 
ess Chudenitz,  in  the  heart  of  revolu- 
tionary Pest.  Her  life  there  is  inde- 
scribable. Radin — she  got  through  to 
him  at  once — used  her  in  many  ways. 
He  expected  her  to  take  a furnished 
house  in  a good  street — and  she  took 
it.  v.He  expected  her  to  have  servants, 
and  food  and  wine,  telephone  and  limou- 
sine, for  the  use  of  himself  and  his  vari- 
ous committees — and,  by  superhuman 
effort,  she  got  them.  She  was  too  much 
a woman  of  the  world  not  to  realize 
that  the  leaders  must  be  served,  must 
have  their  time  and  energy  saved.  She 
gave  her  drawing-rooms  over  cheerfully 
to  the  muddy  boots  and  muddier  man- 
ners of  Radin’s  chief  henchmen.  A 
villa  in  the  country  that  Count  Chu- 
denitz had  owned  she  turned  over  to 
him  also.  Meanwhile,  as  she  could,  she 
drank  in  enough  of  Radin’s  eloquence 
to  keep  her  in  a glow.  Not  speaking 
Magyar,  she  could  not  understand  most 
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of  the  talk  that  went  on  in  her  b ^use; 
but  she  would  have  trusted  Radin, 
though  he  only  mopped  and  mowed, 
to  be  serving  the  ends  of  righteousness. 
She  was  expected,  she  found,  to  be  only 
a landlady  and  a purse — not  to  plan 
or  to  counsel.  But  again,  her  shrewd 
sense  told  her  that  it  was  eminently 
necessary  that  the  saviours  of  the  pro- 
letariat should  have  shelter  and  money. 
You  didn’t  make  even  a revolution  with 
bare  hands — not  in  these  days.  In  re- 
turn, she  was  protected;  furnished  with 
grubby  papers  that  permitted  her  to 
go  about  the  city — papers  so  dirty  with 
much  countersigning  that  the  dirtiest 
Red  patrolman  bowed  down  to  them, 
recognizing  the  signs  of  his  own  regime. 
When  she  used  her  car,  it  passed  the 
most  truculent  sentinels  as  being  Ra- 
din’s.  The  masters  of  Pest  recognized 
her  for  a good  proletarian ; for  some  one 
in  the  counsels  of  Radin  himself,  pos- 
sibly even  known  to  the  distant  god- 
head of  Lenin.  That  the  hunted  rem- 
nant of  Pest,  cowering  behind  its  palace 
shutters,  fitfully  raided  and  fitfully  ig- 
nored, called  her  Ratlin’s  mistress  and 
somehow  (between  appeals  to  Mr. 
Hoover)  blamed  America  and  President 
Wilson  for  her  unspeakable  renegade- 
ship,  she  did  not,  of  course,  know.  Nor 
would  it  have  concerned  her  if  she  had, 
since  never  once  had  she  looked  upon 
Radin  as  a man.  Their  scandal  would 
have  been,  for  her,  only  another  nail 
in  the  coffin  of  the  late  Count  Chu-' 
denitz. 

Meanwhile  the  Reds  were  making 
theiV  new  laws  for  Hungary — laws  that 
most  citizens  might  have  found  unin- 
telligible except  for  the  death  penalty. 
Being  uncertain  as  to  what  you  might 
do  and  keep  your  life,  you  went  further 
than  you  conceived  it  necessary;  you 
did  a little  more  than  your  damnedest. 
But  in  early  1919  Annette  was  privi- 
leged. Her  car,  her  house,  her  personal 
belongings,  went  untouched.  She  was 
never  raided  or  summoned,  or  stripped 
of  anything  that  was  hers.  It  did  not 
go  with  Annette’s  sense  of  fitness  to 


wear  jewelry  in  these  times,  but  when 
she  saw  women  handing  over  their 
pearls  to  the  appointed  officials,  she  re- 
membered that  she  had  pearls  of  her 
own  in  her  unmolested  jewel-box,  and 
assumed  that  the  afflicted  ladies  had 
been  convicted  of  conspiracy,  or  hoard- 
ing, or  smuggling  gold  to  Vienna  or 
Switzerland. 

Even  in  Buda-Pest  the  Countess 
Chudenitz  was  not  notorious.  Radin 
was  too  clever — or  perhaps  too  single- 
minded — for  that.  If  he  drew  more 
freely  on  Annette’s  resources  than  on 
others’,  it  was  because  she  had  more 
resources  than  bis  other  allies.  She  was 
allowed  to  realize  that  there  were  other 
houses,  other  rendezvous,  other  hospi- 
talities, for  him . and  his  innumerable 
committees,  other  loyal  women  besides 
herself.  She  knew  little  of,  and  cared 
little  for,  those  other  women.  It  stood 
to  reason  that  she  could  not  be  the  only 
internationalist  of  her  sex.  Perhaps  her 
cognizance  of  other  handmaidens  to 
the  Cause  served  to  keep  her  away 
from  meetings.  Perhaps,  that  is,  broth- 
erhood was  more  to  her  mind,  as  a 
slogan,  than  sisterhood.  - Butlet  it  be  put 
down  to  Annette  Davidge’s  credit  that 
she  was  content  to  satisfy  Radin’s  de- 
mands upon  her  without  complacence 
or  jealousy.  Her  fervor  was  impersonal ; 
and  when  the  soviet  elections  drew  on, 
she  refused  to  write  herself  down  house- 
keeper or  stenographer  in  order  to  be 
allowed  to  vote.  Annette  Davidge  was 
honest  up  to  the  limits  of  her  logic. 

Even  revolutions  do  not  always  have 
an  easy  time  of  it.  The  Reds  had  their 
own  troubles,  and  Radin  had  need,  in- 
deed, to  be  a clever  man.  Trolley-cars 
were  running  in  Pest;  shops  were  open; 
restaurants,  also,  that  served  you  next 
to  nothing.  All  bourgeois  were  barred 
from  voting;  and  no  one  had  respect  or 
protection  who  did  not  work  with  his 
hands.  Bela  Kun  was  great  in  the  land. 
Yet,  with  all  these  advantages,  Hungary 
was  not  happy.  These  folk  did  not  at 
once  find  all  things  added  unto  them. 
Roumania  bothered  them;  the  unguess- 
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able  decisions  in  Paris  bothered  them; 
Czecho-Slovakia  and  Jugoslavia  drove 
them  to  frenzy.  In  other  words,  the 
sovereign  people  was  irritable  and  illog- 
ical as  folk  are  only  when  the  little 
money  they  possess  has  no  purchasing 
power.  Soviet  rule  did  not  bring  bread; 
still  less,  luxuries,  which,  as  every  one 
knows,  are  an  integral  part  of  any  mil- 
lennium. The  bourgeois  were  suffering 
even  more  than  the  populace;  but  the 
populace,  which  from  childhood  had 
been  accustomed  to  envy  the  bourgeois 
with  reason,  could  not,  all  at  once,  see 
that.  And  because  they  were  not  get- 
ting what  they  wanted,  they  threatened 
to  take  it  by  force,  even  if  it  was  not 
there.  At  such  a time,  Red  leaders 
have  to  make  quick  decisions.  A great 
many  quick  decisions  were  made  in 
1919.  . . . But  Radin  took  the  way  of 
his  great  compeers,  Trotzky  and  Lenin. 
No  one  can  say,  I believe,  what  his  real 
policy  was;  how  far  he  directed  and  how 
far  he  was  dragged.  Even  the  staff  of 
The  Life  Everlasting  cannot  really  have 
known.  He  may  have  thought  that 
it  was  better  to  lead  a mob  than  to 
leave  the  mob  unled,  or  led  by  those 
without  a philosophy.  Or  he  may  have 
believed  the  things  he  told  the  wild 
torch-bearing  thousands  in  the  Freiheits- 
Platz,  that  if  their  peaceful  government 
had  not  succeeded,  because  of  corrupt 
remnants  and  the  natural  depravity  of 
all  but  the  Reddest,  it  was  time  for  some- 
thing more  extreme  still — :time  for  the 
utmost  humanitarian  violence.  Certain 
it  is  that  when  Pest  became  a Bol- 
shevik hell,  Radin  played  Sathanas. 

Annette  Davidge,  Countess  Chuden- 
itz,  endured  that  hell  for  three  days. 
Her  faith  in  Radin — whom  she  had  not 
seen  for  a week — did  not  waver.  Her 
house  stood  empty,  she  its  sole  inhabi- 
tant, for  those  three  days.  The  last 
night  she  spent  crouched  in  a corner 
of  the  cellar.  As  a matter  of  curious 
fact,  her  house  was  not  molested.  They 
passed,  reeling,  screaming,  shooting,  but 
they  neither  fired  through  her  windows, 
nor  applied  the  torch.  Too  many  of 
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them  had  seen  Radin  go  in  and  out  of 
the  great  door;  they  were  not  sure.  Some 
said  (for  the  people  were  no  nicer-minded 
than  the  aristocracy)  there  was  a woman 
of  Radin’s  in  there — better  let  the  place 
alone.  There  were  plenty  of  other 
houses  to  loot.  But  the  noise  and  the 
lurid  uncertainty  were  the  same;  and 
on  the  third  day  Annette  decided  that 
she  could  bear  it  no  longer.  Possibly, 
she  said  to  herself,  the  worst  element 
had  got  out  of  hand,  and  Radin  was 
helpless  in  another  quarter.  She  did 
not  dare  trust  her  passports.  It  might 
be  that  a new  party,  which  would  not 
honor  them,  had  come  into  power.  As 
she  crept  up  from  her  cellar  in  the  com- 
parative quiet  of  early  dawn,  she  saw 
the  light  of  many  fires  in  the  city,  and 
debris  unspeakable  in  the  heart  of  her 
own  street — furniture,  empty  wine-bot- 
tles, a wrecked  machine-gun,  bodies. . . . 

It  came  over  Annette,  crouching  behind 
her  window-curtain,  that  in  the  present 
situation  she  was  quite  useless  to  the 
Cause.  I believe  that  even  then,'  if 
she  could  have  felt  sure  of  serving 
Radin’s  revolution,  she  would  have  crept 
out  into  the  ruined,  smoking  street.  But 
to  be  both  useless  and  in  danger  re- 
volted her  common-sense.  If  no  obvious 
duty  called  her,  then  she  would  at  least 
try  for  safety. 

The  city,  having  gone  to  rest  well 
after  midnight,  waked  late;  and  she  had 
some  clear  time  before  her.  She  made 
up  a parcel  of  food,  a parcel  of  valuables, 
and  stowed  money  inside  her  dress.  She 
clad  herself  completely,  to  the  very  skin, 
in  clothing  left  behind  by  her  maid,  who 
had  grown  panicky  and  fled,  the  week 
before,  to  Vienna.  She  did  not  forget 
the  bundle  of  passports,  which  might 
or  might  not  serve  her.  Then  she  crept 
furtively,  like  an  animaL  wriggling 
through  cover,  to  the  garage.  The  lim- 
ousine would  have  been  worse  than 
useless,  but  a battered  Ford  had  been 
housed  there,  and  she  blessed  the  chance 
that  had  made  her  learn  in  Italy  to  take 
such  a car  over  rough  hill  roads.  There 
was  enough  petrol  to  start  it,  and  she 
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knew  personally  a Jew  on  the  city  out- 
skirts who  would  sell  her  more.  Even 
itadin’s  limousine  had  sometimes  chosen 
out-of-the-way  places  to  stop  for  petrol, 
and  the  Jew  in  question  would,  beyond 
the  shadow  of  a doubt,  recognize  her. 
Of  how  many  people  in  Pest,  after  all, 
could  she  say  that,  she  asked  herself. 

Again,  of  Annette  Davidge’s  progress 
4o  the  villa  (property  of  the  late  Count 
Chudenitz)  we  do  not  need  the  detail. 
She  skirted  many  dangers,  but,  thanks 
to  the  early,  listless  hour,  she  escaped 
them.  Her  passports  served,  the  only 
times  she  was  challenged — amazingly 
few,  until  you  realize  that,  in  the  veiy 
'nature  of  things,  early  morning  is  revo- 
lution’s slack  hour.  By  eight  she  w«8 
at  the  villa,  where  she  waked  the  surly 
caretakers.  The  place  was  ^shrouded 
and  dismantled,  for  it  had  seldom  been 
used,  though  she  had  opened  it  up  a 
few  months  before  for  Radio’s  occa- 
sional use.  Now  and  then  there  were 
interviews  which  were  better  held  out- 
side the  city.  Dust  lay  thick  every- 
where, and  some  of  the  furniture  was 
stained  and  broken;  larder  and  cellar 
were  nearly  bare;  but  the  garage  was 
water-tight,  and  the  telephone  in  work- 
ing order.  A cheerless  habitation;  yet 
it  was  peace  beyond  peace  to  be  removed 
from  the  tumult  of  the  last  days.  She 
sank  into  that  peace  as  though  wrapped 
in  the  innermost  fold  of  a cloud. 

But  revolutions  have  their  own  logic, 
and  the  soviet  omelet  takes  a notorious 
amount  of  egg-breaking.  Annette  had 
found  sullenness  at  Kirchberg  on  the 
Enns;  here  she  was  to  see  the  fire  when 
it  had  passed  the  smouldering  stage. 
The  two  caretakers  (male  and  female) 
were  creatures  of  Radin’s,  not  hers — 
and  that  had  always  been  sufficient. 
Now  she  realized  that  in  a world  of 
strange  faces,  theirs  were  almost  the 
strangest.  She  trusted  them  for  Radin, 
but  she  hardly  trusted  them  for  her- 
self, though  they  must  know  that  the 
villa  was  hers.  Certainlv  she  had  never 
been  so  insolently  served. 

The  villa  was  on  the  outskirts  of  the 


little  town,  removed  from  it  only  by 
the  extent  of  its  own  small  park.  Lots 
that  night  she  sat,  fully  dressed,  by 
the  window  of  her  bedroom,  wondering 
if  she  had  done  well.  Perhaps,  if  she 
had  stayed  on,  that  day,  in  Pest,  Radin 
would  have  come  to  her,  would  have 
explained.  Here,  she  was  more  un- 
certain than  ever.  The  wilderness  of 
shrubbery  and  trees  was  darkly  alive 
There  was  no  light  by  which  she  could 
discern,  or  count,  the  forms  that 
crouched,  that  wriggled,  that  shook 
the  boughs  stealthily  and  made  darker 
blots  upon  the  herbage.  There  might 
be  only  half  a dozen  inquisitive  ma- 
rauders— peasantry  come  up  to  spy 
upon  the  villa.  Or,  for  all  her  senses 
could  tell  her,  the  people  might  be  in- 
vesting the  grounds  in  force,  furtively 
but  inimically  intending — what?  An- 
nette was  so  used  now  to  the  strange, 
scarce-human  regime  of  revolution  as 
to  tell  herself,  without  humor,  almost 
without  irony,  that  this  invasion,  which 
might  mean  arson  and  murder,  might 
equally  well  be  a mere  gathering  for 
shrill  talk.  All  the  same,  it  shook  her 
nerves. 

She  slept  the  next  day  only  by 
snatches.  She  did  not  dare — she,  the 
friend  and  helper  of  Radin  to  set  foot 
in  the  streets.  Toward  night  she  heard 
a methodical  succession  of  shots.  She 
was  used  enough  to  chaotic  firing,  yet 
she  noticed  this  . . . even  to  her  innocent 
ears  it  had  . the  rhythm  of — execution. 
At  nightfall,  she  descended  and  ad- 
dressed the  man,  who  could  speak, 
with  an  impossible  accent,  a little  Ger- 
man. His  manner,  still,  and  always 
insolent,  was  oddly  reflective,  dke 
thought.  Annette,  who  understood 
nothing  of  what  was  going  on  around 
her,  who  had  only  metaphors  and  analo- 
gies to  define  her  context  with — who 
could  not  say  “this  is,”  but  only  “it 
is  as  if” — felt  that  he  regarded  her  for 
once  less  as  an  enemy  than  as  an  enemy 
disarmed;  as  (why  not  say  it  at  once?) 
a prisoner.  His  insolence  had  told  her 
that  he  hated  her;  now  leisure  and  calm 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


AN  HONEST  MAN 


787 


seemed  to  have  entered  into  his  hatred. 
He  was  at  ease  about  her;  she  no  longer 
irked  him;  she  was  caught,  and  could 
be  regarded  almost  with  tolerance.  The 
sense  of  this,  for  the  first  time  in 
her  life,  personally  afraid.  In  her  cellar 
she  had  known  terror,  but  only  as  one 
fears  the  lightning,  which  may  strike 
but  may  not.  There  was  all  the  differ- 
ence in  the  world  between  happening  to 
be  in  a dangerous  situation  and  being  di- 
rectly, deliberately  threatened.  His  con- 
templative manner  frightened  her  as  noth- 
ing else  ever  had  done;  therefore  she  held 
her  head  very  high — not  from  bravado, 
but  just  in  order  to  keep  herself  going. 

For  ten  minutes  they  talked  in  broken, 
monosyllabic  German;  she  standing,  he 
seated,  with  a mug  of  beer  beside  him. 
Now  and  then  he  drank,  and  set  the 
mug  down  to  spill  over  on  a gilded 
table.  He  wiped  his  ragged  beard  from 
time  to  time  with  a bit  of  Venice  point 
tom  from  a cushion  cover.  And  it 
was  a world  in  which  Countess  Chu- 
denitz  could  not  reprove  him.  These, 
she  told  herself,  were  the  inevitable 
initial  excesses.  You  cannot  have  capi- 
talism at  night,  and  smooth-running 
communism  before  the  day  breaks. 
Even  Radin  could  not  put  his  formulae 
through  all  at  once,  with  no  hitches. 
She  thought  of  Radin’s  program — but 
that  way  lay  abstract  terms.  Annette 
passed  a hand  over  her  aching  forehead 
— spurred  herself  to  her  last  dreaded 
questions — got  her  guttural,  illiterate 
answers — turned  on  her  heel  and  left 
the  man.  For  the  first  time  in  her  life, 
she  was  feeling  a sex  fear. 

Because  her  mind  told  her  to,  she 
dragged  herself  on  tired  feet  to  the 
garage.  Not  an  ounce  of  petrol  left. 
The  tank  had  been  scrupulously  emp- 
tied, and  the  car  was  a mere  useless  heap 
of  machinery;  as  cunning  a device,  as 
logical  an  invention,  as  perfect  in  plan, 
as  ever,  but  deprived  of  all  that  gave 
it  purpose  and  direction.  Some  such 
reflection  crossed  her  mind,  but  she  bit 
off  the  analogy.  She  had  fed  on  too 
many,  these  latter  days.  Then  she 


locked  herself  into  a room  on  the  lower 
floor,  to  think.  She  was  afraid  to  go 
up-stairs.  Up-stairs  was  too  traplike. 

The  orgies  in  Pest  continued,  she 
had  learned — though  her  uncouth  in- 
terlocutor had  not  called  them  orgies. 
This  little  town,  virtuously  inspired  by 
the  example,  had  determined  to  do  it- 
self proud  in  another  way.  The  local 
soviet  had  been  meeting  almost  con- 
tinuously, and  had  decided  on  a pro- 
gram that  had  no  blemish  on  its  Red 
purity.  Hungary  must  not  be  slower 
than  Russia;  and  if  the  larger  towns 
would  not  show  the  way,  the  small  ones 
must.  The  municipality — which  meant 
the  soviet — was,  of  course,  self-govern- 
ing and  accountable  to  none.  The 
man’s  gibberish  had  not  been  elaborate, 
but  she  had  grasped  the  gist  of  the  pro- 
gram. The  “workmen’s  and  soldiers* 
council”  had,  as  usual,  done  the  plan- 
ning. Within  their  local  limits,  it  was 
to  be  thorough  and  complete.  They 
were  very  pleased  with  themselves,  she 
gathered  from  the  intonations  of  her 
informant. 

For  the  first  time  since  she  had  known 
Radin,  Annette  Chudenitz  translated  a 
“program,”  completely  and  without  ex- 
purgation, into  concrete  terms;  dealt 
with  revolution  in  plain  English.  Every- 
thing that  could  be  conceived  of  as 
property  was  to  be  seized  and  pooled, 
then  redistributed  as  seemed  best  to 
the  council,  providing  always  that  no 
one  outside  the  working-classes  was  to 
share  in  the  distribution.  In  order  not 
to  be  the  dupes  of  capitalistic  devices, 
they  had  created  a kind  of  “grand- 
father” clause:  no  one  was  to  be  haloed 
as  a “worker”  who  had  employed  labor 
in  any  way  before  the  Revolution.  That 
provision  took  care  of  those  folk  who 
might  have  been  driven  to  manual  labor 
by  the  Revolution  itself,  but  had  been 
originally  tainted  with  bourgeoisie.  All 
things  were  to  be  held  in  common,  for 
the  good  of  the  community  itself,  al- 
lotted only  temporarily  to  worthy  in- 
dividuals, and  resumable  at  will  by  the 
council,  should  the  individual  take  too 
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individualistic  an  attitude  towards  his 
new  possessions.  That,  on  Hie  other 
hand,  would  dispose  of  the  capitalistic- 
ally inclined  of  their  own  class.  Chil- 
dren, though  they  might  or  might  not 
be  left  to  the  care  of  parents,  were  the 
wards  of  the  municipality,  and  might 
be  transferred  to  whatever  custody  the 
council  thought  best.  Women,  of  course, 
were  to  be  nationalized — municipalized, 
in  this  case.  Works  of  art,  jewelry, 
objects  of  luxury,  were  to  be  sent  to 
the  melting-pot;  whatever  of  their  sub- 
stance, mineral  or  vegetable,  could  be 
removed  for  useful  purposes  would  be 
saved,  the  rest  burned  in  the  market- 
place. Animals,  like  children,  were 
wards  of  the  council,  and  their  custody 
was  a matter  for  determination. 

The  awkward  sentences  of  the  care- 
taker had  made  all  this  plain  to  her. 
Her  perfect  familiarity  with  the  theo- 
ries of  Bolshevism  had  enabled  her  to 
fill  in  the  grinning  gaps.  When  he  had 
sputtered  lazily  over  his  beer,  “All 
property  in  common : cattle — children — 
women,”  she  knew  the  program;  knew, 
moreover,  who  would  be  eligible  to 
committees  and  who  would  not.  She 
knew  every  twist  and  turn.  Her  sole 
surprise  had  been  to  learn  at  the  end 
that  since  she  had  once  possessed  the 
villa,  she  was  personally  involved  in 
the  reforms — a subject  of  the  local 
council,  to  be  officially  despoiled.  She 
had  withheld  her  tongue  from  men- 
tioning that  her  legal  residence  was  else- 
where. She  could  not  deny  that,  in 
their  logic,  the  villa  created  for  her  a 
legal  residence  within  reach  of  their 
tentacles. 

The  villa!  It  was  nothing  to  her. 
But  the  few  belongings  she  had  with 
her;  jewels  of  her  girlhood,  her  wedding- 
ring.  . . . They  took  wedding-rings 
always,  she  realized;  on  principle,  as 
much  as  for  patriotic  cupidity.  She 
fought  with  herself  a long  time  before 
she  consented  to  face  the  essential  fact, 
the  one  thing  that  mattered.  But  face 
it  she  did,  and  the  vision  grayed  her 
cheek  and  brow,  her  very  lips,  so  that 


she  looked  fike  a ghost  in  the  twilight 
as  she  questioned  him. 

Annette  Davidge  was  in  many  ways 
a strong  woman.  When  Hie  found  that 
there  was  no  petrol  for  her  in  the 
garage,  she  turned  herself  aside  from 
hysteria  by  sheer  pluck  and  main  force. 
She  was  sure  the  petrol  was  merely 
hidden,  and  she  would  have  tried  to 
bribe  the  man  to  give  it  to  her,  save  that 
her  common  sense  told  her  he  would 
gain  more  by  keeping  her  there  than  by 
aiding  her  to  escape — and  that,  inevi- 
tably, he  knew  it.  There  was  only  one 
thing  in  the  world  to  do,  and  that  she 
must  accomplish  without  delay.  She 
must  get  through  by  telephone  to  Radin. 
She  unlocked  her  door  and  sought  her 
keeper.  He  should  stand  beside  her 
and  hear  every  word.  Therefore  Hie 
would  have  to  speak  German.  It  might, 
be  that  Radin  was  lost  to  her;  but  Hie 
trusted  still  in  the  magic  of  his  name. 

Indeed,  if  Annette  Davidge  had  tried 
to  reach  by  telephone  any  place  in 
Pest  except  Radin  s headquarters,  ahe 
would  have  been  defeated.  It  took  two 
hours  as  it  was.  But  she  got  throu^Ji 
to  him  at  last.  Her  arm  ached  to  numb- 
ness by  the  time  his  voice  answered  her. 
The  caretaker  was  half  asleep  in  his 
chair,  but  whenever  she  raised  her  voice 
he  shook  himself  awake  to  listen.  In 
few  words — words  she  had  decided  cm 
and  learned  by  heart  in  her  two  hours’ 
waiting — she  told  him  where  she  was, 
and  her  necessity  for  seeing  him;  the 
independent  action  of  the  municipality, 
and  the  danger  of  her  being  caught  m 
this  backwater,  when  she  belonged  with 
the  larger  movement  outside.  She  re- 
pressed, even  in  her  tone,  every  hint 
of  her  self-pity,  her  sense  of  injustice. 
As  a practical  matter,  would  he  come 
and  see  her,  as  she  could  not  go  to  him? 
It  w'ould  also,  of  course,  be  a great 
compliment  to  the  soviet.  . . . Reluc- 
tance, wonder,  annoyance,  seemed  to 
be  mingled  in  Radin’s  voice,  speaking 
English  at  the  other  end.  Yes,  he  would 
come,  in  the  first  hours  after  dawn — 
for  an  hour.  Annette  realized,  in  mid- 
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gust  of  her  relief,  that  unless  it  had  been 
otherwise  convenient  to  him,  he  could 
not  and  would  not  have  consented;  that 
she  had  virtually  appealed  to  a com- 
manding general  in  the  thick  of  the  hour 
of  battle.  She  was  proportionately 
grateful;  but  even  so,  it  seemed  natural 
that  he  should  have  made  an  effort — 
with  the  thousands  upon  thousands  he 
had  had  from  her.  Natural — of  course. 
Yet  she  turned  upon  the  caretaker,  who 
had  listened  greedily,  and  ordered — as 
she  would  not  have  dared  to  do  an  hour 
earlier — coffee  for  herself,  in  her  own 
room.  It  was  brought. 

I have  said  that  there  was  no  hint 
of  sex  in  the  comradeship  of  Annette 
Chudenitz  and  Radin.  Yet  even  Radin 
cannot  have  helped  noticing  that  he 
faced,  physically  speaking,  a woman 
he  had  never  seen.  In  her  shabby, 
maid’s  dress,  with  her  eyes  hollowed  out 
by  sleeplessness,  her  face  paled  by  vigil, 
confinement,  and  fear,  her  very  voice 
shaken  by  the  strangeness  of  her  world, 
their  contact  lost  through  the  events 
of  their  separation,  she  must  have 
seemed  to  him  different  indeed.  They 
breakfasted  together  in  the  dirty  dining- 
room. Annette  had  not  been  so  well 
fed  in  many  days.  She  had  Radin’s 
presence  to  thank  for  that,  she  knew. 
Yet  her  jailers  were  scarcely  more  than 
civil,  even  to  him.  She  remarked  on 
this  to  Radin,  when  the  meal  was  fin- 
ished. Radin,  with  the  utmost  frank- 
ness, at  once  explained.  . . . 

It  was  then,  after  the  incredible  ex- 
planation, that  Annette  began  really  to 
readjust  herself.  All  along,  she  had 
known  her  danger,  but  she  had  still 
thought  of  Radin,  at  least,  as  all- 
powerful,  and  all  her  fear  had  departed 
when  she  saw  him  enter  the  hall.  Now 
from  his  own  lips  she  learned  that  he 
was  not  omnipotent — or,  in  any  case, 
that  he  declined  to  take  advantage  of 
his  omnipotence.  Either  he  feared  to 
interfere  with  the  local  soviet,  or — he 
did  not  wish  to.  Either  alternative  was 
terrible  to  her,  but  she  chose  the  first, 
and  tried  persuasion. 


“Surely  they  would  not  touch  me  if 
you  took  me  back  in  your  car?” 

“Perhaps  — probably  — not,”  he 
agreed. 

“Then — why?” 

He  spoke  very  soberly.  “It  would 
discredit  me.” 

“Is  it  possible  for  you  to  be  dis- 
credited?” 

“Quite  possible.  And  I am  too  im- 
portant at  the  moment  to  do  anything 
foolish.  It  would  be  a crime.  I am 
very  much  needed  yonder.”  He  jerked 
his  thumb  Pestwards. 

“Of  course  you  are.  But,  after  all,  I, 
too,  have  been  loyal.  Can’t  you  explain 
that  to  the  committee?” 

Radin  sat  down  heavily.  Then  he 
looked  at  his  watch.  He  leaned  for- 
ward and  tapped  her  knee.  “I  am  very 
sorry.”  Nothing  had  ever  been  more 
metallic,  more  perfunctory  than  his  tone. 

“It  was  a mistake  for  you  to  come  here. 

For  your  own  sake,  you  should  have 
stayed  in  Pest.  As  things  stand — I 
cannot  possibly  interfere  with  the  local 
council.  They  are  within  their  rights. 
They  are  only  doing  what  all  communes 
will  presently  do.  They  are  naturally 
proud  of  their  readiness,  their  thorough- 
ness. If  I interfered,  it  would  throw 
the  gravest  doubts  on  my  own  good 
faith,  and  my  work  would  be  seriously 
impeded.  If  it  were  a personal  matter — 
but  it  is  not.  In  fact,  there  are  no  per- 
sonal matters,  as  far  as  I am  concerned. 
There  is  only  the  Revolution.” 

Even  then,  she  could  not  believe  it. 

“ I am  not  asking  you  to  make  it  a per- 
sonal matter.” 

“Pardon  me,  tovarischa ” (was  it  de- 
liberately, or  by  mere  instinct,  that  he 
used  the  reeking  Russian  word?),  “that 
is  just  what  you  are  doing.  They  would 
say — ” 

“I  do  not  care  what  these  creatures 
say  about  me!”  she  cried. 

“Nor  I.  I was  about  to  tell  you  that 
if  I asked  for  immunity  for  you,  they 
would  say  that  I demanded  privileges, 
that  my  program  was  good  enough  for 
others,  but  not  good  enough  for  me  and 
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my  friends;  that  I do  not  really  believe 
what  I teach;  that  I prefer,  in  my  heart, 
the  old  bourgeois  regime.”  He  looked 
her  straight  in  the  eyes.  “Comrade 
Annetta,  I do  not  make  a revolution 
only  to  go  back  on  it.  When  I tell  them 
in  the  Freiheits-Platz  that  there  is  to 
be  no  privileged  class,  no  private  prop- 
erty, that  they  are  right  to  confiscate, 
to  communize,  I cannot  afford  to  have 
some  one  in  the  crowd  fling  exceptions 
in  my  face.” 

“Do  I understand  you  to  mean  that 
you  yourself  are  willing,  for  yourself, 
to  submit  to  this  sort  of  thing?  To  be 
ruled,  in  every  detail  of  your  life,  by  a 
soviet?” 

“Absolutely,  yes.  What  do  you  take 
me  for?  A charlatan?” 

“But  you,”  she  replied,  sarcastically, 
“are  going  back  to  Pest  unmolested, 
in  your  automobile.  Do  you  mean  that 
if  some  mob  in  the  city  decides  to- 
morrow to  take  your  car  and  your  free- 
dom away,  and  to  set  you  to  work  with 
your  hands,  of  make  you  one  of  a thou- 
sand Red  guards,  you  will  submit?” 

“Theoretically,  yes.  Why  not?  But 
they  will  not  do  that,”  he  went  on, 
gravely,  “I  hope.  They  need  me  in 
another  capacity  for  a time.  They  need 
me  to  direct,  to  counsel.  The  people 
are  not  yet  in  the  saddle.  They  need 
me  to  set  them  there,  and  they  know  it. 
Even  a revolution  must  have  some  one 
to  think  for  it.” 

“And  you  intend  always  to  occupy 
that  superior  position!” 

“As  long  as  may  be.  Because” — he 
spoke  with  great  emphasis,  but  with  no 
emotion — “the  Revolution  needs  me. 
Who  do  you  think  has  brought  the 
Revolution  about  in  Hungary?  Bela 
Kun?  Lenin,  over  there  in  Russia?  By 
no  means.  I,  Radin.”  There  was  not 
a trace  of  self-praise  in  his  tone;  he 
might  have  been  teaching  her  statistics 
from  a book.  “Show  me  any  man  who 
can  do  my  work  better,  and  I gladly 
give  my  place  to  him.  But  the  man  has 
not  arrived  yet.” 

“I  believe  you.”  For  that  matter* 


she  did.  “And” — she  worked  carefully 
for  logic — “your  services  are  rewarded 
by  immunity.” 

“ If  so  you  choose  to  put  it.  But  that 
is  a mere  matter  of  practical  politics. 
If  I serve  the  Revolution  best  by  being 
free  to  plan  my  days  and  my  work, 
that  is  right.  If  my  immunity  ceases 
to  serve  the  Revolution — away  with 
it!”  He  flicked  the  ash  off  his  cigar. 

“You  are  very  sure  of  yourself.” 

“I  have  spent  my  life  in  training,” 
he  replied,  simply. 

“I  am  not  questioning  your  fitness, 
your  value — your  supremacy,  even,” 
she  went  on.  This  was,  after  all,  the 
presence  she  had  walked  with  among  the 
Italian  hills.  “Should  I have  left  Vienna, 
given  all  I had,  if  I had  not  been  heart 
and  soul  with  the  cause  and  believed 
you  to  be  the  mouthpiece  of  humanity?” 

Radin  scanned  her  carefully.  “I  think 
not.  I think,  as  far  as  you  understood, 
you  agreed.  But  perhaps  you  could 
not  understand  much.  Daughter  of  the 
American  bourgeoisie  and  widow  of 
Count  Chudenitz!” 

“You  took  my  money,  my  houses, 
my  servants,  my  food.  . . .”  she  cried. 

“Again,  why  not?  Would  I have 
taken  them  so  simply  if  I had  not 
thought  it  right?  You  offered  the  people 
nothing  ‘that  did  not  belong,  morally 
speaking,  to  the  people.  Did  I ever 
insult  you,  or  myself,  or  the  Revolution, 
by  thanking  you?” 

“You  never  thanked  me.” 

“Exactly.  Because  I should  have 
considered  it  quite  legitimate  for  us  to 
take  by  force,  had  it  been  physically 
necessary,  everything  that  you  freely 
gave.  That  you  gave  freely  proved  you 
a friend  of  the  Revolution,  merely.” 

“And  now  that  I can  do  nothing 
more  for  you — that  my  consent  is  not 
necessary — I am  not  to  be  treated  as 
a friend ! No  immunity  comes  my  way.” 

Radin  rose  and  stood  above  her. 
“Have  I ever  told  you  that  you  were 
to  be  immune  from  the  regime  you  were 
working  to  bring  about?  Did  you  not 
believe  what  you  said  you  believed? 
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You  tokl  me  you  were  a proletarian; 
you  gave,  I thought,  evidences  of  your 
sincerity.  Did  you  all  the  time  expect 
to  bring  about  a rule  for  others  and  not 
for  yourself?  To  be  a sort  of  republican 
queen?  If  you  wanted  to  be  a bour- 
geoise,  you  should  have  stayed  out  of 
the  movement  to  abolish  the  bour- 
geoise.  The  smallest  logic  would  have 
taught  you  that.  Ours,  as  you  well 
knew,  is  not  a local  but  a world  pro- 
gram.” 

“I  might  at  least  have  been  treated 
as  a friend,  not  as  an  enemy.” 

“But  who  is  treating  you  like  an 
enemy?”  He  spoke  as  to  a child  who 
cannot  reason,  yet  with  no  show  of 
irritation.  “Is  any  one  proposing  to 
imprison  you?” 

“What  they  propose  is  worse  than 
imprisonment,  as  you  well  know.”  Her 
voice  trembled  with  anger. 

“ Tchk!”  He  flung  out  his  arms.  “All 
I can  say  is  that  I thought  better  of 
your  intellect.  Your  sincerity  I still 
do  not  question.  The  people  are  pro- 
posing to  treat  you  as  they  treat  them- 
selves. You  are,  as  far  as  may  be,  a 
citizen  of  the  state  you  professed  your- 
self a passionate  believer  in.  I give  you 
nothing  you  did  not  profess  to  think 
desirable  for  your  own  country,  for  all 
mankind.  And  now  you  want  to  play 
the  old  game  of  exceptions!  Once  a 
bourgeoise,  always  a bourgeoi.se ! . . . 
You  are  not  inexorable.  Comrade  An- 
netta.” 

“Certainly,  for  myself,  I do  not  go 
as  far  as  they  go.” 

“That  is  no  one’s  fault  but  your  own.” 

“Did  you  ever  tell  me — in  New  York 
when  you  first  instructed  me — that  I 
might  look  forward  to  having  all  my 
belongings  stolen,  myself  . . . ‘national- 
ized’ . . .”  The  word  came  with  diffi- 
culty, but  she  brought  it  out. 

“Did  I ever  tell  you” — he  looked  at 
his  watch  again,  not  impatiently,  but 
as  if  forced  to  calculate — “that  I con- 
templated anything  else?  Did  I ever 
hint  to  you  that  I believed  in  one  law 
for  the  masses,  another  for  the  priv- 


ileged? Did  I not  explicitly  say  that 
tiie  abolition  of  privilege  was  the  root 
of  the  social  revolution?” 

“Yes.  But  I assumed  that  these 
plans  were  to  be  worked  slowly — as  far 
as  might  be  without  injustice  to  the 
individual  . . . ” 

“A  revolution  that  comes  slowly  is 
not  a revolution.  And  there  is  no  ques- 
tion of  injustice.  The  injustice  would 
be  in  making  an  exception  for  the  in- 
dividual who  objected  to  the  policy  of 
the  government.” 

“You  call  that  orgy  in  Pest  a gov- 
ernment?” 

“It  is  on  its  way  to  become  so.” 

“Therefore  you  excuse  the  ex- 
cesses.” 

“If  there  are  excesses,  I excuse  them 
on  the  score  of  inevitability.  But  I 
do  not  call  the  plans  of  your  local  soviet 
excesses.  They  are  doing  nothing  that 
you  did  not  subscribe  to,  in  theory, 
some  years  ago.” 

“About  women  ...  I never  sub- 
scribed.” 

“Perhaps  that  was  a detail  that  we 
did  not  discuss.  But  the  least  logic 
would  have  enabled  you  to  see  that  the 
old-fashioned  marriage  is,  in  the  last 
analysis,  insistence  on  a property  right. 
In  twenty  years,  every  one  will  take  it 
all  quite  naturally.  The  first  moment 
of  change  is  bound  to  seem  violent  to 
some  people.  When  they  take  your 
pearls,  you  will  probably  consider  them 
thieves.  I should  not  have  expected  it, 
but  I see  that  you  will.  In  spite  erf  all 
your  fine  talk,  you  do  not  see  that  the 
council  which  takes  your  pearls  and 
sells  them  for  the  common  good  is  not 
a thief.” 

“Pearls  are — only  pearls,”  she  pro- 
tested. 

“True;  a commodity.  And  if  you 
proceed  logically,  you  will  see  that  what 
you  would  call  your  ‘virtue’  is  also  a 
commodity.  Anything  necessary,  or 
even  universally  desired,  is  a com- 
modity.” 

“But” — she  reverted  to  the  less  dis- 
tasteful instance — “some  one  will  even- 
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tually  wear  the  pearls.  How  can  one 
individual  have  more  right  to  them 
than  another?” 

“Eventually,  no  individual  will  wear 
pearls — so  long  as  their  money  value 
is  what  it  is.  Only  when  they  become 
valueless  as  sea-shells  will  they  be  in- 
nocent. At  present,  I do  not  think 
any  one  in  revolutionary  Hungary  will 
be  allowed  to  wear  them.  We  can  sell 
them  to  the  foreigner  for  money  to 
spend  on  necessities.” 

“I  am  likeliest  to  see  them  on  the 
neck  of  whatever  woman  in  the  com- 
mune has  the  lightest  morals,”  she  threw 
in  bitterly. 

“Not  for  long,  I think.  And  the 
morals  of  all  women  will  be  controlled 
by  the  committee.” 

“We  are  getting  into  by-paths.  I 
ask  you,  once  for  all,  Radin,  are  you 
going  to  turn  me  over  to  be  the  victim 
of  any  peasant  who  chooses  to  pay?” 

He  frowned  as  if  in  sheer  weariness. 
“You  speak  over-dramatically.  These 
things  will  be  arranged  more  calmly 
than  that.  You  will  be  disposed  of  in 
accordance  with  the  best  judgment  of 
the  committee.  But  you  will  find,  I 
think,  that  there  is  more  freedom  under 
the  Revolution  than  there  was  under  the 
old  regime.” 

“Under  the  old  regime  I was  free  not 
to  take  a husband  or  a lover.” 

“You  will  find,  I believe,  that  most 
women  prefer  the  freedom  to  take  one. 
Assuming  that,  we  say  that  no  woman 
shall  take  one  without  the  sanction  of 
the  authorities.  The  production  of 
children  is  not  a private  matter.  It  is 
of  the  gravest  import  to  the  state.  To 
look  upon  it  as  a matter  of  personal 
pleasure  is  obscurantism  pure  and  sim- 
ple. Because  it  is  fraught  with  such 
vital  consequences,  we  must  limit  and 
control  the  sexual  relation  as  we  limit 
and  control  the  money-making  power 
of  the  individual.  . . . But  if  I failed 
to  make  myself  clear  in  New  York, 
when  we  had  time,  I cannot  make 
myself  clear  now  when  we  are  all  in  a 
hurry.” 


Radin  rose  again,  and  called  to  the 
man.  Annette  rose,  too. 

“Then  you  will  do  nothing  for  me?” 
she  asked,  in  a shaking  voice. 

“I  will  tell  the  local  committee  that 
you  are  a benevolent  friend  of  the  Revo- 
lution and  to  be  treated  with  the  re- 
spect due  to  any  good  citizen.  Can  I 
do  more?” 

“You  throw  me  into  that?”  She  could 
hardly  shape  the  words. 

Radin  turned  on  her  then  with  the 
first  flicker  of  irritation  that  he  had 
shown.  “I?  I throw  you  into  nothing. 
You  hung  on  my  words  in  America,  and 
I told  you  nothing  but  truth — nothing 
that  I have  ever  had  to  deny.  If  you 
were  amusing  yourself,  that  was  your 
lookout.  I thought  you  sincere.  Especial- 
ly when  you  came  to  Pest  to  help  us, 
did  I think  you  sincere.  Many  of  those 
men  and  women  in  New  York,  I knew 
well,  had  not  the  brains  to  see  what 
revolution  meant.  But  I really  believed 
you  had  thought  it  out.  I talked  to  you 
with  the  utmost  freedom.  And  when 
you  came  to  Pest  to  join  us,  I was  sure. 

I believe  in  the  Revolution;  I care  only 
for  the  Revolution.  I would  kill  only 
obstructionists.  Them  I would  kill  be- 
cause the  people  must  not  be  hindered. 
But  I am  exactly  what  I was  when  we 
sat  over  your  samovar  in  Sixty-second 
Street.  I have  been  perfectly  honest 
from  the  beginning.  If  you  were  not 
honest,  how  was  I to  know?” 

He  would  not  even  ask  her  to  bear 
witness  to  his  honesty.  As  far  as  he 
was  concerned — this  mongrel  incorrupt- 
ible— it  stood  proved.  But  had  she 
wished,  she  could  not  have  denied  it.  She 
had  been,  at  some  stage  or  other  of  the 
game,  a fool;  but,  even  now,  she  could 
not  say  where  or  when.  How  could  she 
have  been  expected  not  to  misunder- 
stand? 

Radin  held  out  his  hand  for  farewell. 
“I  will  recommend  you  as  a good  pro- 
letarian down  yonder — on  my  way  back. 
If  I did  that  and  also  tried  to  smuggle 
you  out  of  the  country,  I should  not 
be  honest.  I am  sorry  if  you  have  mis- 
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taken  yourself.  But  you,  and  none 
other,  did  it.  The  revolution  is  not  a 
box  of  toys.  Never  once  have  I spoken 
to  you  as  if  it  were.  I repeat,  I am  sorry 
if  you  have  misapprehended.  But  I 
could  not  suffer  you  to  be  so  mueh  as 
a pinch  of  dust  to  clog  the  wheels.  The 
fault” — he  tapped  his  forehead — “was 
apparently  with  the  brain.  You  ad- 
hered emotionally,  not  with  your  in- 
tellect. I did  not  realize  that.” 

“And  if  you  had  realized” — she 
poured  forth  the  bitterness  of  her  de- 
feat— “you  would  still  have  done  the 
same.  You  would  have  used  me.” 

“I  would  have  used  you  just  so  much 
as  you  were  fool  enough  to  let  yourself 
be  used,  vnthout  my  lying  to  you.  I would 
not  have  lied  to  you  for  the  sake  of  no 
matter  how  many  millions  of  dollars. 
But  if  you  persisted  in  thinking  I did 
not  mean  what  I said,  I could  not  have 
helped  that.  I told  you  over  and  over 
again  that  I had  no  god  except  the  will 
of  the  sovereign  masses;  that  your  silly 
democracy  meant  nothing  to  me;  that 
I cared  only  for  the  Revolution.  I 
stand  where  Is  tood  then.  Good-bye — 
madame.” 

“You  may  pay,  too  . . .”  she  flung  out. 

“I  dare  say.  Human  nature  is  not 
perfect.  But  if  I do,  it  will  not  be  be- 
cause I have  misunderstood  myself.” 
He  passed  out  of  the  door,  honest  as 


ever. 

Annette,  Countess  Chudenitz,  “Com- 
rade Annetta,”  daughter  of  John  Dav- 
idge  and  cousin  of  Bertha  Dollard,  went 
slowly  up  to  her  bedroom.  She  had 
decided  to  make  them  mount  the  stairs 
to  find  her;  not  to  lessen  their  journey 
by  one  step.  It  was  a pity  she  had  no 
pistol.  Perhaps  Radin  would  have  given 
her  one  if  she  had  asked.  Her  torture, 
like  her  safety,  was  nothing  he  had  set  his 
cold  heart  on.  But  it  was  too  late  now. 

Through  the  afternoon  she  meditated 
on  the  technique  of  non-resistance. 
Finally,  too  worn  out  for  even  fear  to 
keep  her  awake,  she  fell  asleep.  When 
she  woke,  it  was  nearly  dusk.  She  was 
stronger  after  her  sleep,  and  that  she 
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resented.  She  hated  her  own  alertness, 
and  would  infinitely  have  preferred  the 
anesthesia  of  exhaustion.  A ray  of 
sunlight  struck  the  dressing-table.  She 
arranged  her  jewels  for  the  public  view. 
They  should  not  say  that  she  kept  any- 
thing back.  Only  her  wedding-ring  she 
stowed  away  inside  her  clothing,  think- 
ing almost  with  tenderness  of  Ishtvan. 
Then  she  began  to  hate  Ishtvan  for 
bringing  her  here.  . . . But  the  truth 
was  that  Radin,  not  Ishtvan,  had 
brought  her  now;  and  if  she  had  not 
returned  to  her  own  country,  she  would 
never  have  known  Radin.  Only  once 
did  her  fear  make  her  ignoble — when 
she  stretched  out  her  hand  to  her  vanity- 
case.  But  she  drew  her  hand  back; 
she  would  make  no  bid  for  desire.  As 
she  strained  her  eyes  towards  the  twi- 
lit mirror,  she  saw  herself  stripped  of 
beauty  as  of  a garment.  Better  so. 

For  every  reason — pride,  expediency, 
what  not — better  so. 

She  sat  down  at  the  window  then  to 
watch  the  night  come  on.  And  with  the 
paling  of  the  west,  the  brightening  of 
the  stars,  the  darkening  of  the  air,  she 
found  things  to  notice.  Again  the  great 
evergreens  were  stirred  and  peopled. 

A little  later  the  shrubs,  too,  came 
alive.  When  the  moon  rose  clear,  the 
shadows  ceased  to  be  stealthy.  They 
formed  in  groups.  In  the  end  it  was  the 
ordered  march  of  confident  folk.  Lights 
flared  out  from  the  drawing-rooms  be- 
low, making  a broad,  yellow  path  upon 
the  grass.  Along  that  path,  several 
abreast,  they  approached.  She  heard 
the  low,  staccato  hum  of  their  talk. 

She  could  better  have  borne  guns  and 
torches,  the  loose  fabric  of  riot  that 
would  offer  interstices  for  escape.  This 
was  soberness  itself;  evidently  a meet- 
ing of  the  local  soviet  to  be  held  in 
the  great  rooms  of  the  villa  that  had 
been  hers.  To  this  had  it  come;  that 
not  even  in  the  midst  of  red  revolution 
last  week  had  she  so  sensed  her  doom 
as  now.  Annette  Davidge’s  humor  had 
been  a weakling  that  perished  in  An- 
nette’s own  childhood.  Her  irony  had 
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grown  up  with  her,  but  it,  too — a weak 
thing — had  passed  away  long  since  in 
Pest.  Not  with  mirth,  but  with  pros- 
trating fear,  she  noted  those  ordered 
ranks.  Annette  Davidge  was  to  meet 
her  fate  at  a committee-meeting — in  a 
drawing-room — precisely  as,  long  ago, 
she  had  met  Radin.  The  two  settings 
were  extraordinarily  alike.  Only  this 
time,  if  she  listened,  she  would  not 
understand  the  words;  and  this  time  it 
meant  something.  Perhaps  some  of 
Bertha  Dollard’s  guests,  besides  Radin, 
had  meant  something  before;  but  the 
tea,  the  debutantes,  and  the  footmen 
had  been  there  to  prove  that  Bertha 
Dollard  meant  nothing.  Annette  wished 
— still  without  humor — that  this  had 
been  anything  but  a meeting. 

An  immense  distaste  came  to  her 
for  being  summoned  by  the  chairman. 
She  dragged  herself  up  from  her  post 
by  the  ■window,  took  her  jewels  and 
money  in  her  hand,  and  went  down- 
stairs to  the  assembly  in  which  she  had 
no  vote.  Entering  the  room,  her  eyes 
dazzled;  but  she  laid  her  treasures  on 
the  table  in  front  of  the  bearded  man 
who  presided.  The  woman  who  sat 
beside  him  snatched  at  the  gems,  but 
the  president  laid  a heavy  hand  on  the 
woman’s  arm  and  pushed  them  to  the 


front  of  the  table  where  all  could  see. 
Then  Annette  sat  quietly  down  in  a 
owner;  she  felt  very  shabby  in  her 
frayed  black.  The  scarves  and  shawls 
and  petticoats  of  the  peasant  women 
overpowered  her.  Their  eyes  raked  her 
— all  the  eyes  present,  focusing  them- 
selves into  one  stare,  which  she  felt 
like  a burning-glass.  But  presently  the 
chairman  spoke  again,  and  the  heads 
turned  back  to  him.  His  hand  played 
with  the  gold  before  him.  Annette  fixed 
her  gaze  upon  the  glinting  pile.  The 
strange  sounds  the  man  uttered  prob- 
ably concerned  her;  but  she  left  those 
strange  sounds  over  there,  as  she  had 
left  her  money  and  her  jewels.  She 
refused  to  have  anything  to  do  with  it 
— with  any  of  it.  There  was  something 
austere  in  the  bearded  man’s  guarding 
of  her  valuables.  But  she  was  tired  of 
honest  men. 

Before,  in  Bertha  Dollard’s  house  she 
had  been  unaware  of  her  crisis,  because 
she  had  misunderstood.  Now,  in  spite 
of  her  ignorance  of  their  speech,  she 
understood  better.  Yet  she  had  the 
luck,  a second  time,  to  be  unaware  of 
her  crisis  when  it  came.  For  presently, 
as  if  really  hypnotized  by  the  glint  of 
her  own  gold,  she  fainted — so  quietly, 
however,  that  no  one  noticed  it. 


GIFTS 

BY  ARCHIE  AUSTIN  COATES 

WHEN  you  gave  me  little  things — 
Carven  boxes  rich  with  paint, 
Jades  of  mystic  colorings, 

Ivories  grotesque  and  quaint — 

Then  I smiled;  my  heart  was  glad 
For  the  happiness  it  had. 

But  with  other,  nearer  days 

When  the  greatest  gift  you  gave — 
Love  like  rimless  seas  ablaze, 

Love  that  towered  burning,  brave — 
Then  I did  not  smile,  but  crept 
To  a hidden  place  and  wept! 
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BY  WILLIAM  ASHLEY  ANDERSON 


AS  the  Araioon  Apcar — an  old  ac- 
jlJL  quaintance  of  the  Bay  of  Bengal 
— drifted  aimlessly  into  the  placid  roads, 
I suddenly  learned  that  my  table  com- 
panion from  Mombasa  was  interested 
in  an  attempt  to  control  the  sisal  crop 
of  British  East  Africa.  So  I missed  the 
first  expanding  view  of  Zanzibar  Town, 
for  Zanzibar  was  but  another  port,  while 
sisal  is  always  an  adventure. 

Eventually  we  came  on  deck  for  a 
glimpse  of  the  town,  congested,  inchoate, 
tumbled  like  a lot  of  concrete  blocks  on 
the  dazzling  coral  beach  and  into  the 
limelike  waters.  The  Sultan’s  palace, 
as  ugly  as  a Saratoga  hotel,  obtruded  it- 
self near  the  center,  while  dirty  little 
alleyways  ran  down  to  the  beach,  where 
they  emptied  their  filth  into  the  spark- 
ling waters  among  a flotsam  of  tatter- 
sailed  dhows  coasting  from  village  to 
village  with  cargoes  of  berities,  makanda 
mats,  cloves,  coral  blocks,  and  copra.  A 
few  broad- verandaed  piles  hung  over  the 
sands,  while  right  and  left  a sky-line  of 
palms,  thrust  above  a solid  dark-green 
base,  indicated  the  rich  and  tropical 
verdure  characteristic  of  this  isle  of  spice 
and  romance. 

To  seaward  some  tiny  islands  were 
scattered  like  bits  of  polished  jade  upon 
a tray  of  ruffled,  stained,  sky-blue  vel- 
vet, while  in  the  offing  the  skeleton  of  a 
wreck  bleaching  on  its  rack  of  jagged 
coral  gave  the  lie  to  the  music  of  the 
waves  whispering  and  licking  about  it. 

I looked  quizzically  at  the  sisal-man. 

“No  fear,”  he  said,  wearily.  “I’m  fed 
up  with  niggers.  I want  to  see  nothing 
between  here  and  Durban.  My  soul  is 
satisfied  with  what  it  has  seen  of  black 
Africa.  Give  ms  one-quarter  per  cent, 
on  my  turn-over  and  I’ll  camp  on  Jer- 
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myn  Street  for  the  rest  of  my  life. 
Besides,”  he  added,  plaintively,  “there’s 
nothing  here  but  spice  and  pestilence.” 

Aden,  from  which  I had  but  recently 
departed,  is  a man  grown  gaunt  and 
rugged  in  honest  strife;  but  Zanzibar  is  a 
courtezan,  whimsical,  gay,  sullen,  pre- 
senting many  aspects.  Warm,  rich, 
beautiful,  concealing  with  dissembling 
art  its  sinister  spots,  it  lavishes  its 
charms,  intoxicates  with  its  beauty, 
smothers  with  its  opulence;  or  suddenly, 
after  a smoldering  silence,  it  rends  itself 
with  rage.  The  screaming  tornado  rips 
its  garments  of  verdure  to  tatters,  bony- 
fingered  pestilence  goes  leering  down  its 
dank  alleyways,  fever  shakes  the  life 
out  of  its  victims.  And  afterward,  the 
bright  sun  sparkles  upon  the  rain-washed 
foliage,  and  the  island  smiles  again  with 
the  innocent  radiance  of  a maiden. 

I cleared  the  customs,  pushing  my 
way  through  a polyglot  collection  of 
Oriental  and  East  Coast  natives,  and, 
followed  by  my  dazed  Lamu  boy,  shoul- 
dering my  bag,  plunged  straight  into  the 
maze  of  narrow,  slimy,  steamy  alleyways 
that  form  the  thoroughfares  of  Zanzibar 
Town. 

The  great  concrete  piles  of  ancient 
Arab  structures  bulked  overhead,  closing 
together  in  places  to  form  clumsy  arches. 
Fronds  of  palms,  ambitious  shoots, 
luxuriant  creepers,  dripping  with  moist- 
ure, struggled  upward  to  the  light.  The 
air  was  heavy  with  the  rich,  sweet  smell 
of  copra  and  the  spicy  tang  of  cloves. 
In  and  out  the  huge  carved  doors  and 
along  the  stone-paved  alleys,  bland 
Khojas,  wet-looking  Hindus,  and  Parsis, 
carrying  umbrellas  and  lifting  their 
flimsy  trousers  or  draggling  hodrunks 
from  the  slime,  made  their  way  from 
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office  to  office  on  strange  errands. 
Hamal-carts,  pushed  and  banged  and 
bullied  along  by  half-naked,  sweating, 
singing,  swearing  Swahilis,  filled  the  air 
with  noise  and  confusion.  Bicycle  bells 
jangled  as  irritable  Goanese  rounded  un- 
suspected comers;  birds  whistled  and 
shrieked  from  the  housetops,  and  the 
muffled  rattle  of  typewriters  added  a 
staccato  to  the  concert.  Amid  this  con- 
fusion I came  to  a black,  richly  carved 
door  set  in  a vast  moldy  wall  pierced 
with  iron-barred  rifle-ports,  and  rec- 
ognized in  this  my  factory  and  my 
castle. 

A solemn  black  doorkeeper,  in  white 
karuta  and  red  iarbush,  arose  at  my  ap- 
proach and  pushed  open  the  door,  and  I 
ascended  a long,  dark  flight  of  stairs 
through  an  atmosphere  stifling  with  the 
odor  of  spices.  Half-way  up,  these  stairs 
gave  access  to  my  future  offices,  and 
higher  still  to  the  spacious  living-quar- ' 
ters  overhanging  the  coral  beach  and 
looking  out  upon  the  harbor. 

It  was  a busy  day. 

From  dark,  hidden  chambers  under- 
neath came  the  sound  of  rushing  feet, 
bursts  of  shrill  laughter,  and  uproar  of 
tumbling  reed  sacks  of  cloves  and  copra, 
the  singsong  chant  of  the  tally-clerks, 
panting  songs;  from  the  beach,  shouts 
of  the  boatmen  swinging  their  barges 
close  to  the  shore;  and  from  the  open 
bay,  the  distant  rattle  of  winches  as  the 
gluttonous  ships  gorged  themselves  with 
spices.  The  office  presented  a flurried 
aspect  of  scattered  invoices  and  bills-of- 
lading,  perspiring  Parsis,  and  harried 
Banian  clerks  bending  desperately  over 
typewriters,  while  the  factor,  a bland . 
little  cockney,  hopped  about  with  in- 
nocuous energy,  playing  the  r61e  of 
director  of  the  universe. 

I gave  him  my  salaams,  told  him  my 
intentions,  and  left  him  to  revel  in  his 
monopoly  of  the  American  spice  trade, 
while  I retired  to  the  seclusion  of  the 
spacious  veranda  overlooking  the  “most 
costly  roof  in  East  Africa,”  and,  with  a 
woven-palm  basket  of  juicy  fruit  by  my 
side,  stretched  myself  blissfully  in  a long 


Indian  chair  and  smiled  at  the  recollec- 
tion of  parched  Aden. 

Business  did  not  immediately  engross 
me.  Certain  events  had  transpired  to 
fill  me  with  a passing  cynicism.  But  I 
delighted  in  watching  the  ambitious 
little  factor  outdoing  himself  for  my 
edification. 

He  snatched  control  of  the  dove-mar- 
ket; he  reeked  of  copra;  he  purchased  a 
small  fleet  of  dhows -for  the  navigation  of 
Victoria  Nyanza;  he  conjured  tonnage 
out  of  empty  seas;  he  even  wheedled 
space  from  the  sea  lords  of  his  Britannic 
Majesty;  he  went  so  far  as  to  imagine 
himself  into  a fortune  based  on  the  sale 
of  btche  de  met  to  the  Chinese  epicures  of 
New  York  and  Frisco;  and  at  last,  burst- 
ing with  a spasm  of  secret  patriotism, 
he  disappeared  mysteriously  in  a small 
boat  for  the  mainland,  where  he  assumed 
the  r61e  of  soldier,  serving  the  king  in 
swamp  and  jungle  against  von  Lettow’s 
black  men.  I ran  across  him  a year 
later,  twittering  over  new  plans  despite 
his  black-water  fever. 

He  was  disappointed  at  the  lack  of 
interest  shown  in  his  dramatic  departure, 
but  this  momentary  doud  faded  rapidly 
behind  a flash  of  new  interest. 

“How  many  engagements  have  you 
been  in?  I’ve  been  in  nineteen!  And 
forty  goes  of  fever!  They  expect  me  to 
die,  you  know!” 

1 didn’t  expect  him  to  die.  I knew  he 
wouldn’t.  I hope  to  hear  of  him  some 
day  cornering  the  oyster  crop  to  foster 
the  walrus  industry  of  Baffin  Bay. 

The  humorous  element  in  his  depart- 
ure, I must  say,  had  been  aggravated  at 
the  time  by  a good  deal  of  irritation  at 
the  position  in  which  I was  left,  for  I 
was  obliged  to  fill  in  nearly  all  my  time 
with  work,  worry,  and  gusts  of  giddiness. 
Ships  ceased  calling;  the  “most  costly 
roof  in  East  Africa”  converted  itself 
into  a sieve;  and  the  little  rains  came  on 
in  great  floods,  soaking  through  the  roof 
as  though  through  sugar,  and  pouring  in 
upon  ten  thousand  bales  of  precious 
spices,  while  a plague  of  rats  gnawed 
gaping  holes  in  every  carefully  weighed 
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sack;  and  I began  to  wake  to  ghostly 
silences  at  night,  and  hear  whispers  in 
the  chamber,  and  the  waves  sneering 
malevolently  on  the  beach,  and  the  stiff 
palm  fronds  cracking  their  knuckles,  and 
little  gusts  of  rain  pattering  over  the 
corrugated  iron  roofs  to  spit  in  my  face. 

This  was  not  good  for  me.  One  of  my 
predecessors  had  gone  through  some- 
thing similar,  and  ended  by  wincing  with 
physical  pain  every  time  a wave  broke 
on  the  beach,  and  at  every  step  forward 
imagined  that  the  earth  was  caving  in 
before  him.  Neuralgia  succeeded  insom- 
nia, and  insomnia  brought  on  neuralgia; 
so  eventually  they  had  to  send  him  tour- 
ing all  over  the  world  to  find  a place 
where  he  could  sleep. 

Suddenly  I was  tricked  with  a sense  of 
the  ridiculous,  and  the  world  grinned 
back.  So  I proceeded  to  become  ac- 
quainted with  my  assistants  and  hamals. 

The  dove-broker  was  a black-bearded 
Khoja,  soft  in  speech,  courteous  in  man- 
ner, and  very  clever  in  his  dealings.  He 
wore  a long  black  coat,  soft,  floppy, 
white-linen  trousers,  sandals,  and  an  um- 
brella; and  he  took  a fatherly  interest  in 
my  welfare,  dragging  me  forth  to  peer  in 
darksome  godowns  where  pungent  doves 
were  heaped  in  hillocks  twenty-five  feet 
high.  Breathing  mysterious  trade  se- 
crets and  exuding  cloves  from  every 
seam  and  fold  of  his  voluminous  gar- 
ments, he  drifted  into  the  office  like  a 
dark,  brooding  doud  touched  with  bits 
of  sunshine,  and  never  came  unwanted 
nor  stayed  too  long. 

Ali  Bhanji,  who  scoured  the  steaming 
bazaars  in  the  interests  of  Manchester 
looms,  was  also  a Khoja,  but  of  a differ- 
ent sort.  Ali  was  bumptious.  Ambition 
boiled  within  him.  Dumpy  and  Napole- 
onic (save  that  he  chewed  altematdy  a 
stained  mustache  and  betel-nut  packed 
in  lime),  he  clattered  up  and  down 
the  stairs  twenty  times  a day,  every 
time  presenting  a different  countenance. 
Frenzied  with  some  petty  anxiety,  burst- 
ing with  pride  over  some  clever  stroke, 
slyly  silent  over  a maturing  plan, 
chuckling  at  the  latest  bon  mot  of  the 


cloth-bazaar,  breathing  a forbidden  ru- 
mor with  nervous  dread  and  delight,  he 
filled  each  passing  day  with  novelty  and 
inspiration.  Claiming  me  as  his  prop- 
erty, he  dragged  me  into  the  bazaars  to 
smoke  sweet  cigarettes  with  Banians, 
tell  fabulous  yams  to  Khojas,  sip  coffee 
with  Arabs,  and  pass  the  time  of  day 
with  almost  every  chance-met  Zanzibari. 
Beaming  benevolently,  his  pock-marked 
face  radiating  good  will,  he  would  say, 
persuasively: 

“Ah,  here  is  the  hcuse  of  Jan  Hansraj ! 
Oh,  how  many  times  Jan  Hansraj  he 
say,  ‘You  come  my  house’!  What  you 
think,  bwana ?”  . . . And  in  another 
moment  I would  find  myself  steered  into 
the  presence  of  young  Jan  Hansraj, 
squatting  over  coffee,  and  exchanging 
compliments  and  yams  with  him. 

Now  here  was  romance  that  most  folk 
would  have  passed,  unknowing,  by;  for 
Jan  Hansraj ’s  father  financed  Tipoo 
Tib,  and  Tipoo  Tib  was  the  great  Zan- 
zibar Arab  who  fought  over  and  con- 
quered, in  his  search  for  ivory  (white  and 
black),  all  that  vast  territory  which 
stretches  from  the  head  waters  of  the 
Congo  and  the  Nile  to  the  waters  of  the 
Indian  Ocean  between  Cape  Delgado 
and  Mogadishe.  This  Tipoo  Tib  was  the 
chief  support  and  guide  of  Stanley  in  his 
perambulations  about  Central  Africa; 
and  prime  factor  in  the  rescue  of  Emin 
Pasha,  who  was  reluctantly  obliged  to 
abdicate  from  the  inner  Sudan  when 
Gordon  was  awaiting  with  cynical 
amusement  the  fate  that  finally  engulfed 
him  at  Khartoum. 

So  the  tales  I heard  nonchalantly 
spoken  between  weaving  wreaths  of  ciga- 
rette smoke  and  over  cardamom-flavored 
coffee  of  white  ivory  and  black,  of 
piratical  dhows  and  sinister  court  in- 
trigues, of  the  seething  slave-market 
around  the  comer,  and  the  great  safaris 
that  gathered  at  Bagamoyo  on  the  main- 
land across  the  way  and  vanished  into 
the  heart  of  the  Black  Continent  for 
twelve  and  fourteen  years  at  a stretch — 
these  tales  were  such  as  you  hear  over 
nargheli  amid  the  babble  of  the  bazaar, 
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but  can  never,  never  remember  to  repeat 
in  prose. 

I saw  much  of  the  tangled,  slimy, 
tawdry,  teeming  bazaar  in  Ali’s  com- 
pany. He  was  a good  tutor,  omitting 
nothing,  as  might  a finicky  Parsi,  anx- 
ious not  to  offend  a sahib’s  nice  taste  or 
corrupt  his  own.  He  jibbered  and 
grunted,  and  nodded  his  head  solemnly, 
or  grinned  maliciously,  and  initiated  me 
in  all  the  mysteries.  Once  he  even  took 
me  to  look  at  his  sister,  though  I prom- 
ised to  pretend  I saw  nothing.  Down  an 
alley  in  the  tin-bazaar  we  passed  a cer- 
tain shop. 

“There,  bwana,  look!  It  is  she!” 

Squatting  on  the  floor  near  the  door 
of  the  shop,  with  a nearly  naked  baby, 
tubby  and  tattered  with  tinsel  and  bau- 
bles, tumbling  about  her,  Ali’s  sister 
presented  a lovely  picture.  Her  com- 
plexion was  warm  and  delicately  glow- 
ing; her  hair,  black  and  smooth,  seemed 
to  glisten  with  life;  while  her  large  eyes 
gazed  with  abstraction  down  the  teem- 
ing thoroughfare.  There  was  about  her 
an  air  of  pensive  melancholy,  of  unrest, 
of  suppressed  fire,  that  was  tempered 
and  rendered  beautiful  by  the  cold 
cameo  fineness  of  her  features,  the  un- 
disturbed tranquillity  of  her  pose. 

Ali  twitched  nervously  at  my  elbow, 
no  doubt  regretting  his  indiscretion,  and 
I passed  on,  wondering  at  the  destiny 
that  left  such  genuine  beauty  to  grow  up 
in  darkness  in  the  back  alley  of  a bazaar 
— to  rear  brown  brats  whose  whole  ob- 
ject in  life  would  be  to  sell  shoddy  cloth, 
bits  of  tin  and  sweetmeats,  and  to  haggle 
shrilly  over  pice.  . . . 

Zanzibar  Town  is  the  great  metropolis 
of  the  East  Coast.  It  is  Rome  to  the 
dusky  pilgrim;  it  is  Paris  to  the  reckless 
wanderers  from  the  Bantu  folk  of  Cape 
Delgado  to  the  sons  of  the  corsairs  of 
Oman.  Its  clubs;  its  coffee-shops;  its 
cinemas;  its  dark,  arched  rooms  where 
dusky  belles  from  India,  Arabia,  the 
Somali  Coast,  and  Zanzibar  giggle  and 
shrill  and  dance  monotonous  dances;  its 
spreading  mango-trees  under  whose  shel- 
ter the  torches  bum,  and  the  tom-toms 


beat  the  measure  of  night-long  ngomai; 
its  shops  tumbling  with  riches  of  roughly 
carved  ivory  and  ebony,  or  hammered 
Cingalese  silver  and  gems;  its  bazaars, 
gaudy  with  cheap  cloth — kikoys,  ho- 
drunks,  kanzas — bright  with  prints  of 
flags  and  ships  and  emblems  of  royalty; 
the  great  ships  lying  in  its  roads,  pouring 
into  the  lap  of  black  Africa  the  increas- 
ing luxuries  of  Europe;  the  dhows  bear- 
ing commerce  from  the  Persian  Gulf,  the 
Seychelles,  and  Madagascar — all,  all  and 
more,  contribute  to  the  renown  and  lure 
of  Zanzibar. 

Whether  it  is  a Hindu  wedding  glisten- 
ing with  tinsel,  colored  lights,  and  mock 
armor,  with  frightened  boy  bridegroom 
and  smug,  patronizing  sire,  or  a visit  to 
the  great  Mohammedan  club  in  a grove 
of  mangoes  by  a beach  on  the  outskirts 
of  town  where  adolescent  Hindus  ape  the 
manners  of  Eton  and  Harrow  on  the 
cricket-pitch — “Oah,  well  played,  sare! 
Bowled!  Bowled,  sare!” — or  an  expedi- 
tion with  Mohammed,  darting  in  and 
out  among  the  stately  dhows  from  Mus- 
cat, looking  over  likely  bargains  in  teak- 
wood  tonnage,  or  some  adventurous 
quest  down  dark,  whispering  alleys  at 
night  with  a companion  still  rolling  on 
his  sea  legs — each  page  contained  a new 
story  for  me.  But  always  the  moral  was 
the  same,  and  the  moral  was  Ixion’s, 
“Adventures  are  to  the  adventurous.” 

The  life  of  the  bazaar  is  a peculiar 
thing.  To  the  philosopher  it  is  mostly 
very  broad  human  comedy;  but  occa- 
sionally there  is  presented  some  tragic 
circumstance,  violent  and  inexplicable, 
that  leaves  a lingering  memory  of  color 
and  flame  and  troubled  questioning. 
The  inexplicable  fascinates  but  never 
satisfies. 

For  instance,  one  day  there  was  a 
hubbub  in  the  bazaar — rifle-shots,  bang- 
ing doors,  shouts,  a loud,  rising  hum — 
and  this  is  what  occurred: 

Two  sepoys,  coming  away  from  Beyt- 
el-Ajaib,  the  palace  of  the  Sultan,  struck 
by  a sudden  madness,  turned  into  the 
bazaar.  At  the  shop  of  Damoder  Jerab 
they  found  the  inoffensive  Khoja  mana- 
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ger  sitting  on  a stool,  calm  and  con- 
tented. One  of  the  sepoys  coolly'  raised 
his  rifle  and  shot  the  unsuspecting  man 
in  his  fat  stomach.  Instantly  the  bazaar 
was  in  a quivering  panic.  Shutters  went 
up  with  a clatter;  the  brass  - studded 
doors  closed  with  muffled  bangs;  and 
all  in  the  alleys  scampered  to  shelter  like 
frightened  rabbits.  A wet  Banian  — 
brother  of  beasts  and  bugs,  who  would 
have  thought  it  as  great  a crime  to  kill 
a rat  as  his  own  grandmother — trying  to 
slip  unseen  down  a dark,  moist  alleyway, 
palpitating  with  terror,  was  discovered 
by  the  sardonic  gaze  of  the  sepoy,  and  a 
second  bullet  flew.  It  struck  the  Banian 
in  the  chest,  and  knocked  him  with  a 
faint  whimper  into  a muddied  drain. 

There  were  stirrings,  whisperings, 
choked  cries,  tinkle  of  silver,  and  rattle 
of  brasses,  behind  the  dank  walls.  In  an 
instant  the  narrow  wet  alleyways  were 
deserted,  save  for  a few  old  men  and 
women  too  stunned  to  move  quickly,  and 
some  children,  lost  in  the  swift  panic. 
Four  women,  coming  to  an  upper  win- 
dow to  look  down  into  the  stirring 
bazaar,  made  a pretty,  colorful  picture 
under  a Byzantine  arch  with  a drab 
background.  They  were  terrified  with 
anxiety  for  their  children,  but  one  of  the 
sepoy’s  bullets  scattered  them  like  bits 
of  bright  plumage. 

Ali  Bhanji,  who  was  of  course  on 
band,  saw  his  child  in  the  street  and 
rushed  out  to  draw  him  to  safety  just  as 
another  small  boy,  seeing  all  doors  clos- 
ing about  him,  flung  himself  against 
Dharsey’s  great  brass-studded  portal, 
crying  out: 

“Mohammed  Ali  Dharsey,  open  the 
door!  Open  the  door,  Mohammed  Ali 
Dharsey!  Help  me!  Open  the  door!” 

While  the  little  fellow  beat  frantically 
at  the  black  carved  door,  behind  which 
the  merchants  wrung  their  hands  help- 
lessly, the  sepoy  turned  with  a flashing 
smile  and  shot  him. 

When  the  two  had  expended  their  am- 
munition they  went  on  a short  distance, 
conversing  calmly  together  till  they  came 
to  a convenient  barasa  at  the  door  of  a 


shop  kept  by  an  old  woman.  They  told 
her  to  shut  her  door,  and  when  . she  had 
done  this  and  the  street  was  clear,  sitting 
down  a short  distance  apart,  they  raised 
their  rifles  and  fired  simultaneously 
at  each  other,  both  falling  mortally 
wounded.-  ...  So  these  two  hillmen, 
born  and  reared  in  some  remote  hamlet 
— perhaps  on  the  snowy  slopes  of  the 
Himalayas — when  the  blood  madness 
came  upon  them,  found  their  deaths  in 
the  steaming  bazaars  of  Zanzibar:  . . . 

“Phew!”  said  Ali,  mopping  his  brow 
as  he  finished  giving  me  his  version. 
“How  very  near  you  not  can  able  make 
business  to-day!  Suppose  I deaded! 
No  broker,  no  ahauri!  Eh,  bwanaf  ...” 

And,  after  consideration,  I do  think 
the  head  office  would  have  been  a bit 
querulous  at  any  unwarranted  delay 
caused  thereby. 

The  man  I most  liked  was  Hadji 
Mahomet  ben  Ali,  a pure-blooded  Arab 
from  the  Yemen.  There  was  no  com- 
promise about  the  Hadji;  he  had  a solid, 
downright  character,  bluff,  direct  man- 
ner, formed  his  opinions  after  brief  con- 
sideration, and  acted  with  decision.  He 
was  a hamal  contractor,  engaged  in 
supplying  stevedores,  hamals,  and  wom- 
en to  sort  and  clean  cloves  and  copra, 
drag  the  stuff  in  carts  from  end  to  end  of 
the  town,  load  it  in  barges,  and  stow 
it  in  the  holds  of  the  big  ships  swinging 
in  the  roads.  To  carry  on  this  work 
successfully  he  had  to  have  keen  percep- 
tion, initiative,  and  a profound  knowl- 
edge of  the  native  laborer. 

Often  at  night  when  the  “most  costly 
roof  in  East  Africa”  suddenly  became 
porous  under  a beating  rain,  threatening 
the  destruction  of  thousands  of  sacks  of 
cloves,  I would  send  a messenger — old, 
black,  blear-eyed  Belalli,  in  a nightgown, 
sandals,  and  red  tarbush;  Belalli,  a pen- 
sioner, and  once  about  the  best  ivory 
expert  on  the  Black  Continent — I would 
send  him  searching  for  Mahomet  ben 
Ali,  scurrying  through  the  drenching 
downpour,  as  anxious  over  the  cloves  as 
a parvenu  over  a string  of  pearls. 

Presently  into  the  darkness  of  my  room 
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would  come  the  Hadji,  silent  and  grave, 
his  black  beard  dripping  moisture,  his 
smoldering  eyes  steady  under  the  sop- 
ping turban,  the  hilt  of  his  dagger  gleam- 
ing with  the  wet. 

“ Maharabahl"  he  would  greet  me. 
“What  is  the  trouble  now,  effendi?” 
. . . And  within  twenty  minutes  the  big 
godowns  would  be  reverberating  with 
the  shouts  and  songs  of  coolies  struggling 
in  the  glow  of  huge,  blazing  lights  to 
clear  the  threatened  cloves. 

Whenever  I ran  into  the  Hadji  at  the 
clove-market  I spent  many  pleasant 
moments  with  him  discussing  the  world 
and  its  people.  Looking  through  the 
overflowing  godowns  out  to  the  open 
bay  where  the  great  three-masted  teak- 
wood  dhows  congregated  from  every 
corner  of  the  Indian  Ocean,  and  the 
rusted  iron  steamships,  worn  with  war- 
time’s trafficking,  tugged  wearily  at 
their  chains,  and  the  small  battered  fish- 
ermen’s craft  and  outriggers  from  the 
mainland  drifted  about  like  chance- 
blown  autumn  leaves,  we  swung  our 
heels  under  a hamal-cart  and  let  the 
world  pass  in  review. 

We  both  knew  Arab  and  Jewish  trad- 
ers in  Aden  and  along  the  Somali  Coast, 
and  had  dealings  with  Parsi  merchants 
of  Bombay.  Mahomet  had  been  a ver- 
itable Sinbad. 

He  indicates  a little,  weary,  home- 
sick group  squatting  by  the  shelter  of  a 
wall,  gazing  out  to  sea  or  stealing  curi- 
ous glances  at  the  all-important  Indians 
and  the  black  Swahilis  shuffling  and 
lounging  past.  They  are  Arabs  from 
Oman,  three  youths  and  a girl.  She  is 
unveiled  and  has  the  wild,  clean-featured 
beauty  of  the  desert,  with  large,  liquid 
eyes,  and  a skin  that  is  warm  and  fresh; 
while  the  youths,  comely  and  lithe,  are 
plainly  anxious  to  be  off  again.  One 
glance  tells  us  they  have  come  in  a dhow 
from  the  Persian  Gulf,  picking  their  way 
among  the  stars  across  the  waste  of  the 
Indian  Ocean,  trusting  to  Allah  and 
every  chance  wind  that  blew. 

Envy  rises  in  me.  I,  too,  should  like 
to  sail  those  seas,  master  of  my  dhow 


and  a plaything  of  the  winds — to  take 
my  chance  with  Kismet  on  the  open 
waters,  while  my  heart  leaped  with 
life. 

I suggest  this  to  the  Hadji,,  and  he 
smites  his  thigh:  “Allah!  Allah!  We 
will  do  this,  effendi!  You  and  I,  we 
will.” 

But  I already  foresee  my  departure  in 
a big,  rattling,  lopsided  transport  packed 
with  blacks  in  khaki,  with  web  kits 
stuffed  with  cartridges.  But  sometime, 
Hadji,  sometime! 

Beside  these  three,  there  were  my  in- 
solent black  overseer,  Adbaraka,  always 
short  of  money,  haughty  with  the  women 
among  whom  he  imagined  himself  an 
Arab,  yet  proud  of  his  work;  and  dear 
old  Belalli,  shuffling,  mumbling,  laugh- 
ing Belalli,  gentle  and  anxious  as  a 
grandmother,  and  loyal  as  a dog;  and 
Ali,  my  boy,  afflicted  with  elephantiasis, 
dragging  a foot  the  size  of  a gate-post, 
till  I gave  him  a hut  and  took  on  his 
rogue  of  a brother  in  his  place;  and 
Eimzi,  chief  of  the  hamals,  with  the  body 
of  a Hercules  and  the  good-nature  of  a 
puppy,  despite  a gash  across  his  face 
from  ear  to  chin — a memento  of  happy, 
care-free  days  in  Muscat.  They  were 
all  good  children,  and  gave  sufficient 
anxiety  and  amusement  to  fit  every 
mood. 

Never  was  there  a tedious  moment 
from  the  hour  of  singing  dawn  when  I 
awakened  to  the  greeting  of  the  dusky 
damsels  who  brought  the  water  for  my 
bath,  their  broad  splayed  feet  flip-flop- 
ping on  the  stone  floor,  their  eyes  rolling 
roguishly  under  the  dripping  vessels 
poised  on  their  kinky  heads,  the  great 
red  and  yellow  buttons  in  their  stretched 
ears  gleaming  against  vast  expanses  of 
bare  brown  skin,  their  flimsy  colored  hod- 
runks  drawn  tight  about  their  swaying 
bodies,  and  their  betel-stained  gums  show- 
ing in  broad  grins  as  each  called  in  turn: 
“Jambo,  bwana!  Peace,  master!  Jambol 
Jambo!  Jambo!"  . . . This,  and  the 
warm  light  pouring  through  the  arches, 
the  twittering  of  the  love-birds  on  the 
roofs,  the  distant  songs  of  boatmen 
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.fWMri*,-  tber'call  of  bugles  still  end  so;  but  the  intriguing  mind 
across  a hanging  oif  doOrs  and  finds  otlwr  ffistraciions,  and  long- 

bolt#,  and ih^fr  Iwtrsts  of  shrill  laughter  cloaked  figures  crowned  in  high  red  tar- 
from  the  wathert  in  the  godown  below;  bvitkm  keep  the  law- — within  radius  of 
and  All,  apcdtigetie  Ijwranse  of  his  big  the  glo  w of  arc-lights.  Besides,  there 
foot,  bearing  tray  of  pineapples,  or-  are  sufficient  diverdons  beyond  the  walk 
anges,  bananas,  and  mangoes,  still  ax>l  of  harems  and  the  divans  of  the  gam* 
with  the  dew  of  night — all  these  in*  biers— the  coffee-stalls  sell  pink  and 
dicate  dawn,  ami  another  day.  > . , yellow  soda- water,  bottled  by  Hindus; 
And  thence  onward  each  hour  was  filled  electric  lights  make  bright  spots  about 
with  its  appropriate  adventure,  until  at  the  mkha  where  farmer  ami  fisherman 
last  night  name  and  crowned  them  all.  dump  their  wares  and  romance  still  sur- 
Oh,  the  nights,  of  Zanzibar — wild  nights,  vires.  One  day  1 saw  a small  fish,  which 
weird  nights,  nights  full  of  charm  and  n fisherman  had  sold  for  seven  .pice,  re- 
harmony ! tailed  for  seven  thousand  rupees  because 

The  old  days  are  passing  when  an  it  was  discovered  that  Allah  had  in- 
adventure  in  the  dark  bassaars  ended  scribed  its  settles  with  a sacred  phrase 
often  In  the  “ Hough  V’  of  a dagger  struck  from  the  Koran ! 

home,  the  thud  of  a falling  botlv,  the  On  every  night  within  a canvas  temple 
broken  sigh  of  a defeated  soul,  It  may  --where  gather  wrinkled  Arab  sailors 

from  Muscat  or  Madagascar,  or  red- 
M faced  i •irly  hlnglisli  sailors  from  where 

% “ I he  Severn  fimvs;  black  askaris  Iwjsn  the 

llogorti  Gills;  bearded  sepoys  from  the 
^^0-  Panjoiib;  hilarious  Tommies  from  Bat- 

M * '!&  ■ ter  sea,  or  precise 
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"h  I,  tween  their  knees; 

^ ii.t 

•■c‘h.  - aged."  their  children, 
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('v  their  eyes  Udiind  their 
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same  emotions  the  coming 
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little  traders,  or  fed-up  soldiers,  or  bloslS 
administrators;  or  spent  hours  over 
ancient  periodicals  from  London.  Some- 
times 1 timed  in  the  uniform  of  Ficca- 
tlilly  with  people  of  importance  and  dis- 
cussed high  topics  cleverly.  More  often 
I followed  my  natural  inclinations  and 
nmtfc-  merry  in  neighboring  messes,  or 
my  own.  where, 
gathered  about 
as  pianos,  we  sang  sen- 

timenUd  ditties  and 
jPaSWraL  mournful  lays.  Our 

"I  favorite  haunt  was 

the  home  of  a man 

nSwR.  from  Detroit. 

jH&ML.  The  first  floor  of 

■J&UFtffwrjt  the  great  barrack 

j&fBBjjggk  where  he  lived  was 

QH^SrBM  filled  with  oil  and 

" . ’ rare  petroleum  pro- 

V;  . JgjgSBr  duets.  But  on  the 

'0?'  third  floor  were  his 

rooms,  littered  with 
delicately  carved 
bits  of  ivory  on 
\ jf  jf  ehony  stands,  old 

,/*/■  'j  a rtu  o r and  rare 

■'*  j weajxmij,  lace  and 

/ silk,  tasteful  pict- 

ures, and  a piano, 
while  in  a neighbor- 
ingroom  werenll  the 
essential  adjuncts 
to  conviviality , 
According  to  Hie 
occasion,  whether  a 

and  a vitalizing  spark — suddenly  appears  biftlidiiy  hr  ope  of  {hose  f&es  that  bring 
on  the  wall,  trips,  and  lands  on  ifc»  chin  HiemOries  of  a land  obscured  hy  distance, 
amid  Californian  scenery.  we  partook' of.  liqueur  cocktails,  mint 

This. is  the  common  meeting-ground  juleps,  or  champagne  punch,  and  made 
for  all  the  world,,  the  starry  welkin  tremble  with  songs  of 

I spent  decorous  nights  at  the  club,  hmg  trails  and  cozy  little  homes.  They 
drinking  Childs  cocktails  in  deference  to  were  quaint  parlies, 
a man  whom  I regarded  with  whimsical  •“  Bob"  and  “Ascot” — the  former red- 
respect — the  same  who  was  instrumental  faced  and  grinning  with  fresh  curly  hair 
in  laying  ten  miles  of  toy  railroad  along  tousled  over  merry  blue  eyes,  the  latter 
the  coral  lteaeh,  through  the  crowded  tanned  and  gk>ojny  of  aspect,  though 
bazaar,  and  among  the  palms  to  the  toy  possessed,  of  a somber  deni — both  fresh 
village  of  Bu-ho-hu — hut  avoiding  the  from  the  -rocking  bridges  of  their  re<i**.o 
bridge-tables  where  liver  patients  tested  tive  commands,  little  storm-tossed  sister 
their  symptoms;  and  dined  with  boastful  ships,  inseparables,  who  poked  their 
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noses  in  every  bay  or  delta  along  the 
Germanee  coast,  hunting  for  trouble  and 
finding  it;  “Catchy  Boy,’’  with  young 
and  smiling  face,  quizzical,  sun-bleached 
blue  eyes,  and  hair  prematurely  gray 
from  nocturnal  jungle  t6te-&-t6tes  with 
truculent  Germanees,  unconverted  black 
men,  and  inquiring  beasts  of  predatory 
kinds;  the  Little  Trader  with  the  big 
voice  who,  in  serious  moods,  shook  the 
markets  on  flying  visits  from  Tanana- 
rive in  Madagascar  to  Kisumu  on  Vic- 
toria Nyanza;  the  Man  from  Detroit  at 
the  piano,  smiling,  debonair,  large  of 
girth  and  big  of  heart,  with  “ the  latest  ” 
(two  years  old)  at  his  finger-tips — the 
group  of  us  would  hang  arm-in-arm 
about  the  piano,  heads  thrust  forward, 
eyes  strained  to  read  the  words,  while 
“Bob”  howled: 

“ For — just — one — day-an’-one-night 
Y ou — were — muh — dream-uv-dee  light 
Till — you — fay — ded-away 
With — thuh — light-uv-thuh-day.  ...” 

All  heads  would  come  up  with  a jerk, 
faces  turn  raptly  to  the  twinkling  sky, 
mouths  gape  wide  in  one  simultaneous 
movement,  and  a melancholy  wail  trem- 
ble on  the  balmy  air: 

“Ohn — Lake — Champlain!  . . .” 

One  such  night  we  spent  at  the 
bishop’s  house.  Under  a soaring  moon, 
with  soft  magnolia-scented  breezes  blow- 
ing from  the  whispering  sea,  and  the 
Sultan’s  black  band  filling  the  air  with 
the  languorous  strains  of  tropic  music, 
the  stridency  of  life  seemed  to  pass 
away.  Drifting  across  the  dancing- 
space  with  an  attractive,  dreamy-eyed 
damsel  resting  in  my  arms,  and  the  notes 
of  “La  Paloma,”  so  soft  they  mingled 
with  the  murmur  of  the  waves,  and  the 
wind  stirring  through  the  palm  fronds 
and  laughing  amid  the  waxy  leaves  of  the 
clove-trees,  beating  tenderly  on  my  re- 
ceptive heart — these,  I felt,  were  mo- 
ments that  gave  life  its  sweetness. 
Piquant  thrills  were  for  other  times. 

Yet  as  night  blew  on  and  raindrops 
began  to  spit  from  a black,  heaving  sky. 


and  the  crowded  frolickers  began  to 
vanish  in  rickshaws  and  quaint  vehicles 
through  the  dark  shadows  of  the  sur- 
rounding groves,  there  came  a cry  from 
out  a dark  lane.  “Catchy  Boy”  and  I, 
arriving  together  from  different  points, 
discovered  an  old-fashioned  closed  car- 
riage ditched  in  the  bushes,  with  a pair 
of  overturned  horses  floundering  and 
struggling  in  their  traces.  Black  terri- 
fied footmen  in  scarlet  coats  jumped 
about  with  flickering  link-lights.  A beam 
disclosed  a silk-clad  leg  thrust  through 
the  shattered  glass  of  the  door;  and  a 
charming  face,  flushed  and  disheveled, 
lifted  itself  from  the  wreckage,  exclaim- 
ing, petulantly: 

“Damme!  This  is  a pretty  pickle!” 

“Catchy  Boy”  and  I crossed  glances 
in  the  dim  light,  and,  struck  by  the  same 
thought,  he  drew  an  imaginary  snuff- 
box and  exclaimed,  softly: 

“ Zounds ! me  lord.  Sure,  ’tis  no  proper 
night  for  wenches  to  take  the  road  from 
Bath  without  escort.” 

So  we  delivered  them  from  the  ditch 
and  set  them  safe  upon  their  way. 

Peruque’s  dance  I remember  chiefly 
because  of  an  incident.  It  was  a dance 
and  supper  in  Victoria  Gardens,  where 
the  ladies  of  the  Sultan’s  harem  formerly 
bathed.  It  was  a charming  affair,  with 
the  sole  contretemps  of  a baby  hippo- 
potamus blundering  in  among  the  tables 
and  chairs  and  disporting  on  the  dance- 
floor until  persuaded  to  leave  by  fifteen 
determined  natives  with  ropes. 

But  the  best  nights  of  all  were  at 
home,  when  the  babbling  city  had  sunk 
reluctantly  into  silence. 

My  huge  old  Arab  house  had  the 
reputation  of  being  haunted.  Unfortu- 
nately, I cannot  prove  this;  but  evety 
night  at  two  in  the  morning  I awakened 
and  lay  for  many  minutes  listening  to 
the  few  faint  sounds  that  tapped  music- 
ally upon  the  bell  of  silence — the  ever- 
lasting whispers  and  laughter  of  the 
waves  upon  the  beach,  the  tap-tap-tap 
of  death’s-head  beetles  in  the  berities  of 
the  ceiling,  the  rustling  movement  of 
rats,  the  clear  silver  tinkle  of  ships’  bells 
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in  ihsthnrbor,  the  unexpected  rattle  of  higher  lo  the  northward  upon  their  coral 
o ehain,  far  off  the  plaintive  shriek,  of  a base-  Until,  near  the  little  village  of 
lemur,  the  stSiTing  of  palm  fronds  opt-  \Ik<;>kotoni  at  the  northern  end  of  the 
side  ro.v  window  Turning  my  head,  J island,  au  outcropping  of  genuine  strata 
could  loplt  put  through  the  porticos  hast  lifted  itself  a thousand  feet  above 
across  the  water,  silvery  under  the  uitwjn,  the  blue  *easc 

with  red  and  white  and  green  lights  Neper  -have:  J seen  a more  beautiful 
glowing  from  the  gray  shadows  of  ships,  or  richer  island,  except  perhaps  moody 
A pale  brooding  moon  sometimes  gawd  Q«hu.  Rolling.  verdant  bills  and  gentle 
at  me  from  behind  & fan  of  palms;  and  valleys  witV  sweet.  dear  water  and  a 
then  ghosts  would  truly  steal  about  me,  teemim?  wealth  of  fruit:  arid  palm; broad, 
tender,  ministering  ghosts — memories  of  curving  bays  upon  whose  dazzling  coral 
other  days  anti  dim  dreams  that  may  beaches  the  iridescent  waters  toss  a 
yet  come  true.  In  their  arms  I'd  .sink  feathery  white  fringe  of  surf — make  a 
again  to  .deep.  setting  for  the  ruins  of  old  c&sties, 

Stretching  behind  the  venal  town,  smothered  uh.de?  all-embracing  creep- 
which  is  hoddled  upon  « spit  of  land,  the  efs,  and  the  deej  marched  Arab  houses 
rolling,  erribowered  hills  rise  liigb  and  on  (he  shamhas. 
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The  fuinsiell  tales  of  days  when  the  wi  b ^cdves  of  epeonut  and  glistening 
black  .Zhng  ' potentates  yielded  «*v-  fragrant  dove4ree?---the  Alan  from  De- 
ereiguty  of  the  seas  to  1 he  questing  troit  asleep  i.u  the  limousine,  making  a 
Portuguese  who  rounded  the  Cape  in  pillow  for  “Bob”  and  “Ascot.”  who 
the  fifteenth  century;  amt  of  tie-  hit  or  shore  softly,  each  on  a shoulder,  lulled  hy 
days  of  dark,  passionate  struggle  when  flu*  hum  of  the  motor,  the  soporific  [ra- 
the Imams  of  Muscat  shattered  the  gniiice  of  the. air,  of 

might  of  Portugal  from  Mogadishu  to  the  car  as  it  dips  iUtd  sWerVes  and  scats, 
Kilwa,  a small  port  uow,  but  them  a and  the  rush  of  b&hnmess  that  pours 
place  of  many  uniques.  With  the  pass-  about  us,  while  t he  slim  Goanese driver 
ing  of  the  day  of  Tipoo  Tib  that  power,  keeps  his  eyes  on  the  road,  aritf  l 
too,  has  since  passed  away,  for  the  pres-  my  dreamy  gaze  wander  afield, 
cut  swarthy*  black  - bearded  Sultan,  These  janes  are  traversed  only  by 
though  he  smiles  sardonically  as  he  rides  swaying  buUoefe-carfcs.  sleepy  jackasses, 
quietly  forth  U>  take  the  evening  air,  has  white  trotting  Muscat.  donkeys,  and 
no  illusions  as  t o the  extent  of  his  might.  Swahilis  on  foot  carrying  on  their  heads 
For  the  power  of  the  Sayids  has  now  large  green  baskets  woven  with  palm 
passed.  “Bob*'  and  “Ascot”.'  and  and  overflowing  with  fniit.  Occasion- 
“ Catchy  Boy”  and  W '•  striking  hoofs  awaken  echoes,  and 

uphold  the  Rajl;  an,,  Arab,  mounted  on  a blooded  horse. 

You  would  .not  think  it  to  see.  us- stun-  jbpiues  dancing  by,  gravely  saluting  ha 
nirtg  along  narrow  coroHne  lanes'  hedged  Jtd»  steed  curvets  and  rears,  maintaining 
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dtk'  dignity  the  ancient  principle  that  cigarettes,  and  sweets,  for  cloves  and 
the  rooun.ted  man  « flic  .ifiipetior  uian.  copra  filched ' by  the  native  from  Kb 
This  is  a xhnmln  owuor-^-oue  of  the  old  Arab  roaster. 

stock  of  Arabs  who  JwVe  flivfded  the  Naked  cliildren,  a few  chickens  and 
island  into  great  plantations  where  they  guinea-fowls,  u goat  or  two,  and  occa- 
cultivate  the  clove  and  eogqnui,-  and  sioncdly  a bullock,  winder  about  the 
such  things  of  lesser  imfsirtarice  uy  lhe  huts  or  tumble  over  one  another  trader 
aloe.  They  were  great  aristocrats  in  the  the  shelter  of  Umbrageous  mango^trees 
days  of  -.davesk'  Hut,  now  that  the.  'Swa-  littering  the  ground  with  succulent  fruit- 
hilis  are  nominally  independent,  it’s  a The  kiucs  are  lined  with  trees — mango, 
different'  matter.  Greasy  Hindus,  squat-  banyan,  palm  (tlie  courtly  eownut;  the 
ring  in  the  bazaars,  advance  money  on  betel,  dainty  and  p'roud  as  on  .iiffrette; 
prospective  erpps--ftnd  (lie  .Arab,  who  end  the  sensible  sago),  spreading  jaek- 
eares  nothing  for  fceutbrrowj  b grace-  fruit,  dumps  of  bamboo,  s*nd  groves  of 
fully  yielding  his  estates  to  u more  wily  clove  dotted  with  pink  dusters  of  an> 
civilization.  malic  moiher-of -clove;  .Through  the 

Along-  the  rouds*  are  littite  villages*  dean,  dark-green  foliage  t)f  the  cloves, 
dusters  of  huts  with  walls  of  mud  plus-  or  over  gray  tumbled  walls  overlaid  with 
tered  on  intertwined  pole*  and  writhes,  soft  yellow,  red,  and  green  moss  and 
with  roofs  of  palm  (batch.  Screens  stand  lichen,  deep  red-tiled,  or  iron-gray  roofs 
about  on  which  hang  manioc  drying  in  acd  the  curves  of  deep  arches  where  the 
the  sitfi;  and  On  broad  reed  wakamlas  Arabs  keep  their  Wonted  state, 
undye  tb^  . trees  the  drying  meat  of  the  The  native  Swahilis  pf  the  plantations 
coconut  shrinks  from  the  shell  to  form  arc  still  only  -scuu-iudejiendent,  .as  they 
copra.'  while  the  last  fragrant  pistils  of  depend  on  the  nhambus  for  work  and 
the  duve  crop  are  spread  on  mats  near  wages,  while  the  govemtekmt  regulates 
by.  : By:sohH?.«d  -the  huts  ate  baram*,  or  their  movements.  But  with  a little 
mod  platfinths.  on  which  Hindu  traders  cash,  a machete  to  cut  cane,  and  a hoe 
lounge,  trading  odd  bits  of  tin,  beads,  to  scratch  a patch  of  soil,  they  live  iu 
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plenty  and  contentment.  Juicy  pine- 
apples and  mealy  bananas  grow  wild, 
and  are  regarded  as  weeds  on  the  sham- 
bas,  while  the  mango  drops  its  fruit 
broadcast,  and  orange-trees  scatter  their 
golden  crop  by  the  roadside. 

Over  brimming  brooks,  around  emer- 
ald hillsides,  by  the  side  of  dazzling  bays, 
i.long  the  edge  of  bluffs  from  whose 
heights  we  can  see  the  fisher-craft  dart- 
ing about  like  water-spiders  on  the  calm 
surface,  we  come  to  tempting  spots — 
Mkokotoni  and  Chwaka,  where  there  are 
a few  bungalows.  Here  we  picnic  and 
bathe.  It  is  delicious  water,  and  to 
bathe  in  it  is  like  flinging  yourself  in  the 
arms  of  amorous  Dawn. 

I have  often  swum  at  night,  too,  far 
out  among  the  vessels  in  the  harbor  of 
Zanzibar  Town,  every  stroke  weaving  a 
garment  of  phosphorous  about  me,  and 
in  the  pleasure  of  the  swim  forgetting 
all  too  soon  the  lesson  I learned  from 
Aden’s  sand-sharks. 

To  the  glories  of  this  island  the  Euro- 
pean seems  blind  and  indifferent.  He 
plays  golf  and  tennis  conventionally  at 
Mnazi  Moja,  the  sports  club  on  the  edge 
of  the  town;  but  beyond  this,  unless  he 
is  a soldier  and  must,  he  will  not  venture 
except  to  picnic  for  a few  hours.  He 
does  not  seem  able  to  tear  himself  away 
from  the  pathetic  prattle  and  tame  de- 
lights of  the  club,  or  proximity  to  the 
Resident,  whose  favors  are  like  fickle 
fortune,  or,  perhaps,  the  companionship 
of  others  of  their  kind  and  dalliance 
among  the  few  white  ladies  whom  the 
fate  of  their  husbands  has  drawn  to  the 
island. 

Argumentatively,  I once  made  this 
opinion  public. 

“My  dear  chap,  don’t  be  silly,”  said 
the  doctor,  glaring  over  a whisky-and- 
soda.  “White  men  can’t  stand  it — 
malaria — dysentery — fever — damn  rot.” 

I pointed  out  that  as  a soldier  I had 
lived  weeks  at  a time  in  the  country,  in 
its  most  disreputable  and  deadly  parts, 
and  had  grown  heavy  on  it. 


“That  may  be,”  said  a young  admin- 
istrator, “but  you  forget  that  this  is 
only  a protectorate.  We  must  look  after 
the  interests  of  the  present  landowners, 
you  know.  We  can’t  take  their  prop- 
erty from  them.” 

“But  Hindu  usurers  may?”  I sug- 
gested. “No.  The  trouble  is  this. 
You’ve  got  a nice  little  island  here,  and 
you  all  have  nice  little  jobs,  and  you 
don’t  trouble  your  little  heads  a single 
thought  more  than  the  exigencies  of  the 
service  demand.  You  don’t  want  to 
popularize  the  island  because  you 
couldn’t  stand  official  competition. 
You’ve  got  ice-plants,  a ten-mile  rail- 
road, soda-water  establishments,  elec- 
tric lights.” 

“Well,  dash  it!  after  all,  that’s  some- 
thing.” 

“It  is,”  I admit — blandly,  I suspect. 
“But  all  those  things  were  started  by 
traders,  mostly  American.” 

“ Well,  why  don’t  you  go  in  for  plant- 
ing?” 

There  he  had  me. 

I looked  from  the  balcony  out  across 
the  bay,  at  the  monitor  squatting  in  the 
roads,  at  a black  Ellerman  freighter  un- 
loading into  red  barges,  at  a plume  of 
smoke  on  the  horizon,  and  at  the  clouds 
banked  low  over  the  African  mainland. 
I was  particularly  fascinated  by  that 
bank  of  distant  clouds.  The  rumbling 
of  the  vessels  and  the  din  of  the  bazaar 
rose  to  my  ears,  filling  them  with  a dull 
buzzing,  while  I seemed  to  smell  the 
heady  smell  of  a ship’s  hold.  Suddenly 
I knew  that  in  another  month  this  island 
would  be  but  a memory. 

“Ah,  well,  the  island  is  yours,”  I said. 
“There  are  other  things  for  me  to 
do;  and,  after  all,  I am  somewhat  of 
a visitor.  I have  seen  it;  I know  it 
pretty  well,  and  I like  it.  But  tou- 
jours  there  is  something  else  to  be 
done  first.” 

Toujour s the  open  road  and  a free 
heel;  toujours  a flowing  sheet,  and  the 
long  slope  of  the  seas. 
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THE  DAIMYO’S  BOWL 


BY  DONALD  CORLEY 


HIRO-TANI  the  Potter  sat  in  the 
door  of  his  shop  and  pondered  as 
he  gazed  at  the  evening  sea  that  lay  over 
the  lost  city  of  Thoe.  The  sun  had 
spilled  upon  the  sea  a glaze  that  swam 
and  splashed  and  changed  with  the  even- 
ing wind.  How  wonderful  it  would  be 
to  dip  a new-made  platter  into  it  and 
catch  the  glaze!  Hiro-tani  thought — 
the  glaze  that  was  the  sunset  of  the  city 
of  Thoe.  . . . The  sun  went  out  like  a 
stifled  coal  and  the  glaze  faded  into  the 
quiet  water. 

This  was  the  burden  of  Hiro-tani  the 
Potter. 

Two  days  before,  a horseman  had 
halted  at  the  door  of  his  shop,  bearing  a 
Wish-command  from  the  daimyo  whose 
pleasure-garden  lay  along  the  slope  of  a 
near-by  hill  like  an  embroidered  silken 
fabric  upon  a woman’s  shoulder. 

TO  THE  POTTERS  OF  THE  PROVINCE 
OF  SALAN 

Make  for  me  a bowl  like  the  moon. 

That  I may  drink  rice  wine  from  it. 

A green  bowl  as  clear  as  spring  water 
And  as  thin  as  incense  smoke. 

A green  bowl  shaped 

As  a young  woman’s  breast.  ... 

A bowl  so  strong 

That  boiling  tea  will  not  crack  it. 

So  green  as  to  be  the  moon 
In  a darkened  room.  . . . 

So  thin  that  the  wind  will  sing  in  it 
When  it  is  empty.  . . . 

And  to  some  potters  had  been  granted 
fourteen  days,  to  some  nine,  and  to  some 
five  days,  according  to  their  skill,  but  to 
Hiro-tani  the  Potter  only  three  days 
were  given,  ending  with  the  coming  of 
the  Second  Moon  of  spring. 

Of  the  lesser  potters  a few  had  fled  the 
province;  some  had  tried,  failed,  and 


were  executed,  and  their  heads  impaled 
over  the  daimyo’s  gate.  Others  had  been 
judged  of  no  consequence. 

When  the  moon  hangs  like  a lantern 
Above  the  Hills  of  the  Haunters  . . . 

Set  the  bowl  afloat  upon  the  little  stream 
Beyond  my  garden  wall  . . . 

That  it  may  come  to  me  in  my  tea-house 
Lighted  by  the  moon.  . . . 

So  ended  the  daimyo’s  Wish-command 
to  Hiro-tani  the  Potter.  It  was  whis- 
pered by  the  horseman  that  the  daimyo 
wished  such  a bowl  against  the  maturage 
of  the  spring  rice  wine,  which  he  tasted 
first,  as  lord  of  the  province,  each  year. 

The  daimyo  was  all-powerful;  if  the 
bowl  were  not  ready  for  the  risen  moon, 
Hiro-tani  well  knew  that  his  own  head 
would  frighten  evil  spirits  from  the  gate 
of  the  daimyo’s  garden,  impaled  upon  a 
bamboo  pole,  and  he  was  the  last  potter 
of  Salan  but  the  First  Potter  of  the 
Empire. 

Now  Hiro-tani  the  Potter,  albeit  the 
son  of  a Samurai,  had  been  bom  with  the 
flame-stain  of  fear  upon  his  shoulder, 
and  for  this  reason  the  Samurai,  his 
father,  had  not  scrupled  to  disfavor  him, 
until  by  some  act  he  should  prove  the 
blood  that  was  in  him.  And  for  this  he 
had  become  a potter,  wandering  in  dis- 
tant lands,  seeking  the  test  of  his 
courage. 

And  for  this  he  went  often  by  day 
(though  never  by  night)  into  the  Hills  of 
the  Haunters,  where  none  dared,  to  a 
secret  place  that  he  had  found,  where 
fine  porcelain-clay  oozed  from  a crevice 
of  the  rocks,  for  the  love  of  his  clay-craft 
was  strongest  in  him;  and  it  was  for  this 
that  he  dwelt  upon  the  sea-edge  of  the 
lost  city  of  Tho€,  which  he  had  chosen  to 
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was  your  rose-glaze  that  I drauk;  it  is 
sweet  to  the  taste.;  it  .brings  raeatnmge 
visions.'' 

“ And  who  are  you  that  you  drink  toy 
cofrtly  glazes,  Tama-tama?”  said  Hiro- 
tani,  sadly,  “Have.  1 not  restated 
from  being  a cootie,  spsi  given  theyricfo 
'tuwi  a bed  of  stf  fdid  'eiji|^oytneirtfv?i' 

“All  these  thing*  arc."  tra*. . iwzfc'**y- 
replied  Tama-tama, 
“but  the  :f0^i£i/ifc. 


be  his  death- journey  when  the  arid  sum- 
mer of  fos  life  should  wane.  But  the  tear 
of  death  Was  very  strong  in  him.  by  rea- 
son of  lug  birth-slain. 

Sinfefe  noon  the  bowl  that  Jie  hud 
made  for  thh  dmm.voV  wine  had  been 
firing  in  liis  kild — a bowl  made- of-. the 
Haunters'  clay. 

He  rubbed  his  chin  uieditativ^jfy'hd^l 
a little  bell  tinkled 
1 admit]  him.  rfome  one 
plucked  at  his  droop- 
ing. si ee ye.  It  was 
Ilaii  - AI«w.  his  e at  j 
eoiue  out  of  the  dark- 
ness of  the  shop  to 
remi nd  him  of  the  ap- 
proach of  everting. 

Ab.svirthH»eVrwe.sse<l 
Ha »“Moiyr,.i'h'is  cat, 
and;  as  darkness  fell 
like  a cloak  upon  the 
sea.  ha  saw  the  green 
gleam  »rf  JTau-MuW’s 
eyes.  - : - ■ 

*‘Y».«sr  eye^  Would 
make  my  glaze1,  Han- 
Mow.”  he  said,  aloud. 

And  Han- Mow,  his 
Vat.  vyas  frightened, 
and  retrea  ted  into  the 


iro  nee  wine,  v wnuu 
nut  hult*  drinking  of 


fpim'd  ttirotunn  the 
Potter,  contemplative-' 
ly,  being  it  man  ewr 
interested  in  curmus 
thi ngs . His  anger  Jun  1 
melted;  lie  had  heard 
his  own  blaster  fo  a 
dislsint  land  say  that 
evil  spi  fits'  of  t ent  ime** 
drank  up  the  ghm-s 
left.  Hbuidthg  af  night 
id  jars  ?P)d  bijwlfo^wl 
that;  sometimes  new 
'Vessels  ••  ■ bec-anje  ppSe 

Haunters  and  djiunw, 
in  search  of  peace, 
dow  “One  night  I V.une  upbfl  Ibm-Mow, 
of  a thy  illustrious  eat,  drinking  from  a 
Is,  a bowl."  replied  Tama-tama,  "raid  after 
he  had  drunken  lie.  went  uml  walked.^* 
fear-  no  cut  walks,  around  - the  lit  tie  lake  in 
him-  your  garden,  and  Ids  eyes:  were. ...like 1 wn 
this  candies  burning  in  a <!iveni  And  1 
had  thaiight  that  if  itaii-AloW.  y<*wr  -bal. 

dyfoik  llMyglawti  it  must  ibo;  sweet  to  the 
dug,  task*,  and  1 drank  of  it,  too,  and  beheld 
lefr1”  such  shapes  in  the  night  as  1 never  saw 


THE  O.UllVO  WAS  A1.L.-PO WKKFl't. 


HARPER’S  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE 


the  Potter 
Shall  need  a bit  of  clay. 

This  abnotid^rli!  from  my  garden 
Tied  vnlh  n thread  frf  liiv  itair. 

Whet*  Ricodaut  my  lover. 

Shall  TeaVe  his  fear  of  death 
Lake  a sandal  ut  the  door 
Hib  lit  tie'  aImond-flos¥hr  tree 
Will  blossom  iti  his  heart 

And  this  wax 


xi a N-Mdw.  -rim;  *b  w*Tmov'$  cat 


Go  gle 
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diligence  dragged  his  thoughts  back  fo  him:  presently  he  set,  for  him  or  the 
the  dftimyd V Wwl  thathe  moat make  on  floor  » of  rosesgh**f!  to  drink, 
the  morrow,  or  else  lie  die.  Then.  for  tv  fever  was  upon  him,  lie 

And  a faint  cry  came  from  the  closet  brought  H flat  stone  with  ■<!  hollow  in  it, 
where  Han-Mow  \va*  put  away,  awd  a round;  hmmuer  of  bronze,  and 

Hirp-tara  mutted  and  dreamed,  hi  bia  twigiirv  to  pound  the  little  curved  green 
window;  the  oinking  of  the  bowl  seemed  god,  and  to  break  the  pieces  into-, other 
npt  so  ftfHjbluusji  thing  now;  he<*ounted  pieces,  tind  yet  int-o  smaller  pieces,  and 
the  curved  crescents  of  moon  that  infer-  thus  to  a.  fine  green  powder,  finer  than 
laced  upon  lire  sen  water.  sea‘,sami,-or  rice  flo.uiV'Or'ashek  of.da.rfo- 

“ If  I hike fi;U  bowl.”  he  murmured  dils. 
to  himself,  “and  dip  ft  -gently  into  lire  ;Th«  green  stone  wa*  very  hard,  and 
sea,  I slvrtll  have  a green  glaze  for  my  the  hammer  was  worn  and  warm  to  the 
bowl  and  roof  crescents  of  Thots  for  touch  when  fhv  pwvhw  v:us  nmde,  while 
handles."  • 1 'r  , ' Han-Afow,  Ins  eat,  sat  iippn  .Ids  folded 

His  eyes  wandered  along  the  curving  fore  legs  and  gft-fced  gHvn-eyed  until  the 
shore  and  rested  on  something  green  work  was  finished, 
shining  there',  far  brighter  than  the  Then  Jltm-tani  lighted  charcoal  in  his 
moaft-^  he  thought,,;  , crucible;  «i£td  pdiired  the  green  powder 

Hieo-hmi  kept' his  yyi* fised  upon  it,  into  if,  with  wine  mid  precious  oil,  and 
fearful 'lest  it  disappear;  Im  h'iVi>cil  bvirn  ndtr.:  of  wip-dsdwood 
Ids  window  and  nu;  d»<>.  , tb-  gjj  ■'  * b .■ 

sliore  1<>  the  edge  of  Uv  • ■■  v k'.nnWi  - -- ■ 

he  snatched up  the  -tuiuitg:  seif  sunt  Ids  nutslm  t{  V 

thing.  tan  back  tc'  hss  she;-  shot  in  s di-m-mumui;  and 

himself  in,  ah'd  he  pi  v ifo  a greet, 

that  he  tad. 

Then  he  opened  hi*  closed  in:;«b  ti  .see  Tin-  c>uiufv.>  in  flu- 

what  it  was  that  could  dour  i-nvl. ■.<-■:•  i.o,f.-n>.v  e .1  ■•!.• 

than  the  mootu  It  w&k HI.  net  -by  on*-. 

with  the  sea  water;  It  whTfifeao-dal  of  Th-.»n,  -i.w;  he.hnd  ?v 

green  fire*  in  the  y-dhm  b- ;■•■:'•  --  hud  vi; Too.] . .lave  i in- 

It  was  a little  carved  ;■■■■  • - i , i-  uddcU  -••  • - J . -i  '•  ; 

Wound  whom  with  green  v -,  : < 

And  as ! Hiru-lant  looked  ;ri  ?i- ho  eve  {:/ 

glistened, 'and  'he  knew,  it  - fnv  >*  e-  ,.*.,.d 

of  Time,  from  the  purple  - . ■ , -•» -.rf^ 

lips.  He  knew  wbgt  he  %; 

^Tson^tAmai  my  atr- 
yant,  hast  ojAiieid 

mv  "fti?  e r jed, 

.aloud*  and  tlie  faint 
cry  of  Han-Mow,  \m 
cat.  answered  him, 

- Blit  tiling  own  eyes* 
were 

M u W \ ' , , 4f0^y  illitstriiMisr 1 
<*a  t / $;;■  he  JTe^u  med an» J 
he  IcKtsened  the  door  ,ol 
the  ck>set  where  HaiA 
Mow  was;  anil:  drew 
him  forth  and  caressed 


UK.  w^tchki)  rr  nihArPBAR  turc^ou  . the  smaii* 
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rice  and  ate  of  it,  extinguished  the  upon  the  floor,  “and  took  the  dish  from 
crucible  fire  with  sand,  covered  the  glaze  the  crucible  to  gather  golden  limes, 
with  an  old  bronze  dish,  and  stretched  thinking  to  please  you,  and  when  I re- 
himself  upon  the  floor  with  Ilan-Mow,  turned  I found  Han -Mow,  your  illustri- 
his  cat,  in,  his  left  sleeve,  as  the  windows  ous  cat,  with  his  forefeet  upon  the  enici- 
vrere  lighted  by  the  dawn.  ble.  And  he  had  licked  the  last  drop  of 

Hiro-tani  the.  Potter  was  awafewtfl  by  the  glaze  from  it . And  his  eyes  were  like 
a clatter  upon  the  tiled  floor.  Being  still  two  green  jewels.  He  j unifier!  through 
in  the  dare  of  little  sleep,  he  rubbed,  his  the  window,  and  I was  frightened  and 
ey<>  ;md  iH'hcld  Tama-tanm,  his  servant,  let  fall  the  dish  of  golden  limes." 
upou  his-  face,  the  bronze  dish  upon  the  "Go,  Tama-tahja,  my  servant Him- 
floor,  mid  gohlen  limes  scattered  about  tiwii  whispered,  "tsoi!  not  the  floor  of 
the.  shop,  my  shop  again  with  thy  feet  Thou 

“Thou  art  always  letting  something  knowest  not  what  thou  hast  done.  But 
fall,  Tmn.i-tiUiiaT  lie  said,  sitting  up.  first  find  Ilan-Mow,  my  eat,  and  bring 
His  eyes  rested  upon  the  crucible,  which  hint  to  me.” 

was  empty.  Ami  lie  liowed  his  head  upon  his  knees 

"I  emiie  upon  you  sleeping.  O mas  and  remained  sifting  'until  Tumu-tnum 
ter,"  said  Tanin-tama,  rubbing  his:  oo’  chine  with  Hjui-Mow,  the  eat,  bound  io 


■ Tv 


PSi 


at  the  Habit  wtiRE  two  amVAtirk  6v  tiik  daimVo,  with  djuivn  swobds 

«1<>  ■ ' , ■ l&Qsl  . 

■ & ! ‘i  v i • • . ••• , 


a piece  of  yellow  stile  and fry mg  softly,  the  shop,  crying  ni  the  Agony  of  his 
Silently  Ta mud  limit  laid  him  ul  his  blindness,  mid  fled  down  On*  sloping 
master's  feet,  mid  sorrowfully  he  went  show  and  into  the  sea, 
away.  It  was  now  noeii. 

For  a Jong  time  Ilivo-faui  s»t  bowed,  And  as  Xliro-latu  the  'Potter  brooded 
then  he  took  up  Haw-Mow,  his  eat,  over  hb  (tuMiF.  and  Mield  tb*-  two 
gently,  am!  unbound  the  yellow  silk  oyes  of  llan-Mow,  his  eat,  whom  hr 
front  hint,  and  looked  into  his  burning  loved,  a tear  Ml  from  kb  ,-•<  into  I he 
grc&a  'vy&i.  eirooibie,  and  was  mingled  with  tity  vvine 

But  he  said  nothing,  for  the  eyes  were  and  the.  previous;  oil  and  t he  ashes  of  saii- 
like  those  of  V-sa-nauii  .whoui  h<  had  dtdw'ooci  and  the  eyes  of  fhm*Mmv. 
loved  lit  >\  distant  land,  ..  , . which  presently  became  » greet.  glaze,  us 

For  a Jong  ’time-  lie  leaked,  and  agaJh  dear  !i«  s;pt*Ut# 
a fever  was  Upon  him.  Feverishly  the  potter  tolled;  lie  made 

With  his  two  thumbs  he  vpliekly  ;>  tin*-mask  for  the  thihnyos  bowl;  he 
pressed  the  two  eyes  of  H««-Mow,  hij<  lifted  the  life  froiii  (JMr'flqor  anti  drfW 
eat.  and  they  fell  into  tin-  crucible,  and  forth  the ivory  box,  and  he  took  the  day 
again  he  poured,  into  If  wiiie  and  precious  lied  with  the  ilijoinl  of  \ ‘-sa-uiuiM’s  h«rIbi-‘>'..  ‘ 
oil  and  tushes  of  sandalwood  and  other  that  she  3ia4  left  him  for 
substances  known  only  to  himself  and  to  and  mingled  *r»th  it  t he  distilled  iwrfiiMc; 
his  master  in  a distant  land.  And  he  of  the  ahudur  1-flower,  until  it  was  soft, 
Bghfed  ehaj'Xal  and  sat  brooding,  before  and  upon  hi:-,  wheel  lie  <j nis  kiy  turned,  hi 
his  crucible.  the  shut**  of  a young  wo»m«i»‘s  bjvast. 

Jlap-Mo^  liis  eat,  raw  thrive  around  the  bowl  itself,  . and  again  the 
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death-letter  of  Y-so-um  mi . swam  before  smoke,  green  as  the  moon is  green,  and 
his  eyes.  The  howl  was  lliinner  than  shaped  as  moonlight,  tipptt  a young 
smoke,  and  so  Fragile  that  he  took'  the  woman's  breast.  The  tpght  wind  sang 
wheel  Into  the  sun  that  was  setting,  in  it  song-legends  of  the  city  of  Thov 
turning  «t  swiftly  to  keep  the  bowj  from  And  in  the  bottom  pi  the  green  wraith- 
falling.  until  the  sun  had  dried  it  a little,  cup  was  a.  crystal  Imhbte,  as  clear  as 
Then  he  dipped  the  bowl  info  hb  pwn  morning  rain  water, 
giaae  and  laid  it  tenderj^’  hx  the  fire-  And  this  was  the  iear  of  Hiro-tani  the 
itt&«h,.«u>'d  »et.jfc:lj&  thnkihf.  And  dark-  Potter. 

tifcHS  fell,  with  otdy  the  fdipt  K»«e  light  of  With  the  bowl  in  his  hands,  shrouded 
■the  kiln  in  the  shop;  t!*e  rose,  and  In  an  ell  of  gift,  silk*  Hiro-tani  sped  along 
Him-tani  the  Potter  drew  forth  the  the  highway  by  the  sea  and  up  the  hill 
bowl,  {tni.l  it  was  (unshed.  The  iftr.i  to  where  the  daimyo’s  garden  lay  like  an 
night  wind  cooled  it  m fht*  ojjejfj muvjow,  embroidered  fabne.  upon  a woman's 
ji  wiui  a vessel  us  tmuspHreni  as  green  ••  aboulder. 
spring  water,  Ujitio^r  than  Intense  And  in  the  murmur  of  the  sea  and  in 
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the  cries  of  the  marsh-birds  and  in  the 
whisper  of  the  trees  he  heard  only  the 
cry  of  Han-Mow,  his  cat. 

In  a little  wood  he  found  the  stream 
that  watered  the  daimyo’s  garden,  and 
set  the  bowl  afloat  with  the  tiny  petal 
of  the  almond-flower,  that  the  ghost-self 
of  Y-sa-nami  had  left  him,  in  it. 

He  followed  the  bowl  as  it  floated 
gently  down  the  stream,  striking  small 
stones  now  and  then,  and  giving  forth  a 
sound  that  was  like  the  bell  of  Han- 
Mow,  his  cat.  And  as  the  bowl  came  out 
of  the  little  cypress  wood  into  the  light 
of  the  Second  Moon  of  spring  he  saw 
that  the  thread  of  Y-sa-nami’s  hair  had 
woven  itself  into  the  side  of  it,  but  it 
was  a character  that  he  could  not  read. 

It  was  like  a reflection  of  the  moon;  it 
was  like  a lantern  buried  in  deep  water; 
it  was  like  a tear  from  the  eye  of  the 
moon. 

Hiro-tani  followed  it  until  he  came  to 
the  wall  of  the  daimyo’s  garden,  and  from 
his  knees  he  watched  it  disappear 
through  the  small  grating  in  the  wall, 
left  open  by  the  daimyo’s  command. 

He  waited  a little.  He  listened.  . . . 

A cry  pierced  the  stillness  as  a sword 
severs  a curtain  of  silk;  a cry  of  admira- 
tion, of  surprise,  of  awe — the  tribute  that 
comes  occasionally  to  an  artist,  and  once, 
perhaps,  reflected  Hiro-tani,  to  a potter. 

And  he  stole  sorrowfully  away  to  the 
sea,  and  along  the  empty  highway  by  the 
lost  city  of  Thofe',  to  his  twice  empty 
shop,  to  drink  rose-glaze. 

He  was  awakened  out  of  stupor  by  a 
knocking.  At  the  door  were  two  servants 
of  the  daimyo,  with  drawn  swords. 

In  silence  they  led  him  along  the  sea 
and  up  the  hill  to  the  gate  of  the  daimyo’s 
garden. 

“Was  not  the  bowl  as  your  master 
wished?”  stammered  Hiro-tani.  But 
they  answered  nothing. 

In  his  tea-house  the  daimyo  sat,  and 
with  him  his  magician,  of  another  coun- 
try. Three  dancing-women  crouched  on 
cushions  mutely. 

The  daimyo  frowned  when  Hiro-tani 
stood  before  him,  and  his  magician 
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struck  the  bowl  with  his  long  finger-nail. 
The  bowl  gave  forth  a cry,  and  it  was  the 
cry  of  Han-Mow,  the  cat. 

“There  is  a Haunter  in  the  bowl,  my 
master,”  said  the  magician. 

“There  are  troubled  images  in  it; 
there  is  a riddle  in  the  bowl,”  said  the 
daimyo,  who  made  a sign  to  the  two  ser- 
vants, who  struck  Hiro-tani  to  his  knees, 
and  one  of  them  raised  his  two-handed 
sword. 

“If  the  bowl  be  broken,”  said  the 
magician,  “the  Haunter  will  return  to 
the  hills  and  no  harm  come  to  this 
house.” 

“The  bowl  is  too  beautiful  to  be 
broken,”  replied  the  daimyo,  who  was 
a fearless  man.  “This  potter  is  the 
Haunter.” 

But  as  the  sword  hissed  through  the 
air  the  daimyo  lifted  a finger,  the  exe- 
cutioner swerved  the  blade,  and  it  was 
splintered  on  the  stone  floor  of  the  tea- 
house. 

“It  is  an  evil  to  attempt  to  kill  a 
Haunter,”  resumed  the  daimyo. 

“There  is  said  to  be  a woman  in  the 
hills  who  can  read  riddles  and  cast  out 
Haunters,”  hazarded  the  magician. 

“What  of  her?”  asked  the  daimyo. 

“She  is  called  the  Woman  of  the 
Yellow  Spring — the  spring  that  once 
watered  the  streets  of  the  city  of  Thog,” 
explained  the  magician,  quaking. 

“Go  thou  and  fetch  the  woman,”  said 
the  daimyo,  sternly. 

“Would  it  not  be  well  to  send  this 
potter?”  the  magician  argued,  at  his 
master’s  shoulder.  “ If  he  be  a Haunter 
we  shall  have  rid  this  honorable  house  of 
him  peaceably.  If  he  be  only  a potter 
he  will  be  lost  in  the  Hills  of  the  Haunt- 
ers and  never  seen  again.” 

The  daimyo  reflected. 

“Blindfold  the  potter’s  eyes  and  let 
him  seek  the  Woman  of  the  Spring,”  he 
said,  finally.  “ If  he  be  possessed,  he  can 
venture  into  the  hills  blindfolded,  and  if 
he  is  taken,  it  is  of  no  consequence.” 

The  magician  drew  a breath  of  relief. 

And  the  two  servants  of  the  daimyo 
tied  cloth  about  Hiro-tani’s  eyes,  and  led 
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him  to  the  gate  of  the  garden,  the  magi- 
cian following. 

“How  shall  I find  the  Woman  of  the 
Yellow  Spring?”  asked  Hiro-tani,  as 
they  pushed  him  through  the  gate. 

“Go  up  the  hill  beyond  the  garden 
wall,”  whispered  the  magician;  “follow 
the  stream  past  seven  water-clefts  east- 
ways  and  two  windways,  and  in  the  roots 
of  a ruined  cypress  seek  a door  of  ebon 
wood  with  a tortoise-shell  upon  it. 
Scratch  with  your  finger-nails  upon  the 
tortoise-shell,  and  the  Woman  will  open 
to  you.” 

And  when  the  potter’s  steps  had 
ceased  to  crunch  the  moon-frozen  grass 
beyond  the  gate,  the  servants  tied  the 
gate  with  ropes  of  black  silk,  lighted 
torches  of  cypress-oil;  four  fighting-men 
in  dragon-masks  of  red  lacquer  beat  with 
swords  of  bronze  unceasingly  the  gilded 
wooden  eave-bells  of  the  tea-house,  hung 
there  to  frighten  Things,  while  the 
daimyo  sat  reflective,  staring  at  his  bowl, 
and  the  magician  irritably  plucked  his 
beard. 

Hiro-tatii  the  Potter  stumbled  and  fell 
and  ran,  and  crept  and  felt  his  way 
through  the  hills,  past  seven  water-clefts 
(which  he  knew  by  the  sound  of  them) 
eastways,  and  two  windways,  and  found 
a spring  that  issued  from  a hollow  in  the 
roots  of  a cypress-tree  in  the  rocks,  for 
he  dared  not  take  off  his  blindfold  lest  he 
should  see  fearsome  Things.  There  was 
a polished  door  of  ebon  wood  in  the  el- 
bow of  the  rock,  with  a tortoise-shell 
nailed  upon  it.  He  scratched  with  his 
nails  upon  the  tortoise-shell,  which  made 
a noise  like  owls. 

“Who  calls  me?”  asked  a gentle  voice, 
and  the  voice  was  like  an  echo  of  Y-sa- 
nami  whom  he  loved  in  a distant  land. 

“Hiro-tani  the  Potter,”  he  answered, 
trembling. 

The  door  was  opened,  and  he  felt  a 
light  through  his  blindfold.  The  Woman 
of  the  Yellow  Spring  looked  long  at  him 
and  said,  softly,  “Why  does  Hiro-tani 
the  Master  Potter  come  to  the  Yellow 
Spring  with  a bandage  upon  his  eyes?” 

“O  Woman  of  the  Spring,”  said  Hiro- 


tani,  “ the  daimyo  of  Salan  sent  me  to  beg 
thee  to  cast  out  the  Haunter  from  a bowl 
which  I had  the  misfortune  to  make  for 
him.  If  thou  canst  not  cast  it  out  I shall 
die,  and  the  bowl  be  buried  with  me; 
the  bowl  is  too  precious  to  be  buried.” 

“I  will  come,”  said  the  witch,  and  her 
voice  was  a ghost-memory  to  Hiro-tani 
the  Potter. 

She  took  him  by  the  sleeve  and  led 
him  past  the  water-defts  by  turnings  of 
her  own,  and  down  the  stony  hill  to  the 
gate  of  the  daimyo’s  garden. 

The  Second  Moon  of  spring  had  bur- 
nished the  Hills  of  the  Haunters;  the 
gilded  bells  of  wood  were  silenced,  the 
silken  ropes  sword-severed,  as  the  Wom- 
an of  the  Spring  whispered  softly  at  the 
cranny  of  the  daimyo’s  garden  gate. 

The  daimyo  still  sat  in  his  carved 
chair,  contemplating  his  bowl,  but  he 
had  not  drunk  the  rice  wine  that  was 
in  it. 

It  was  now  first  cock-crow. 

The  Woman  came  into  the  tea-house, 
leading  Hiro-tani  by  his  sleeve.  At  the 
sight  of  her,  shrouded  in  a single  square 
of  yellow  silk,  one  of  the  dancing-women 
screamed  and  buried  her  face  in  cush- 
ions. 

The  Woman  took  the  bowl  from  its 
slender  stand  of  teak  and  looked  long 
into  it. 

No  word  was  spoken,  but  the  magician 
coughed. 

“ There  are  eyes  in  the  bowl,”  she  said, 
finally — “the  eyes  of  a god.  . . . There 
is  the  hair  of  a woman’s  head,  wrought 
to  be  read.  . . . There  is  a secret  to  be 
told.  ...  A promise  is  here.  . . . There 
is  fear  in  the  bowl.  ...  It  is  a crossing 
star  of  life  and  death.  . . . Dead  things 
of  the  sea  and  tender  things  of  the  moon. 
. . . Resolve  awaits  understanding.  . . . 
Faith  leads  beauty.  ...  I can  read  no 
more.  Who  looks  into  the  bowl  will 
find  his  answer.” 

“Remove  the  blindfold,”  commanded 
the  daimyo. 

And  Hiro-tani  looked  into  the  bowl 
that  he  had  made,  and  he  saw  the  mir- 
rored eyes  of  Y-sa-nami  whom  he  loved 
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in  a distant  land,  but  he  said:  “O  Han-  in  his  heart.  I became  the  Woman  of 
Mow,  my  beloved  cat,  thou  didst  drink  the  Spring  that  sea-waters  the  jade- 
my  glaze  of  jade,  and  thy  green  eyes  I paved  streets  of  Thoe,  but  for  his  fear  of 
wrought  into  this  bowl  therefor,  lest  I death  I could  not  come  to  him.  The 
die,  and  because  of  my  love  for  thee  a breaking  of  the  bowl  was  the  ghost- 
tear  from  my  eye  fell  into  the  glaze  and  battle  of  a wine-god  intermingled  with  a 
I used  the  death-gift  of  Y-sa-nami,  my  fear,  and  battle-sung  with  a cloisonnfid 
love,  because  of  my  fear.  hair  of  that  Y-sa-nami’s  head  that  he 

“ I have  no  fear!”  loved.  His  tear  of  sweet  tenderness  has 

And  he  threw  the  bowl  from  him,  and  exalted  my  lord’s  cup!  I beseech  thy 
it  was  broken  upon  the  great  bronze  august  pardon  for  him,  lord;  his  blood 
gong  that  hung  like  a winter  sun  at  the  is  Samurai,  even  as  thy  own. 
right  hand  of  the  daimyo.  The  gong  “The  fear  of  Hiro-tani  was  left  like  a 
shivered  into  clangor  that  shook  the  tea-  sandal  at  your  door.” 
house,  and  the  sound  of  it  eddied  and  “Thou  art  a fearless  man,  to  break  a 
tingled  into  music  that  was  like  laughter  bowl  of  mine,”  the  daimyo  said,  and 
and  crying  together,  and  the  Woman  of  lifted  up  Y-sa-nami  from  the  floor, 
the  Spring  came  out  of  her  veil  of  yellow  By  virtue  of  his  rank  he  wedded  them 
silk  (that  was  like  a pool  upon  the  floor)  with  two  rings  of  jade  from  his  thumb, 
and  fell  upon  the  neck  of  Hiro-tani  the  while  the  magician,  searching  in  a cor- 
Potter.  She  was  a young  woman  like  a ner,  found  a glittering  jewel  like  a spark 
little  almond-tree,  with  eyes  like  green  of  white  moonfire.  And  this  he  slipped 
marsh-fire,  and  he  looked  well  upon  her,  into  his  master’s  hand  as  these  two  went 
and  saw  that  she  was  indeed  Y-sa-nami,  out  of  the  tea-house  into  the  sea-mom- 
his  love,  come  again  to  him.  ing,  and  down  the  hill  to  the  potter’s 

And  Y-sa-nami,  his  love,  fell  at  the  house  at  the  edge  of  the  city  of  ThoS, 
feet  of  the  daimyo,  crying:  “This  is  my  escorted  by  servants  with  two-handed 
lover  of  a distant  land,  bora  with  the  swords. 

flame-stain  of  fear.  My  death-wish  in  And  the  sound  of  a little  tinkling  bell, 
leaving  him  was  for  my  bloom-return  asofHan-Mow,  their  cat,  followed  them. 

THE  VISION 

BY  GRACE  S.  H.  TYTUS 

ACROSS  the  dreams  of  years  a little  hill 
x*.  Obtrudes  its  shining  outline;  very  still 
The  sunshine  lies  upon  it,  and  wild  bees, 

Like  fairy  galleons,  sail  its  heather  seas. 

We  knew  the  path  so  well — and  then  the  way 
Began  to  fade  a little,  till  to-day 
Our  unfamiliar  feet  on  that  same  sod 
Can  scarce  make  out  to  find  the  path  we  trod. 

Only  our  hearts  are  loyal — for  our  will 
Has  always  faltered  ere  we  reached  that  hill! 

Can  we  not  stay  our  feet,  lest  we  forget, 

And,  thanking  God  the  way  is  open  yet, 

Set  them,  before  it  is  too  late,  to  seek 
The  old  green  pasture,  and  the  heather  peak? 
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BY  WALTER  E.  WEYL 


ON  the  surface  England  seems  un- 
changed. There  are  the  same  well- 
kept  farms,  the  same  gently  browsing 
sheep,  the  same  charming  rustic  vil- 
lages. London  also  seems  as  usual  with 
its  vast  stretches  of  inconvenient  houses, 
its  crowded  trams  and  buses,  its  Under- 
ground, with  the  names  of  the  stations 
concealed  amid  advertisements  of  tea 
and  cocoa  and  soap.  Everywhere  are 
the  same  obsequious,  quick,  dull  trades- 
men; the  old  courtesy  on  the  streets, 
the  accustomed  throngs  larger,  if  any- 
thing, than  before.  London,  like  the  rest 
of  England,  tries  to  keep  to  its  old 
habits:  to  cricket,  newspaper-reading, 
afternoon  tea,  betting  on  the  races.  The 
Englishman  might  still  say  with  M. 
Bergeret’s  dog  Riquet,  “Everything 
changes;  only  I remain.” 

Look  beneath  the  surface,  however 
(you  need  not  look  very  deep),  and  you 
see  that  everything  essential  is  com- 
pletely altered,  and  that  the  old  England 
is  gone.  Everything  tells  you  this — the 
signs  “To  Let”  on  the  old  houses,  ren- 
dered uninhabitable  by  the  scarcity  of 
servants;  the  advertisements  in  the 
newspapers,  the  price  marks  in  the  shop- 
windows;  the  lack  of  cabs;  the  changed 
attitude  of  servants,  workmen,  work- 
women; the  editorials  in  the  newspapers; 
the  talk  on  bus  and  tram  and  train,  in 
restaurant  and  public-house;  the  altered 
mood  of  the  people,  a mood  easier  to 
feel  than  to  describe.  You  can  note  the 
change  in  your  own  creature  comforts. 
Before  the  war  even  a relatively  poor 
man  might  feel  rich  in  England.  It  was 
a land  of  cheap  luxuries.  Everybody 
ministered  to  the  wants  of  the  man  with 
a few  gold  sovereigns  jangling  in  his 
pocket.  To-day  prices  are  high,  com- 


modities scarce,  servants  few  and  inde- 
pendent, and  hotel  rooms  and  apart- 
ments as  well  as  modem  houses  unob- 
tainable. The  good  gold  sovereign, 
which  used  to  buy  so  much,  has  modestly 
disappeared,  and  in  its  place  is  the  flimsy 
pound  note,  not  much  to  look  at  and 
not  worth  much  over  the  shop  counter. 
You  no  longer  feel  free  in  England; 
what  with  food-cards  and  police  regula- 
tions and  unpleasant  restrictions  of  all 
sorts  you  might  as  well  be  in  France  or 
Germany.  People  are  spending  their 
paper  pounds  lavishly  as  they  used  to 
spend  their  gold  sovereigns,  but  one 
misses  to-day  the  serene  confidence  of 
five  years  ago.  Men  talk  to  you  de- 
spondently of  the  loss  of  British  invest- 
ments abroad  and  discuss  with  some 
anxiety  the  heavy  taxes,  the  new  gov- 
ernment expenditures,  the  fall  in  ex- 
change, the  enormous  domestic  debt  and 
the  great  foreign  debt,  most  of  which  is 
owed  to  America.  There  is  a certain 
envy  of  the  United  States,  which  has 
borne  its  lesser  war  burden  so  easily,  and 
occasionally  one  hears  a rather  ill- 
natured  hint  that  we  in  America  have 
prospered  by  the  war  at  the  expense  of 
nations  which  came  more  promptly  to 
civilization’s  rescue.  One  hears  every- 
where of  the  danger  of  American  compe- 
tition in  much  the  terms,  though  not  in 
quite  the  spirit,  in  which  the  English  used 
to  refer  to  German  competition.  The 
more  far-seeing  Englishmen  realize  that 
England  has  lost,  at  least  temporarily, 
a position  of  vantage  that  she  had  held 
for  over  a century.  The  English  are 
worried.o ver  coal  prices,  labor  conditions, 
governmental  incapacity,  the  export  sit- 
uation, the  solvency  of  the  nations  on  the 
Continent.  The  outlook  is  gray. 
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The  more  one  studies  the  problem  the 
more  depressing  it  becomes.  The  finan- 
cial situation,  the  general  economic 
situation,  the  state  of  the  export  trade, 
the  temper  of  labor — all  of  these,  from 
the  point  of  view  of  England’s  ability  to 
hold  her  own  in  world  competition,  are 
exceedingly  grave. 

When  the  war  broke  out  Great  Britain 
was  burdened  with  a debt  of  £645,000,- 
000.  By  March  81,  1919,  that  debt  had 
increased  to  £7,435,000,000,  or  to  almost 
$4,000  for  every  family  in  the  Kingdom. 
(An  equal  per  capita  debt  in  the  United 
States  would  amount  to  about  $85,000,- 
000,000.)  This  debt,  moreover,  is  in- 
creasing. In  the  year  ending  March 
81,  1920,  Great  Britain  will  have  a new 
deficit  of  £300,000,000.  On  March  81, 
1919,  the  floating  debt  was  £1,402,- 
000,000,  chiefly  in  three  months’  Treas- 
ury bills,  and  great  efforts  must  be 
constantly  made  to  renew  these  recur- 
ring obligations.  Einally  there  are  hun- 
dreds of  millions  of  national  currency 
notes,  which  the  government  is  theoret- 
ically obliged  to  meet  on  demand.  On 
April  28,  1919,  these  notes  amounted  to 
£849,000,000  and  were  supported  by  a 
gold  reserve  of  only  £28,500,000,  or  one 
dollar  of  gold  to  over  twelve  dollars  of 
paper.  Great  Britain  is  definitely  on  a 
paper  basis.  She  is  overburdened  by  an 
enormous  debt,  which  at  only  4 per 
cent. Interest  would  incur  annual  charges 
greatly  in  excess  of  the  total  income  of 
her  government  in  1914.  It  is  small 
wonder  that  members  of  the  House  of 
Lords  speak  of  “the  serious  condition  of 
the  finances,”  and  warn  the  nation  that 
it  is  “ heading  straight  for  national  bank- 
ruptcy.” To  liquidate  this  enormous 
debt  of  over  $35,000,000,000  will  strain 
England’s  financial  ability  to  the  utmost. 

Not  that  there  is  any  likelihood  of  a 
rapid  extinguishment  of  this  debt.  The 
government  is  urging,  but  not  practis- 
ing, economy.  The  end  of  the  fighting 
brought  little  reduction  in  its  vast  ex- 
penditures. From  April  1,  1918,  to  the 
day  of  the  armistice  Great  Britain’s  ex* 
penditures  were  £7,442,000  per  day; 


from  the  armistice  to  March  81,  1919, 
they  were  no  less  than  £6,476,000,  a 
decrease  of  only  about  one-eighth.  The 
daily  expenditures  since  the  armistice 
were  almost  twelve  times  as  large 
as  in  the  year  1914. 

Some  of  this  expense  is  due  to  de- 
mobilization and  is  therefore  temporary, 
but  much  of  it  threatens  to  be  perma- 
nent. The  victory  over  Germany  has 
not  lessened  the  size  of  the  fleet,  but 
increased  it,  and  the  military  authori- 
ties are  now  counting  upon  the  mainte- 
nance of  an  army  of  nine  hundred  thou- 
sand men.  The  Secretary  of  State  for 
War  insists  that  the  peace  has  increased 
the  commitments  of  Great  Britain  and 
that  the  country  must  keep  larger  forces 
than  ever  in  Europe,  Asia,  and  Africa. 
“After  depriving  Germany  of  its  navy,” 
says  Common  Sense,  in  its  issue  of  March 
15,  1919,  “the  Naval  estimates  for  the 
first  year  of  peace  are  treble  those  for 
the  year  1914.  After  destroying  German 
militarism  the  Army  estimates  are  fif- 
teen times  as  high  as  they  were  when 
German  militarism  was  intact.  After 
depriving  Germany  of  its  airships  and 
aeroplanes,  we  are  to  spend  65,000,000 
sterling  (which  is  more  than  double  the 
whole  Army  estimates  of  1914)  upon  the 
Air  Service  alone !”  Everywhere  are  new 
military  expenditures.  The  campaign 
against  Russia  is  enormously  expensive. 
Simultaneously  new  plans  for  industrial 
reconstruction  and  social  betterment 
make  vast  new  demands  upon  the  Treas- 
ury at  a time  when  abnormally  high 
prices  swell  the  cost  of  all  ventures. 
Great  Britain’s  financial  situation  and 
outlook  is  not  so  desperate  as  that  of 
France,  Belgium,  Italy,  Germany,  Aus- 
tria, and  Hungary,  but  it  is,  to  say  the 
least,  supremely  critical. 

Of  even  graver  import  is  the  foreign 
debt.  On  paper  this  does  not  seem  hope- 
less, for,  while  England  owes  the  United 
States  about  a billion  pounds,  a larger 
sum  is  owed  to  her  by  her  allies  and  her 
dominions.  On  March  81,  1919,  this 
debt  to  England  aggregated  £1,739,- 
000,000.  But  the  problem  is,  neverthe- 
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less,  serious,  since  England  desires  to  pay 
the  United  States  and  is  by  no  means 
sure  that  she  will  ever  be  paid  in  full  by 
her  allies.  For  France  to  pay  will  be 
difficult,  since  France  has  lost  the  larger 
part  of  her  foreign  investments  and  has 
been  crippled  by  her  losses  in  men  and 
in  material  wealth.  For  Italy  it  will  be 
even  more  difficult  to  pay  either  interest 
or  principal.  The  immediate  problem  of 
these  continental  countries  is  not  how  to 
extinguish  their  foreign  debt,  but  to 
increase  it;  to  secure  new  loans  in  order 
to  feed  their  populations,  replenish  their 
stock  of  raw  materials,  and  start  their 
machinery  again.  All  these  countries  are 
launching  out  into  fresh  new  expendi- 
tures, especially  for  military  purposes, 
and  none  of  them  in  the  next  few  years 
will  be  able  to  export  as  much  as  they 
import.  Consequently,  they  will  not  be 
able  to  meet  their  interest  charges  except 
by  further  borrowing.  For  the  same 
reason  it  is  doubtful  whether  a German 
indemnity  will  relieve  the  situation,  since 
Germany  also  will  be  importing  rather 
than  exporting  and  her  indemnity  can 
only  be  paid  by  an  excess  of  export  of 
goods  and  credits.  In  the  meanwhile, 
England  is  faced  with  her  debt  of  five 
billion  dollars  to  the  United  States  and 
with  her  obligation  to  pay  hundreds  of 
millions  of  dollars  annually  in  interest 
charges. 

The  situation  is  rendered  worse  for 
Great  Britain  by  the  fact  that  she  has 
already  disposed  of  a part  of  her  prop- 
erty held  abroad.  It  was  conservatively 
estimated  in  1914  that  she  held  some 
£3,500,000,000  in  investments  in  her 
colonies  and  in  foreign  lands.  To  what 
extent  this  huge  resource  has  been  de- 
pleted we  do  not  know.  It  is  certain  that 
England  has  not  suffered  as  heavily  as 
France,  whose  investments  were  largely 
in  Russia,  Turkey,  and  the  Balkans,  but 
she  has,  nevertheless,  sold  huge  blocks  of 
foreign  securities.  The  income  from 
these  investments,  although  greatly  les- 
sened, will  prove  a valuable  resource  in 
the  present  emergency.  If  she  still  has 
ten  billion  dollars  abroad,  bringing  in  a 


revenue  of  five  or  six  hundred  millions 
of  dollars,  it  will  help  her  to  return  to 
something  like  normal  conditions  and  to 
break  the  full  shock  of  the  blow  that  she 
has  received  from  the  war. 

Notwithstanding  this  resource,  how- 
ever, her  situation  with  regard  to  foreign 
countries  is  still  dangerous.  England  is 
an  overpopulated  land,  obliged  either  to 
starve  or  to  import  enormous  quantities 
of  food  and  raw  materials,  and  to  pay 
for  them.  In  the  past  she  has  paid  for 
them  by  the  interest  on  her  foreign  in- 
vestments ; by  the  use  of  her  shipping; 
by  the  premiums  paid  to  her  insurance 
companies,  financiers,  etc. ; by  her  great 
manufacturing  establishments  at  home; 
by  the  expenditures  of  foreign  travelers 
and  residents  in  England.  She  not  only 
paid,  but  had  from  one  hundred  to  two 
hundred  millions  of  pounds  as  an  annual 
surplus  to  be  invested  abroad.  She  man- 
aged excellently.  Her  wage-earning 
class,  though  poor,  was  richer  than  the 
corresponding  class  in  other  European 
countries,  and  she  maintained  many 
wealthy  people,  and  perhaps  a larger 
group  of  non-producing  rentiers  than  any 
country  except  France.  But  all  these 
sources  of  income  are  now  in  some  meas- 
ure threatened.  Her  foreign  investments 
have  dwindled  and  she  has  become  in- 
debted to  America.  She  faces  a new  and 
formidable  competition  in  the  shipping 
business,  and  she  has  already  lost  her 
position  as  the  world’s  banking  center, 
which  formerly  brought  her  a steady 
profit  and  innumerable  excellent  invest- 
ment chances  abroad.  Her  manufactur- 
ing industries  must,  therefore,  from  now 
on  bear  a far  larger  part  of  the  cost  of 
paying  for  her  food  and  raw  materials 
than  ever  before,  and  these  industries 
must  compete  with  the  industries  of 
highly  organized  nations  on  terms  which 
are  less  advantageous  than  a decade  ago. 

Not  until  we  translate  these  facts  into 
figures  do  we  realize  the  magnitude  of 
the  task  Great  Britain  faces.  In  the 
fiscal  year  1914  she  imported  almost 
$1,500,000,000  worth  of  food,  drink,  and 
tobacco,  and  about  $1,150,000,000  worth 
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of  raw  materials  (wood,  cotton,  wool, 
hides  and  skins,  nuts,  oils,  fats,  gums, 
etc.).  To  import  the  same  quantities  to- 
day would  probably  cost  at  least  twice 
as  much.  To  pay  for  these,  at  least  in 
part,  she  exported  coal  and  various 
manufactures  (iron  and  steel  manufact- 
ures, electrical  apparatus,  machinery, 
textiles,  chemicals  and  drugs,  ships,  rail- 
road cars,  etc.).  Even  after  effecting 
these  exports  she  had  a visible  balance 
against  her  amounting,  roughly,  to 
$700,000,000. 

Despite  her  revenue  abroad,  it  was  al- 
ways upon  her  manufactures  that  Eng- 
land was  obliged  mainly  to  rely  in  order 
to  pay  for  her  imports.  She  was  forced 
to  manufacture  cheaply  enough  to  se- 
cure foreign  orders.  She  managed  to  do 
this,  in  competition  with  Germany, 
Japan,  the  United  States,  Belgium,  and 
other  countries  by  reason  of  certain  ad- 
vantages which  she  possessed. 

These  advantages  were  in  part  his- 
torical. England  was  the  first  country  to 
go  over  to  the  modern  industrial  system 
Mid  she  had  therefore  been  able  to  estab- 
lish a good  industrial  system,  a capable 
national  machinery,  an  effective  work- 
ing-class, and  an  unequaled  prestige. 
Apart  from  this  historical  advantage, 
moreover,  she  was  in  possession  of  large 
supplies  of  coal,  iron,  and  limestone,  and 
she  had  the  further  advantage  of  an  ex- 
cellent network  of  navigable  rivers,  com- 
parative freedom  from  attack  by  foreign 
nations,  a small  army,  free  trade,  and 
vast  supplies  of  cheap  capital.  The 
British  manufacturer  could  borrow  at 
lower  rates  than  could  his  competitor  in 
the  United  States  or  Germany.  Great 
Britain  was  also  favored  by  her  immense 
merchant  marine.  Her  geographical 
situation  was  also  advantageous.  She 
stood  at  the  gateway  of  Europe.  She 
had  at  her  back  the  vast  wealthy  conti- 
nent of  Europe  to  trade  with  and  draw 
profits  from. 

She  labored  under  corresponding  dis- 
advantages. If  the  British  industrial 
system  was  the  oldest,  it  was  far  from 
being  the  most  effective  or  the  best  or- 


ganized. The  German  manufacturer 
was  more  scientific  than  his  British  com- 
petitor, as  well  as  more  modern  and 
open-minded,  and  the  German  workman 
was  better  trained  than  was  the  English 
workman.  If  ships  helped  England, 
railroads  came  to  the  aid  of  her  manu- 
facturing rivals  on  the  Continent.  The 
German  government,  the  German  rail- 
roads, the  German  banks,  all  helped  in 
the  development  of  the  German  indus- 
try, which  was  more  adventurous  and 
self-conscious  than  the  British  industry. 
Year  by  year  British  manufacturing, 
though  increasing,  lost  in  competition 
with  German  and  American  manufact- 
uring. Even  before  the  war  British  in- 
dustrial primacy  was  threatened. 

It  is  no  longer  threatened;  it  is  lost. 
•Germany  for  a time  is  out  of  the  run- 
ning, but  in  the  mean  while  the  United 
States  has  advanced  at  a giant’s  pace 
and  even  Japan  has  gained  at  England’s 
expense.  Great  Britain  returns  to  the 
world  competition  more  severely  handi- 
capped and  in  a relatively  worse  position 
than  before  the  war. 

In  the  first  place,  many  of  her  best 
markets  are  gone.  Of  all  European 
countries  importing  British  produce  in 
1913,  Germany  stood  easily  first,  absorb- 
ing over  two  hundred  million  dollars’ 
worth  of  goods.  Russia,  Italy,  Holland, 
Belgium,  Sweden,  and  Norway,  to  say 
nothing  of  France,  were  heavy  import- 
ers. To-day  this  trade  is  largely  cur- 
tailed by  reason  of  Europe’s  impoverish- 
ment. There  still  remains  British  India, 
the  largest  single  importer  of  British 
produce,  as  well  as  Australia  and  China. 

In  Asia,  however,  Japanese  competition 
is  cutting  into  British  trade  while  Amer- 
ican competition  is  making  itself  felt  not 
only  in  Canada  and  South  America,  but 
even  in  Europe.  The  market  for  British 
goods  is  not  as  wide  as  five  years  ago. 

The  destitution  of  a great  part  of  the 
world  means  a circumscription  of  British 
trade. 

Moreover,  Great  Britain  no  longer 
produces  as  cheaply  as  formerly.  In  the 
past  England  has  relied  largely  on  rela- 
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lively  low-waged  labor  to  produce  cheap 
goods.  Her  labor  is  no  longer  cheap.  It 
has  become  dearer  because  food  has 
become  dearer,  and  because  labor  itself 
has  become  scarcer,  and  because  there 
has  come  about  a revolt  of  labor. 

What  is  happening  at  the  moment  is 
an  increasing  dependence  of  manufactur- 
ing upon  agricultural  nations.  The  na- 
tions that  produce  food  and  raw  ma- 
terials (the  essentials  of  life)  have  gained 
supremacy  over  those  which  merely 
fashion  things,  for  in  times  of  abnormal 
scarcity  it  is  the  primal  wants  that  must 
be  satisfied.  This  fact  gives  countries 
like  the  United  States,  the  Argentine, 
and  eventually  Russia,  an  enormous 
advantage  over  manufacturing  countries 
like  England,  Germany,  Austria,  Bel- 
gium, and  Poland.  Industrial  nations 
must  pay  whatever  is  asked  for  the  food 
that  they  need.  The  same  is  true  of  raw 
materials  (cotton,  wool,  copper,  iron, 
coal). 

Because  of  the  scarcity  and  dearness 
of  food,  wages  in  Great  Britain,  as  else- 
where, were  bound  to  rise.  But  wages 
have  risen  also  because  the  war  has  deci- 
mated labor.  It  has  killed  and  maimed 
millions,  and  has  undermined  the  mo- 
rale, contentment,  and  discipline  of 
other  millions  of  workers.  It  was  habit, 
even  more  than  necessity,  that  kept  the 
carpenter  to  his  lathe  and  the  shoe- 
maker to  his  last.  The  war  has  disturbed 
and  in  part  destroyed  that  habit  of  sub- 
ordination and  submission  to  disciplined 
work  at  monotonous  tasks.  Wage- 
earners  are  no  longer  willing  to  toil  as 
long  as  before,  nor  for  as  low  wages. 
They  are  filled  with  new  conceptions  of 
what  is  due  them  and  no  longer  wash  to 
go  back  to  their  old  jobs.  The  wage- 
earners  of  the  world — and  not  least  in 
Great  Britain — have  become  more  revo- 
lutionary. You  cannot  talk  to  them 
about  the  necessity  for  an  export  trade. 
They  will  answer  that,  export  trade  or 
none,  their  own  wants  come  first.  They 
refuse  to  be  sacrificed,  as  in  the  past,  to 
the  need  of  seeming  foreign  markets. 

We  see  this  revolt  of  labor  in  other 


countries  besides  England,  but  nowhere 
is  it  more  menacing  than  there.  The 
reason  is  not  far  to  seek.  In  England 
manufacturers,  as  a class,  have  never 
clearly  recognized  that  high  wages  may 
mean  low  labor  cost.  Their  approved 
method  of  making  profits  has  been  im- 
mediately to  cut  piece  prices  as  soon  as 
the  men’s  earnings  reached  a certain 
level.  The  wage-earners  have  retorted 
by  limiting  output,  and  as  a result  the 
product  of  industry  has  been  smaller 
than  in  countries  like  America  with  a 
more  enlightened  capitalism.  The  enor- 
mous strength  of  the  British  trade- 
unions,  moreover,  makes  a revolt  of 
labor  in  that  country  far  more  difficult 
to  suppress.  The  wage-earners  have  the 
power  and  seem  to  have  the  inclination 
to  give  little  and  to  ask  much. 

This  situation  has  grown  very  much 
more  acute  since  the  armistice.  All 
through  Great  Britain  wage-earners  are 
restless.  They  are  tired  of  the  over- 
work, the  over-discipline,  and  the  rigid 
repression  of  four  years.  They  are  in- 
furiated at  the  profiteers.  They  are 
skeptical  of  the  good-will  of  their  em- 
ployers and  of  the  honesty  of  Parlia- 
ment. Fair  words  and  promises  they 
will  no  longer  accept;  they  are  surfeited 
with  promises  that  have  not  been  kept. 
Disgusted  with  the  hypocrisy  under 
which  imperialists  are  asking  for  their 
blind  allegiance,  disillusioned  concerning 
the  ability  and  integrity  of  the  ruling 
classes,  beset  and  tortured  by  an  increas- 
ing cost  of  living  that  robs  them  of  the 
fruits  of  their  extra  exertion,  they  are 
determined  to  secure  their  own  rights. 
They  will  no  longer  be  managed  or  con- 
trolled or  disciplined  by  men  not  of  their 
own  choosing,  and  they  will  use  their 
newly  acquired  power  to  maintain  their 
own  position,  whatever  employers  or 
politicians  say.  As  a result  there  are 
sporadic  and  seemingly  causeless  strikes, 
a growing  spirit  of  insubordination,  and 
an  unwillingness  to  obey  even  their  own 
leaders  unless  those  leaders  agree  with 
the  rank  and  file. 

England  is  thus  faced  with  the  neces- 
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sity  of  producing  more  and  consuming 
less  at  a time  when  her  wage-earners  are 
insistent  upon  working  less  and  consum- 
ing more.  There  is  only  one  way  out  of 
this  dilemma.  If  England  is  both  to 
satisfy  her  wage-earners  and  to  re- 
establish her  former  position  in  the 
world’s  market,  she  must  completely 
reorganize  her  national  industry,  render 
it  more  efficient,  and  secure  a larger 
production  with  less  effort.  It  has  been 
claimed  by  many  that  she  has  already 
made  long  steps  toward  the  attainment 
of  this  greater  efficiency  and  that  as  a 
result  of  the  lessons  of  this  war  she  will 
now  forge  ahead  of  all  competitors.  As 
yet,  however,  there  is  little  indication 
of  such  a general  improvement.  Output 
diminishes  and  costs  increase.  The 
prices  of  necessities  are  higher  to-day 
(July,  1919)  than  they  were  six  months 
ago,  and,  as  the  currency  becomes  in- 
flated, money  wages  go  up,  although  real 
wages  lag  behind.  In  one  industry  after 
another  employers  complain  of  their  in- 
ability to  compete  with  the  better  organ- 
ized industries  of  the  United  States, 
although  American  wages  are  still  much 
higher  than  those  of  Great  Britain.  Eng- 
land, industrially,  seems  paralyzed,  ham- 
strung. She  is  afraid  to  import  freely; 
she  fails  to  produce  easily  or  cheaply ; she 
seems  unable  to  regain  her  old  markets. 

The  coal  situation  in  Great  Britain 
to-day  typifies  this  failure  to  maintain 
output  and  to  make  progress.  “Coal,” 
says  Lord  Inchcape,  “has  been  the 
maker  of  modern  Britain.  ...  It  has 
done  more  to  determine  the  bent  of 
British  activities  and  the  form  of  British 
society  than  all  the  Parliaments  of  the 
pest  hundred  and  twenty  years.”  The 
whole  industrial  system  of  Great  Britain 
has  been  built  up  on  large  supplies  of 
cheap  coal.  Coal  represents  one-tenth 
of  the  value  of  all  British  exports  and 
seven-tenths  of  their  bulk. 

Despite  this  importance  of  coal,  how- 
ever, the  industry  has  never  been  organ- 
ized scientifically.  It  is,  of  course,  true 
that  there  is  a vast  difference  among 
coal-mines,  many  of  which  are  handi- 
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capped  by  thin  seams,  loose  joints,  soft 
or  broken  roofs,  bands  of  stone,  sporadic 
concretions  of  stone  in  coal,  water,  gas, 
and  other  difficult  conditions.  As  a 
whole,  the  British  mines  are  not  so 
easily  worked  as  are  the  mines  of  Amer- 
ica. According  to  evidence  brought  be- 
fore the  Sankey  Commission,  however, 
the  organization  of  British  mining  has 
been  singularly  ineffective.  There  has 
been  an  absence  of  modern  machinery,  a 
lack  of  scientific  management,  and  an 
inability  to  get  the  best  work  out  of  the 
men.  The  output  of  the  mines  per  unit 
of  labor  has  steadily  decreased.  From 
1886  to  1914  the  output  per  man  em- 
ployed in  the  British  mines  fell  from 
315  to  252  tons,  while  during  approxi- 
mately the  same  period  (1886  to  1912) 
the  output  per  man  in  American  mines 
increased  from  400  to  660  tons.  In  1886 
the  American  miner  got  out  27  per  cent, 
more  coal  than  did  the  British  miner; 
in  1912  he  mined  162  per  cent.  more. 
The  British  industry  lagged  hopelessly 
behind. 

During  the  war  the  British  coal  indus- 
try still  further  declined.  While  Amer- 
ican mines  poured  out  a vastly  increased 
output,  the  product  of  the  British  mines 
fell  off.  To-day  with  the  same  number 
of  miners  at  work  in  Great  Britain  as  in 
1913  the  annual  production  has  become 
45,000,000  tons  less.  The  owners  fear, 
moreover,  that  with  the  reduced  hours, 
which  came  into  effect  in  July,  the  falling 
off  as  compared  with  1913  will  be  no  less 
than  70,000,000  tons.  If  this  occurs, 
and  the  output  falls  to  200,000,000  tons  a 
year,  the  export  trade  will  be  gone  and  a 
system  of  permanent  rationing  will  be 
fastened  upon  British  industry  and  upon 
British  home  consumers  of  coal.  Already 
the  price  of  coal  has  been  raised  six 
shillings  a ton,  and  may  be  raised  still 
higher.  The  effect  of  this  increase  of 
price  and  the  lessening  of  output  will  be 
to  handicap  all  manufacturers  who  use 
coal  (ship-builders,  metallurgists,  textile 
manufacturers,  etc.)  and,  by  raising  the 
cost  of  living,  increase  wages  and  labor 
costs  throughout  the  Kingdom. 
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The  miners  are  demanding  the  nation- 
alization of  the  mines  on  the  plea  that 
only  by  so  doing  can  the  output  be  in- 
creased. The  mine  owners,  on  the  other 
hand,  are  bitterly  fighting  nationaliza- 
tion. They  believe  that  the  government 
would  run  the  mines  for  the  miners  in- 
stead of  for  the  whole  community,  and 
that  output  would  be  further  dimin- 
ished. Let  the  miners  increase  output 
“and  limit  their  standard  of  living  to 
compete  with  other  nations,’*  insists 
Lord  Gainford,  and  “the  employers 
would  then  be  in  a position  to  see  how 
far  they  could  increase  wages.”  A des- 
perate fight  is  on  between  the  employers 
and  employees  of  this  industry;  strikes 
break  out,  the  output  is  further  re- 
stricted, and  the  mines  themselves  are 
endangered,  while  each  side  insists  upon 
its  own  solution. 

In  the  midst  of  this  conflict  the  gov- 
ernment seems  to  have  no  policy.  It 
makes  all  sorts  of  promises  to  all  sorts  of 
parties  and  salves  its  conscience  by 
keeping  none.  It  promised  government 
ownership  of  railroads  and  also  private 
ownership,  conscription  and  no  con- 
scription, intervention  in  Russia  and 
non-intervention.  In  the  labor  problem 
it  is  irresolute.  It  has  plans,  but  no  plan. 

This  impotence  of  the  government  is 
easily  understood.  It  is  the  government 
of  a Khaki  Parliament  elected  on  issues 
quite  extraneous  to  those  now  agitating 
lie  public.  It  is  accused  by  its  enemies 
of  being  unrepresentative  of  the  major- 
ity opinion  of  Great  Britain.  Moreover, 
it  is  bewildered  by  the  innumerable  un- 
settled problems  resulting  from  the  war 
or  left  unsettled  during -the  war.  It  is 
forced  to  concern  itself  with  the  Peace 
Treaty,  the  special  treaty  with  France, 
the  Irish  question,  the  problem  of  Rus- 
sian intervention,  the  Syrian  problem, 
etc.  It  seems  to  have  neither  the  time 
nor  the  inclination  nor  the  ability  to  work 
out  a sane,  comprehensive  plan  of  action 
for  industrial  regeneration. 

Its  handling  of  the  railroad  problem 
is  an  illustration  of  its  seeming  lack  of 
capacity  to  grasp  these  problems  as  a 


whole.  During  the  recent  election  Mr. 
Churchill  definitely  stated  that  the  gov- 
ernment had  decided  to  nationalize  the 
railroads,  but  later,  when  the  Prime  Min- 
ister was  interviewed  on  this  subject  by 
representatives  of  the  National  Union  of 
Railroadmen,  he  was  forced  to  inform 
them  that  the  whole  question  was  “held 
over  for  the  present.”  In  other  words, 
the  government  had  no  railway  policy. 

What  this  means  is  that  the  govern- 
ment also  has  no  reconstruction  policy. 
It  is  urgently  necessary  to  build  a vast 
number  of  houses  in  England  and  to 
build  them  in  small  towns  in  order  to 
prevent  overcrowding,  slums,  and  degen- 
eration. But  houses  cannot,  as  a rule, 
be  built  in  towns  where  there  are  no  fac- 
tories to  employ  the  people  who  live  in 
the  houses,  and  factories  cannot  be 
built  where  there  are  no  houses  in  which 
the  workmen  are  to  live.  Whether  or  not 
a new  small  town  can  be  created  or  an 
old  one  be  enlarged  will  depend  upon 
whether  transport  conditions  permit  the 
small  town  to  compete  with  the  enor- 
mous cities  of  to-day.  It  is  a question 
of  transport  rates  and  transport  service. 
The  actual  system  of  a war-time  control 
of  the  railways  will  not  solve  the  prob- 
lem, because  this  control  keeps  alive  the 
present  sectionalism  of  the  railroad  sys- 
tems and  prevents  unity.  Nor  does  it 
provide  a stimulus  for  new  railroad  de- 
velopment, which  is  essential  if  there  is 
to  be  any  true  reconstruction  in  Great 
Britain.  Moreover,  there  is  as  yet  no 
grasping  of  the  whole  problem  of  trans- 
portation in  Great  Britain.  The  rail- 
roads are  only  one  part  of  transporta- 
tion. There  are  also  the  canals,  adapted 
for  heavy,  slow  freight;  transportation 
by  automobile,  which  is  likely  to  be  very 
important  in  a country  of  short  hauls; 
the  street  and  interurban  electric-rail- 
way problem,  to  say  nothing  of  the  ship- 
ping problem  and  transportation  by  air. 
What  is  needed  is  a coherent,  unified 
plan,  a great  transportation  system  by 
land,  water,  and  air  that  will  meet 
the  requirements  of  an  industrial  nation 
like  England.  It  is  necessary  to  plaia 
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It  is  fatal  to  attempt  to  muddle 
through. 

As  one  looks  about  England  to-day 
and  notes  one  discouraging  situation 
after  another,  the  question  arises:  What 
is  the  way  out?  Is  there  a way  out? 

The  answer  depends  upon  how  we 
interpret  the  question.  If  we  mean  how 
is  England  to  recover  the  industrial 
primacy  of  the  world,  the  answer,  I am 
convinced,  must  be,  she  will  never  re- 
cover it.  England  is  an  island  of  great 
resources  inhabited  by  an  intelligent  and 
extraordinarily  capable  people,  but  she 
is,  after  all,  only  an  island.  She  cannot 
hope  for  an  industrial  future  comparable 
with  that  of  great  continental  peoples 
like  the  Americans,  the  Russians,  and 
eventually,  perhaps,  the  Chinese.  She 
has  not  the  basis  in  natural  resources. 
True,  there  is  the  British  Empire,  in 
which  many  Englishmen  hope  to  dis- 
cover the  foundation  for  a greater  na- 
tional prosperity  based  on  the  economic 
dependence  of  the  dominions  upon  Eng- 
land. Already  the  present  Parliament 
has  launched  out  upon  a policy  of  Im- 
perial preference  by  which  the  Empire 
eventually  is  to  be  fused  into  one  eco- 
nomic unit.  It  is  a grandiose  project,  too 
vast  and  complicated  to  be  discussed  at 
the  fag  end  of  this  article.  It  may  be 
doubted,  however,  whether  the  success 
of  this  venture  will  be  as  signal  as  its 
advocates  predict.  Quite  apart  from  the 
danger  of  commercial  retaliation,  will 
not  the  higher  cost  of  labor  in  England, 
caused  by  this  policy  of  Imperial  pref- 
erence, make  production  more  expensive 
than  ever,  and  will  not  England  as  a con- 
sequence lose  as  much  in  the  continental. 
South  American,  and  North  American 
markets  as  she  gains  in  her  own  de- 
pendencies? Can  England  permanently 
compete  with  the  United  States  in 
Canada?  Economic  union  is  a matter 
not  so  much  of  political  affiliation  as  of 
attraction,  and  attraction  depends  upon 
magnitude,  wealth,  and  nearness.  In  all 
probability,  Canada  will  become  in- 
creasingly American  in  its  economic  text- 
ure. The  Ottawa  manufacturer  or  Nova 


Scotian  mine  owner  will  sell  in  the  best 
market  and  borrow  in  the  best.  The  same 
is  true  of  Australia,  British  South  Africa, 
and  of  all  colonies  and  dependencies. 

But  even  if  England  can  never  again 
become  the  leading  industrial  nation  of 
the  world,  even  if  she  loses  her  preferred 
position  in  banking,  insurance,  and,  per- 
haps, shipping,  as  she  has  lost  her  pre- 
eminence in  mining  and  manufacturing, 
she  has,  nevertheless,  an  excellent  chance 
of  remaining  a wealthy,  influential,  and 
industrially  advanced  nation.  To  ac- 
complish this,  however,  will  not  be  easy. 
She  must  increase  production  while  at 
the  same  time  satisfying  the  just  de- 
mands of  her  workers.  She  must  reor- 
ganize her  industry  completely,  devoting 
to  that  industry  intelligent  and  scien- 
tific thought  as  Germany  did  before  the 
war.  She  cannot  maintain  the  largest 
navy  and  one  of  the  largest  armies  in  the 
world,  carrying  on  wars  everywhere  and 
at  the  same  time  successfully  compete 
with  nations  bearing  a lighter  burden. 
She  can  no  longer  trust  to  prestige,  con- 
servatism, laxity,  disunity,  or  muddling 
in  the  newer  and  fiercer  competition 
with  which  she  is  faced  to-day. 

This  crisis  is  one  toward  which  Eng- 
land was  already  tending  before  the  war, 
but  which  the  war  has  brought  rapidly 
nearer.  England,  like  France,  Italy,  Ger- 
many, and  Russia,  is  now  learning  that 
no  nation  can  really  win  a long  modern 
war,  and  that  victory  is  almost  as  disas- 
trous as  defeat.  The  war  has  not  only  de- 
stroyed men,  societies,  wealth,  and  hab- 
its, but  it  has  cut  so  deep  at  the  roots  of 
our  whole  industrial  system  that  our 
old  values  are  ‘disappearing  and  we  are 
forced  to  deal  with  new  values  that  we 
do  not  yet  understand.  What  is  happen- 
ing is  a change  so  vast  and  bewilder- 
ing, so  inchoate  and  vague,  that  we 
are  not  yet  adjusted  to  it,  are  striking 
blindly  at  it,  are  invoking  it  and  seeking 
to  exorcise  it  by  means  of  old  formulas 
that  have  lost  their  meaning.  We  are 
caught  in  a movement  which  is  serious  to 
some  nations  and  perilous  to  others.  Of 
these  latter  England  is  one. 
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THE  war  that  came  to  an  end  with 
the  signing  of  the  armistice  on  No- 
vember 11,  1918,  differed  from  previous 
wars  principally  in  that  it  was  a contest 
of  brains  much  more  than  it  was  a con- 
test of  brute  forces.  Machines  counted 
for  more  than  men,  mind  for  more  than 
muscle.  Germany  relied  on  her  assumed 
superiority  in  applied  science  as  much  as 
she  did  upon  her  army  to  win  the  war. 
That  the  resourcefulness  of  the  Allied 
scientists  and  the  ingenuity  of  their  en- 
gineers could  match  and  overmatch  her 
own  technical  achievements,  Germany 
did  not  believe. 

Germany  was,  however,  defeated  by 
precisely  the  sort  of  technical  and  scien- 
tific ability  of  which  she  had  long 
claimed  a monopoly;  and  to  this  end 
America  contributed  even  more  effec- 
tively with  the  products  of  her  research 
laboratories  and  her  engineering  works 
than  she  did  even  in  conflict  of  troops. 

America’s  entrance  into  the  war  may 
fairly  be  said  to  have  raised  the  question 
whether  the  traditional  “Yankee  inge- 
nuity ” was  merely  a tradition,  or 
whether  the  strain  of  skill  and  resource- 
fulness bred  of  pioneer  necessity  per- 
sisted in  our  later  cosmopolitan  breed. 
The  event  proved  that  the  old  strain  still 
ran  in  Yankee  blood.  It  is  not  belittling 
the  scientific  achievements  in  war  of  the 
British,  the  French,  and  the  Italians  to 
claim  that  American  applied  science,  ex- 
pressed in  death-dealing  devices,  had 
placed  at  the  command  of  Germany’s 
enemies,  when  the  war  ended,  means  of 
forcing  the  Hun  to  choose  between  com- 
plete surrender  and  utter  annihilation. 
It  is  not  known  how  much  the  Germans 
knew  or  had  guessed  of  the  resources 
which  America  was  prepared  to  bring 


into  the  field  against  her  in  the  spring  of 
1919;  it  is  not  an  unfair  assumption  that 
it  was  the  German  awakening  to  the 
resistless  power  of  the  forces  about  to  be 
unloosed  that  led  to  her  unexpected  plea 
for  mercy  last  November. 

With  America’s  declaration  of  war 
there  was  begun  the  mobilization  not 
only  of  an  army  of  combat,  but  of  the 
scientific  and  technical  skill  of  the  entire 
nation.  University  professors  were  taken 
out  of  their  class-rooms,  put  into  uni- 
form, and  given  the  chance  to  apply 
their  scientific  knowledge  for  their  coun- 
try’s service;  inventors  were  given  carte 
blanche  to  perfect  their  dreams;  engi- 
neers were  set  problems  that  challenged 
their  ingenuity.  And  stupendous  and 
amazing  were  the  results. 

With  many  of  these  results  the  public 
is  familiar.  The  Browning  machine-gun, 
the  Liberty  motor,  the  depth-bomb,  the 
submarine-detector,  the  radio  telephone 
— these  and  a score  of  other  Yankee 
devices  and  inventions  which  had  been 
perfected  and  produced  in  time  to  be  of 
actual  war  service  have  been  widely  dis- 
cussed, criticized,  and  finally  accepted 
in  the  matter-of-course  way  in  which 
Americans  accept  new  marvels.  But 
there  were  even  more  marvelous  achieve- 
ments than  any  of  these,  which  we  had 
no  opportunity  to  use  before  the  war 
ended,  but  which  constitute,  in  the  story 
of  their  inception  and  their  development, 
one  of  the  most  wonderful  chapters  in 
the  history  of  applied  science. 

First  in  the  list,  not  only  because  in 
itself  it  epitomizes  the  romance  of  chem- 
istry, but  because  its  discovery  has 
placed  forever  in  the  hands  of  the  United 
States  the  most  powerful  weapon  of  war 
ever  wielded,  is  Lewisite. 
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Lewisite  is  a gas  so  deadly  that  it  has 
seventy-two  times  the  killing  power  of 
the  most  deadly  gas  used  in  the  war. 
When  the  armistice  was  signed  the 
United  States  had  manufactured  and  on 
hand  enough  of  this  poison  to  kill  the 
entire  German  army  and  was  making  it 
at  the  rate  of  ten  tons  a day.  The  United 
States,  moreover,  was  the  only  power 
that  participated  in  the  Hague  Peace 
Conferences  that  was  not  bound  by  the 
Hague  Convention  against  the  use  of 
poison  gas  in  war.  Germany,  the  first  to 
violate  this  rule  of  war,  had  been  one 
of  the  first  to  ratify  it;  America,  on  the 
advice  of  the  late  Captain  Mahan,  had 
declined  to  bind  herself  not  to  use  poison 
gas. 

Acting  on  the  principle  we  had  an- 
nounced in  1900,  that  the  use  of  gas  was 
more  humane  than  the  use  of  bombs, 
bullets,  or  high  explosives  and  infinitely 
more  humane  than  the  torpedo,  our  gov-, 
erament  was  preparing  literally  to 
smother  the  German  army.  We  were 
making  all  of  the  paces  that  had  been 
used  by  any  of  the  combatants,  and  in 
addition  we  had  Lewisite.  We  had  in 
preparation,  too,  huge  mobile  guns  for 
hurling  shells  filled  with  gas  to  incredible 
distances,  and,  even  more  wonderful,  we 
had  all  but  perfected  and  were  preparing 
to  manufacture  automatic  apparatus  for 
dropping  containers  of  this  new  poison 
from  the  air,  at  a distance  of  a hundred 
miles  or  more  from  our  base  of  opera- 
tions. 

The  chemical  secret  of  Lewisite  has 
not  been  disclosed.  It  is  the  invention 
of  Prof.  W.  Lee  Lewis,  who  left  the  chair 
of  chemistry  at  Northwestern  University 
to  serve  as  a captain  in  the  Ordnance 
Department  and  was  assigned  to  duty 
with  the  chemists  of  the  Bureau  of 
Mines,  who  conducted  American  poison- 
gas  researches  in  the  early  stages  of  our 
war  participation.  While  on  this  duty  in 
the  laboratories  at  American  University, 
Captain  Lewis  put  together  a chemical 
compound  that  had  never  before  been 
recorded  and  which,  in  its  peculiarly 
toxic  effects,  acts  upon  the  human  sys- 


tem in  a manner  different  from  any 
known  poison. 

No  secret  of  all  the  war  secrets  was 
more  carefully  guarded  than  this  dis- 
covery. The  substance  itself  was  known 
in  the  official  records  only  as  “G-34.” 
Curious  inquirers  were  told  that  G-S4 
was  “methyl,”  a word  that  has  no  rela- 
tion to  the  actual  stuff.  Only  a few  offi- 
cers in  the  Division  of  Chemical  War- 
fare knew  anything  about  it,  and  fewer 
still  had  any  conception  of  its  potency 
and  purpose. 

Lewisite  is  described  as  “an  oily  liquid 
of  an  amber  color  and  the  odor  of  gera- 
nium blossoms.”  It  is  highly  explosive, 
and  on  contact  with  water  it  bursts  into 
flame.  Let  loose  in  the  open  air,  it  dif- 
fuses into  a gas  which  kills  instantly  on 
the  inhalation  of  the  smallest  amount 
that  can  by  any  means  be  measured.  A 
single  drop  of  the  liquid  on  the  hand 
causes  death  in  a few  hours,  the  victim 
dying  in  fearful  agony.  The  pain  on 
contact  is  acute  and  almost  unendurable. 

It  acts  by  penetrating  through  the  skin 
or,  in  the  gaseous  form,  through  the  lung 
tissue,  poisoning  the  blood,  affecting  in 
turn  the  kidneys,  the  lung  tissue,  and 
the  heart. 

When  the  armistice  was  signed  the 
United  States  had  on  hand  one  hundred 
and  fifty  tons  of  this  stuff,  enough  to 
poison  half  the  population  of  the  country 
if  the  containers  were  opened  at  strategic 
points.  To-day  there  is  none  in  existence 
except  a few  carefully  guarded  samples 
in  the  possession  of  the  Bureau  of  Mines 
and  the  War  Department;  even  the 
buildings  in  which  it  was  made  and  the 
machinery  used  in  its  manufacture  have 
been  utterly  destroyed. 

Lewisite  was  manufactured  at  Wil- 
loughby, Ohio,  a suburb  of  Cleveland,  in 
a plant  called  by  the  men  who  worked  in 
it  “the  mouse-trap.”  Men  who  went  in 
never  came  out  until  the  war  was  over; 
each  of  the  eight  hundred  workers  signed 
an  agreement  of  voluntary  imprison- 
ment before  going  to  work.  They  could 
write  letters,  but  could  give  no  address 
but  that  of  a locked  box  in  the  Cleve- 
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land  post-office;  telegrams  were  cleared 
through  the  General  Electric  Company’s 
works  at  Nela  Park,  where  Col.  F.  M. 
Dorsey,  in  charge  of  the  plant,  had  been 
chemical  engineer  before  putting  on 
khaki.  The  hours  were  long,  the  work 
hard,  the  risk  tremendous.  But  in  spite 
of  the  frightfully  poisonous  nature  of 
the  stuff  they  were  making,  not  a man 
was  poisoned;  the  only  death  In  the 
plant  was  from  influenza.  To  protect  the 
men  while  at  work  there  was  devised  a 
mask  and  overall  suit  that  rendered 
them  absolutely  immune.  Masks  that 
gave  full  protection  against  the  most 
powerful  German  gases  were  useless 
against  Lewisite. 

With  the  war  over,  all  this  labor  went 
for  nothing — except  to  leave  in  the  pos- 
session of  the  War  Department  the  se- 
cret of  the  most  lethal  weapon  of  offense 
and  defense  yet  devised.  To  keep  the 
secret  from  prying  eyes  that  might 
deduce  it  from  the  arrangement  of  the 
plant,  the  character  of  the  machinery,  or 
some  traces  of  the  substance  itself  or  its 
components,  the  entire  system  of  labora- 
tories and  barracks  was  destroyed  in  less 
than  three  months  after  the  armistice. 
The  stock  on  hand,  loaded  in  cast-iron 
containers,  was  placed  on  a train  and  sent 
through  on  special  schedule  to  the  sea- 
board, a guard  of  soldiers  constituting 
the  whole  crew  except  the  engine-driver. 
At  Baltimore  the  containers  were  placed 
on  a ship,  and,  fifty  miles  out  at  sea,  at 
a point  where  the  Atlantic  Ocean  is  three 
miles  deep,  they  were  gently  lowered 
overside.  Time  and  rust  will  release 
their  lethal  contents,  the  chemical  action 
of  the  sea-water  will  neutralize  the 
poison,  and  all  that  will  remain  of  Lew- 
isite will  be  the  samples  in  Washington 
and  the  sealed  formula. 

For  projecting  Lewisite  against  the 
enemy  two  principal  methods  had  been 
adopted  and  preparations  for  their  exe- 
cution were  under  way.  One  was  by 
means  of  eight-inch  shells,  to  be  fired 
from  guns  mounted  on  railway  carriages. 
Toward  the  end  of  the  war  it  was  dis- 
closed that  five  fourteen-inch  naval  guns 


on  railway  mounts  were  in  use  by  the 
American  forces  on  the  western  front 
It  was  not  known,  however,  that  the 
army  had  devised  and  was  manufactur- 
ing a quantity  of  railway  mounts  for 
eight-inch  guns  designed  for  hurling  gas- 
shells  filled  with  Lewisite  and  having  a 
range  of  more  than  fifteen  miles.  But 
our  government  possessed  an  even  more 
efficient  means  for  smothering  the  Ger- 
mans. 

This  was  the  automatic  airplane,  a 
device  which  was  kept  so  secret  that 
even  six  months  after  the  signing  of  the 
armistice  only  a few  of  the  higher  officials 
of  the  War  Department  knew'  of  its  ex- 
istence, and  most  of  them  did  not  under- 
stand the  principle  of  its  operation. 
Only  one  of  these  machines  had  been 
finished,  but  its  success  proved  the  pos- 
sibility of  constructing  cheaply  and 
speedily  a fleet  of  airplanes  that  could  be 
flown  without  having  a human  being  on 
board  and  which  could  be  relied  upon  to 
drop  bombs  of  poison  gas  at  a distance 
of  fifty  or  more  miles  from  their  starting- 
point,  and  to  drop  these  bombs  within 
half  a mile  of  the  point  previously  deter- 
mined upon  as  their  objective.  The  dif- 
fusive power  of  Lewisite  is  so  great  that 
to  set  it  free  within  half  a mile  of  the 
enemy  is  almost  as  effective  as  dropping 
it  in  the  midst  of  his  forces.  Half  a dozen 
three-hundred-pound  bombs  of  Lewisite, 
exploded  to  windward  of  the  city  of 
Berlin,  would  have  killed  the  entire 
population  of  the  German  capital.  And 
by  the  use  of  the  automatic  airplane  all 
danger  to  the  attacking  forces  is  elimi- 
nated. The  worst  that  could  happen 
would  be  to  have  the  ’planes  brought 
down  by  the  enemy,  who  would  get  the 
surprise  of  his  life  when  the  Lewisite  gas 
began  to  circulate  in  his  vicinity. 

The  principle  of  the  automatic  air- 
plane was  worked  out  by  Orville  Wright 
at  his  experimental  aviation  laboratories 
at  Dayton,  and  is  a development  of  the 
automatic  stabilizer  which  he  invented 
in  1913.  and  by  the  use  of  which  he  flew 
over  a circular  course  for  more  than  an 
hour  without  touching  the  controls  of 
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his  machine.  The  Wright  stabilizer  com- 
prises two  pendulums,  one  swinging  in  a 
plane  parallel  to  the  machine’s  line  of 
flight  and  the  other  transversely.  These 
pendulums  are  so  attached  to  the  wing 
and  tail  controls  that  when  the  machine 
starts  to  rise  or  descend  at  a dangerous 
or  undesirable  angle,  or  banks  too 
steeply  in  a lateral  direction,  the  ailerons 
and  elevators  are  automatically  adjusted 
to  a position  that  brings  the  craft  back 
on  a level  keel. 

For  military  purposes  there  was  com- 
bined with  the  Wright  stabilizer  a small 
gyroscope,  so  connected  with  a clock- 
work-timing mechanism  that  the  ’plane 
could  be  set  to  fly  over  any  predeter- 
mined course  before  dropping  its  load  of 
gas-bombs.  Thus,  it  might  be  so  ad- 
justed as  to  fly  around  a mountain  that 
completely  concealed  two  opposing 
armies  from  each  other  and  so  literally 
enable  the  attacking  force  to  “shoot 
around  a comer.”  Numerous  experi- 
mental flights  proved  the  entire  prac- 
ticability of  this  device;  the  most  spec- 
tacular of  them  demonstrated  that  the 
machine  so  equipped  has  automatic  sta- 
bility in  the  air  beyond  anything  its 
makers  had  dreamed  of. 

The  automatic  airplane  was  sent  up  at 
the  Wright  Flying-field,  near  Dayton.  It 
had  flown  but  a short  distance  when  a 
sudden  gust  of  wind  caught  it  and  the 
control  mechanism  became  jammed  for 
a-  moment.  To  the  alarm  of  the  specta- 
tors, the  nose  of  the  ’plane  pointed 
straight  up  into  the  air.  It  paused  there 
an  instant,  as  if  about  to  drop  into  a tail- 
spin;  then,  as  gracefully  as  Verdrines 
himself  ever  did  it,  it  “looped  the  loop” 
and  resumed  its  horizontal  course.  But 
in  looping  the  loop  the  clockwork  con- 
trol mechanism  fell  out;  it  had  not  been 
thought  necessary  to  anchor  it  in  place. 
So,  instead  of  coming  back,  after  making 
a short  turn  over  the  neighboring  coun- 
tryside, the  airplane  swung  wide  in  a 
great  circle  over  the  city  of  Dayton. 
Back  it  came  toward  the  flying-field,  and 
once  more  around,  nearly  a mile  in  the 
air,  its  creators  on  the  ground  watching 


in  helpless  wonder,  as  Frankenstein  must 
have  watched  the  monster  his  inventive 
genius  had  evolved. 

Four  times  the  uncontrolled  ’plane 
circled  over  the  city  and  back  to  the  fly- 
ing-field, until,  having  traveled  more 
than  one  hundred  miles  alone  in  the  air, 
its  gasolene  exhausted,  it  glided  earth- 
ward and  landed  with  a crash  in  a near- 
by field.  When  Mr.  Wright  and  his  as- 
sistants hurried  to  the  spot,  would-be 
rescuers  were  trying  to  lift  the  machine 
off  the  ground  to  get  at  the  aviators  they 
supposed  were  buried  in  the  wreckage. 
Only  the  impromptu  explanation  that 
the  pilot  had  jumped  with  a parachute  a 
few  miles  back  prevented  the  secret  of 
the  automatic  airplane  from  leaking  out 
then  and  there. 

Although  this  device  was  perfected 
too  late  to  be  used  in  the  war,  the  fact  of 
its  existence  gives  added  weight  to  Gen- 
eral Gouraud’s  prediction  that,  brutal 
and  savage  as  was  this  war,  the  next  will 
be  even  more  brutal  and  savage.  It 
would  be  difficult,  however,  to  imagine  a 
more  potent  discourager  of  the  war  spirit 
than  the  knowledge  that  the  enemy  pos- 
sesses such  resources  as  Lewisite  and  the 
automatic  airplane. 

Without  undertaking  to  discuss  the 
moot  question  as  to  whether  our  air- 
plane record  in  the  war  was  a success  or 
a failure,  it  may  be  pointed  out  that  it 
was  not  until  after  the  armistice  was 
signed  that  there  was  brought  cut  in 
America  a military  airplane  that  was 
anything  but  a copy  of  European 
models.  This  machine,  when  it  did  come 
out,  however,  was  so  radically  different 
from  anything  the  Allies,  the  Americans, 
or  the  Germans  had  used  as  to  be  almost 
revolutionary;  in  the  judgment  of  avia- 
tion experts  it  has  established  a standard 
to  which  future  military  ’planes  must 
conform,  or  at  least  a point  of  departure 
for  the  designers  of  such  ’planes. 

Like  Lewisite  and  the  automatic  air- 
plane, the  Loening  monoplane  was  to 
have  been  used  in  the  expected  summer 
campaign  of  1919.  At  once  the  smallest 
and  the  fastest  military  airplane  so  far 
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produced,  it  combines  in  one  machine 
the  functions  heretofore  performed  by 
two  different  types  of  ’planes.  The  chief 
purpose  of  airplanes  in  war  is  to  observe 
the  enemy’s  movements  and  positions; 
aerial  battles  are  spectacular,  but  they 
are  not  war;  the  “ace”  fights  his  air 
duels  solely  to  protect  his  own  or  destroy 
the  enemy’s  observation-’planes.  So  the 
chief  aim  of  every  army  is  to  obtain  a 
supply  of  observation-’planes  and  only 
enough  high-speed  pursuit- ’planes  to  af- 
ford these  the  necessary  protection. 
America  had  built  no  pursuit-’planes 
prior  to  the  armistice,  resting  our  pro- 
ductive efforts  on  training-’planes  and 
observation-’planes  and  buying  the  fast- 
er, single-seat  “Spad”  pursuit-’planes 
from  France.  To  combine  the  two  func- 
tions in  a single  machine  had  been 
thought  impossible. 

Mr.  Grover  Cleveland  Loening,  the 
young  American  aviation  engineer  who, 
when  still  some  years  under  thirty,  had 
been  chief  aeronautical  engineer  of  the 
United  States  army  at  a time  when  the 
airplane  was  still  regarded  by  American 
military  authorities  as  more  or  less  a toy, 
accomplished  this  result.  The  Loening 
machine  is  a monoplane,  a return  in  this 
respect  to  the  class  of  airplanes  most 
favored  by  both  the  Allies  and  Germany 
at  the  beginning  of  the  war.  Prior  to 
1914  the  French  had  developed  the 
monoplane,  a type  of  airplane  almost 
unknown  in  America.  The  famous  Ger- 
man “Taube”  ’planes,  of  which  so  much 
was  heard  early  in  the  war,  were  mono- 
planes, and  so  were  some  of  the  first 
British  scout-’planes.  At  the  end  of  the 
war,  however,  there  was  not  a single 
monoplane  type  being  made  by  any  of  the 
Allies  or  by  Germany.  The  abandon- 
ment of  the  monoplane  was  due,  not  to 
any  prejudice  in  favor  of  the  biplane,  but 
because  the  latter  could  be  more  readily 
produced  in  large  quantities  by  compara- 
tively inexpert  workmen,  with  less  risk 
of  imperfections  that  might  prove  fatal 
to  the  flyers.  Previous  types  of  mono- 
plane, moreover,  had  been  exclusively 
single-seated  machines,  with  the  pilot  so 


located  that  his  range  of  vision  was 
greatly  curtailed.  No  Allied  machine  of 
any  type,  it  might  be  pointed  out  in 
passing,  equaled  the  German  Fokker-7 
in  this  matter  of  visual  range  from  the 
pilot’s  seat,  just  as  none  of  them  ap- 
proached it  in  many  other  essentials  of  a 
military  ’plane;  superior  engines  alone 
gave  the  Allies  an  advantage  over  the 
Germans  in  the  air,  ’plane  for  ’plane. 

The  tiny  Loening  monoplane,  32  feet 
across  the  wings,  and  weighing,  with  its 
full  military  load  and  two  passengers, 
only  2,608  pounds,  made  a ground  speed 
of  143.5  miles  an  horn:  on  its  official  test; 
188.2  miles  at  6,500  feet  elevation.  The 
French  Spad’s  record  is  135  miles  at  the 
same  altitude;  the  British  Sopwith’s, 
131 ; only  the  Italian  S.  V.,  with  its  142 
miles  an  hour,  exceeds  this.  The  wings 
of  the  Loening  ’plane  are  attached  to  the 
top  of  the  fuselage  and  they  are  cut 
away  so  that  the  pilot,  who  sits  between 
them,  has  a clear  view  through  a very 
large  arc,  while  the  observer’s  vision  is 
almost  completely  unobstructed.  And 
in  this  little  machine,  for  the  first  time, 
was  solved  the  problem  of  making  an  air- 
plane carry  a load  equal  to  its  own 
weight;  the  bare  machine  weighs  but 
1,300  pounds.  The  average  carrying 
capacity  of  airplanes  is  about  50  per 
cent,  of  the  weight  of  the  machine.  In 
the  next  war  America  will  at  least  be  able 
to  begin  with  a more  efficient  type  of 
fighting-’planes  than  any  of  the  con- 
testants had  in  the  war  just  ended. 

And  in  the  next  war  another  product 
of  American  technical  resourcefulness 
will  play  an  important  part.  This  is 
helium,  the  gas  that  makes  the  dirigible 
the  safest  and  most  useful  weapon  for 
aerial  warfare.  Because  of  the  bringing 
down  of  so  many  Zeppelins  during  the 
war,  the  impression  prevails  that  the 
dirigible  proved  a failure.  On  the  con- 
trary, they  were  in  every  respect,  save 
that  of  extreme  vulnerability  to  direct 
attack,  a great  success.  With  two  excep- 
tions, every  one  of  the  Zeppelins  brought 
down  by  the  Allies  during  the  war  was 
destroyed  by  being  set  on  fire  in  mid-air. 
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Nothing  could  be  more  inflammable  than 
the  huge  gas-bag  filled  with  hydrogen, 
the  most  inflammable  of  all  gases.  But 
until  Yankee  ingenuity  discovered  a 
means  of  obtaining  a gas  which  would 
answer  the  same  purpose  without  being 
inflammable,  hydrogen  was  the  one 
hghter-than-air  substance  available  in 
large  quantities  for  balloon  purposes. 
This  meant  that  the  dirigible  balloon, 
although  capable  of  navigating  in  storms 
in  which  airplanes  could  not  venture, 
free  from  the  risk  of  sudden  falls,  and 
capable  of  lifting  enormously  greater 
useful  loads  than  any  airplane  yet  de- 
vised, was,  nevertheless,  an  extremely 
perilous  craft.  A single  incendiary  bullet 
piercing  the  envelope  of  the  military 
balloon  ignites  the  hydrogen  and  the 
craft  crashes  to  earth  in  flames.  Even  in 
peace,  a single  spark  from  defective  elec- 
tric wiring  or  a burst  of  flame  from  the 
engine-exhaust  has  been  known  to  wreck 
an  airship. 

In  1904  Lord  Rayleigh  and  Sir  Will- 
iam Ramsay  had  discovered  in  atmos- 
pheric air  a gas  previously  unknown,  to 
which  they  gave  the  name  “helium.” 
It  is  only  slightly  heavier  than  hydrogen 
and  entirely  non-inflammable.  It  exists 
in  the  air  in  the  proportion  of  1 part  to 
£50,000,  by  volume;  that  is,  in  250,000 
cubic  feet  of  air  there  is  1 cubic  foot  of 
helium.  It  had  also  been  found  in  certain 
rare  minerals,  but  its  production  had 
been  only  in  the  minutest  quantities,  at 
a laboratory  cost  of  about  $1,700  a cubic 
foot.  When  it  is  considered  that  the 
cubic  contents  of  even  a small  dirigible 
are  more  than  100,000  feet,  it  is  obvious 
that  the  price  of  enough  helium  to  fill 
a Zeppelin  would  run  into  the  hundreds 
of  millions  of  dollars.  Shortly  before  his 
death,  in  the  third  year  of  the  war,  how- 
ever, Sir  William  Ramsay  urged  upon 
the  British  Admiralty  that  efforts  be 
made  to  discover  natural  sources  of 
helium,  expressing  his  belief  that  some- 
where a supply  might  be  found.  When 
the  United  States  entered  the  war  it  had 
just  been  discovered  that  certain  natural 
gases  found  in  Canada  contained  as  high 
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as  a third  of  1 per  cent,  of  this  useful 
element. 

This  gave  the  clue  to  American  in- 
vestigators. The  problem  was  turned 
over  to  the  Bureau  of  Mines,  to  find  an 
adequate  supply  of  helium  and  to  devise 
methods  of  isolating  it  economically.  In 
northern  Texas,  near  the  Oklahoma  line, 
gases  were  found  that  contained  more 
than  1 per  cent,  of  the  substance  sought. 
A ten-year  lease  was  taken  by  the  gov- 
ernment on  the  gas-wells  in  this  field. 
Pipe-lines  were  laid  to  carry  the  gas  to 
Fort  Worth,  where  there  were  in  opera- 
tion commercial  plants  which  were  al- 
ready extracting  oxygen  and  nitrogen 
from  the  gas.  The  Bureau  of  Mines  built 
a third  plant  at  Petrolia,  Texas,  adjacent 
to  the  wells.  Under  the  direction  of 
Dr.  Frederick  G.  Cottrell,  the  chief 
metallurgist  of  the  Bureau  of  Mines,  a 
process  was  developed  of  liquefying  the 
gas  at  a low  temperature  and  distilling 
off  the  other  constituents,  leaving  the 
stubborn  and  inert  helium  behind.  It 
was  found  that  the  cost  of  production  in 
quantities  was  not  more  than  ten  cents 
a cubic  foot.  The  R-34  has  a gas 
capacity  of  2,000,000  cubic  feet,  but 
even  the  $200,000  it  would  cost  to  fill  it 
with  helium  would  be  a small  expense  as 
as  modern  war  costs  go. 

Small  balloons  filled  with  helium  were 
sent  up  near  Washington  and  fired  at 
from  airplanes  with  incendiary  bullets, 
which  passed  completely  through  with- 
out producing  any  effect.  When  the 
armistice  was  signed  there  had  been  pro- 
duced 147,000  cubic  feet  of  American 
helium  ready  to  ship  to  France.  A small 
quantity  had  actually  reached  Europe, 
and  only  the  signing  of  the  armistice 
prevented  the  carrying  out  of  the  plan  to 
send  a fleet  of  fireproof  dirigibles  to  drop 
bombs  and  gas  on  Germany  from  a 
height  of  five  miles. 

Not  all  the  surprises  Unde  Sam  had 
up  his  sleeve  for  the  Hun  were  ethereal. 
We  were  prepared  to  send  into  the  field 
in  the  spring  of  1919  the  heaviest  mobile 
artillery  ever  placed  on  wheels.  The  size 
of  guns  that  can  be  used  to  advantage  in 
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war  is  limited  by  the  speed  with  which 
they  can  be  moved  from  place  to  place. 
What  made  the  French  soixante-quinze, 
the  famous  “75-millimeter”  gun,  and 
its  British  and  American  three-inch  pro- 
totype, the  most  useful  of  all  field- 
artillery  was  the  ease  with  which  a bat- 
tery of  these  guns  could  dash  up  to  a 
position,  fire  half  a dozen  rounds  with 
almost  the  effect  of  a three-inch  ma- 
chine-gun, and  then  dash  away  to  an- 
other position  before  the  enemy  could 
locate  the  source  of  the  shots.  But  even 
the  three-inch  gun  requires  six  horses  for 
anything  like  speedy  movement  from 
place  to  place.  Motor-tractors  of  any 
ordinary  type  are  useful  where  there  are 
roads,  but  there  are  not  always  good 
roads  on  the  battle-field;  to  use  any- 
thing bigger  than  a three-inch  gun  with 
equally  good  effects  involved  the  inven- 
tion of  new  tractive  devices.  American 
engineers  who  were  set  to  study  the 
problem  substituted  the  caterpillar  for 
horses. 

The  caterpillar  is  the  one  distinctively 
American  contribution  to  land  trans- 
port. It  is,  in  essence,  a traction-engine 
mounted  on  parallel,  flexible,  endless 
tracks,  enabling  it  to  move  over  ground 
impassable  to  wheeled  vehicles;  it  car- 
ries its  own  road,  lays  it  as  it  travels,  and 
picks  it  up  after  it  has  passed.  Its  first 
war  application  was  in  the  British 
“tanks.”  American  engineers  took  the 
caterpillar  and  speeded  it  up  from  its 
farm-horse  gait  of  four  miles  an  horn:  to 
nearly  twenty,  and  made  of  it  tractors 
and  mounts  for  three-inch,  six-inch,  even 
eight-inch  artillery.  At  the  Aberdeen 
proving-ground  I saw  an  eight-inch 
howitzer  mounted  on  a caterpillar 
traverse  deep  ravines  and  then  plow  its 
way  through  a wood,  crushing  ten-inch 
trees  as  it  passed  through.  In  the  next 
war  guns  of  this  caliber  and  larger  will 
travel  with  the  armies,  moving  as  fast  as 
the  infantry  and  supply-trains  can  move 
in  their  motors,  and  eluding  the  enemy’s 
efforts  to  silence  them  by  changing  their 
positions  after  every  few  rounds  of  shots. 

For  that  matter,  there  may  not  be 


any  infantry  in  the  next  war.  We  were 
just  beginning,  when  the  armistice  was 
signed,  to  produce  “baby”  tanks  in  the 
same  factory  and  by  the  same  methods 
as  are  used  in  the  manufacture  of  the 
ubiquitous  Ford  car.  Mr.  Ford  has  made 
as  many  as  4,000  cars  in  a single  day  in 
his  plant,  which,  now  that  the  design  and 
tools  have  been  made,  could  be  con- 
verted overnight  into  a tank-factory 
capable  of  turning  out  every  week 
enough  of  the  nimble  little  two-man 
forts  to  carry  a couple  of  divisions  to  the 
front.  Here  is  a miniature  engine  of  war 
that  can  almost  follow  a squirrel  track 
through  the  woods.  It  climbs  embank- 
ments steeper  than  forty-five  degrees, 
can  stand  on  its  nose  in  a ditch  five  feet 
deep  and  back  out  unhurt,  scoot  at 
twenty  miles  an  hour  over  plowed 
ground  and  stop  and  turn  instantly  in 
its  own  length.  Inside  the  Ford  tank  are 
two  men  and  one  machine-gun.  The 
motive  power  is  two  Ford  engines,  one 
for  each  of  the  caterpillar  tracks.  By 
running  one  engine  forward  and  revers- 
ing the  other  the  tank  can  be  made  to 
spin  like  a top. 

Merely  to  catalogue  the  less  spectacu- 
lar but  perhaps  equally  important  de- 
vices and  processes  developed  by  Amer- 
ican scientists  and  technicians  which  will 
have  to  wait  for  the  next  war  for  their 
practical  applications  would  consume 
far  too  much  space.  There  is  the  elec- 
tric control  for  the  fixed  machine-gun 
mounted  on  the  front  of  the  fuselage  of 
an  airplane,  by  which  the  pilot  “shoots 
through  the  propeller.”  Mechanical  and 
hydraulic  methods  of  synchronizing  the 
shots  with  the  revolutions  of  the  pro- 
peller, so  the  bullets  would  be  dis- 
charged in  the  precise  infinitesimal  frac- 
tion of  a second  when  neither  of  the 
revolving  blades  was  in  front  of  the  gun, 
worked  well  when  new,  but  the  slightest 
wear  in  their  moving  parts,  unless  im- 
mediately compensated  for,  destroyed 
the  synchronization  and  more  than  one 
propeller  was  shot  away  by  the  pilot’s 
own  gun.  The  Bureau  of  Standards  had 
perfected,  as  the  war  ended,  an  electric 
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synchronizer;  the  pilot  can  shoot,  while 
using  both  hands  for  the  control  of  his 
machine,  by  means  of  a rubber  mouth- 
piece on  which  he  bites  to  form  the  elec- 
tric circuit  that  releases  the  hammer  and 
starts  the  machine-gun  to  shooting. 
Then  we  had  developed  and  were  ready 
to  put  into  use  at  the  front  a shell-de- 
tector that  depended,  not  upon  the 
sounds  or  flashes  of  the  enemy’s  guns  to 
determine  their  position,  but  upon  the 
vibrations  passing  through  the  earth  as 
the  gun  was  fired.  American  inventive- 
ness had  greatly  improved  the  original 
sound-ranging  devices  of  the  French  and 
British,  making  it  possible  to  locate  the 
precise  position  of  a German  gun  by 
comparing  the  records  of  six  micro- 
phones transmitting  to  a single  receiv- 
ing-station the  reports  of  the  time  when 
the  sound-waves  of  the  gun’s  explosion 
reached  each  of  them;  103  guns  were 
located  by  this  means  in  a single  day  and 
destroyed.  But  the  shell-detector  which 
gave  warning  of  the  approach  of  a mis- 
sile from  any  of  these  guns  whose  posi- 
tions had  been  ascertained  we  did  not 
get  a chance  to  try  in  service.  Experi- 
ments concluded  just  as  the  armistice 
was  signed  indicated  that  at  a range  of 
4.1  miles  this  mechanism  gave  warning 
of  an  approaching  shell  nineteen  seconds 
before  it  was  due  to  arrive,  thus  giving 
ample  time  for  every  one  in  range  to  get 


under  cover.  Nor  did  we  have  a chance 
to  give  a fair  trial  in  action  to  one  of  the 
most  amazing  of  “Yankee  tricks,”  the 
hand  grenade  made  of  paper.  Instead  of 
relying  for  its  killing-power  upon  frag- 
mentation, like  a shell,  its  deadly  effect 
was  produced  by  the  flame  and  concus- 
sion of  the  explosion  itself.  Fragmenta- 
tion grenades  thrown  by  hands  can  be 
used  safely  only  from  behind  a parapet 
or  from  a trench,  as  the  fragments  are  as 
likely  to  fly  back  and  kill  the  men  who 
throw  the  grenades  as  to  damage  the 
enemy.  The  offensive  grenade  made  of 
paper,  however,  is  sure  to  kill  any  man 
within  three  yards  of  the  spot  where  it 
explodes,  but  is  perfectly  safe  beyond 
that  distance,  and  so  can  be  used  in 
open  warfare.  It  is  a little  cylinder  of 
laminated,  paraffined  paper,  looking  for 
all  the  world  like  the  familiar  container 
in  which  one  brings  home  soda-water 
from  the  drug-store,  having  on  one  end 
a handle  containing  the  firing  mechan- 
ism. 

The  next  war,  like  the  last  war,  will  be 
won  by  the  nation  involved  that  can 
muster  the  greatest  resources  in  trained 
engineering  skill,  scientific  knowledge, 
and  that  peculiarly  American  ability  to 
devise  new  and  effective  ways  of  accom- 
plishing a given  result  that  we  used  to 
call  “gumption.”  Germany  had  all  of 
these  but  gumption. 


“ YET  I AM  NOT  FOR  PITY” 

BY  MABEL  HILLYER  EASTMAN 

O NEVER  shall  I see  the  purple  isles 

Star-set,  like  Eden,  in  their  golden  seas, 

Nor  go  where  pine-trees  murmur  and  gray  hills 
Bare  their  bald  foreheads  to  the  fresh’ning  breeze, 

And  never  shall  the  Orient’s  fiery  moon 

For  me  flame-tip  the  Desert  sands  uptossed; 

Yet  I am  not  for  Pity — I have  lived! — 

In  this  dull  town  have  dreamed,  and  loved — and  lost! 
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TO  A VENETIAN  TUNE 


BY  STEPHEN  FRENCH  WHITMAN 


SPRING  had  come  suddenly  to  Ven- 
ice, as  love  to  a maiden,  miracu- 
lously enhancing  the  beauty  that  had 
already  seemed  perfect. 

It  was  as  if  the  east  wind  had  wafted 
over  the  Adriatic  the  pollen  of  far-off 
lands.  Straightway  the  balconies 
bloomed  with  Greek  roses  and  Persian 
tulips.  The  flowering  bramble  burst 
forth  in  white  spirals  round  pillars.  One 
would  have  said  that  behind  every  win- 
dow-hedge of  iris  a singing-bird  warbled 
from  his  cage  to  a sweetheart  across  the 
canal.  On  the  streets  of  water,  between 
the  reflections  from  sculptured  walls,  the 
gondoliers  hailed  one  another  with  lyric 
cries: 

“To-day  it  is  spring  for  sure!” 

But  their  calls  echoed  from  the  pal- 
aces in  a muffled  tone,  as  though  the  air 
was  overfreighted  with  perfume  and 
sunshine. 

The  sun  declined.  The  city  floating  on 
the  sea  blushed  deeply.  From  the  far- 
thest lagoons  the  fishing-craft,  their 
sails  painted  with  saints  and  madonnas, 
stood  in  toward  that  show  of  loveliness 
as  human  beings  toward  some  super- 
human ideal.  Then  dusk  descended; 
the  winding  waters  multiplied  the  lamps 
and  the  stars. 

In  Saint  Mark’s  Piazza — that  core  of 
Venetian  life,  as  choicely  pent  in  as  a 
mammoth  ballroom — an  unknown  per- 
sonage raised  his  hat  to  me. 

“Have  you  see  them,  sir?”  he  in- 
quired, earnestly. 

He  was  tall,  middle-aged,  robust,  al- 
most herculean,  with  a grave  and 
benevolent  eye.  He  had  on  a dinner-coat 
and  a hat  of  soft  gray  felt;  in  these  he 
appeared  as  superb  as  a monarch  in  full 
regalia,  or  else  as  an  actor  playing  a 


monarch  in  such  a condition.  However, 
as  if  to  say,  “ Don’t  confuse  dignity  with 
dullness,’’  he  carried  a cane  of  which  the 
handle  was  covered  with  little  round 
faces,  some  winking,  some  laughing, 
some  sticking  out  their  tongues. 

“Surely, -sir,”  he  persisted,  “you  have 
seen  them  to-night?  Byron,  Tasso, 
Goldini,  and  all  the  rest  of  them?  They 
are  certainly  hereabouts;  or  at  least 
their  essence  is.  For  to-night  the  spright* 
liness  and  tender  humor  and  gay  per- 
versity of  all  the  past  must  have  ren- 
dezvous in  Venice.  Shall  we  look  about 
for  it?”  1 

Linking  his  arm  with  mine  in  a grip 
of  astonishing  power,  grandly,  almost 
theatrically,  flourishing  his  cane,  he  led 
me  across  the  Piazza. 

The  sauntering  Venetians  and  visitors 
eyed  him  with  admiration.  As  we  passed 
the  cafes,  in  front  of  which  the  pavement 
was  cluttered  with  tables,  waiters  sprang 
forward  to  dust  off  chairs  for  him.  There 
followed  us  a sibilant  rumor:  “ Eccalol 
There  he  is!  Sure  enough,  it  is  he!” 
There  were  even  ladies — all  eyes  and 
quivering  ear-rings  and  emotional  pallor, 
who  looked  as  though  they  would  like  to 
ask  him  for  a lock  of  his  hair,  which  had 
begun  to  turn  gray. 

But  he  continued  straight  through 
that  fairyland,  where  on  all  sides  a lace- 
work  of  marble,  coral-colored  or  white, 
seemed  to  be  dissolving  in  the  glow  of  the 
lamps. 

“Yes,”  he  resumed,  “there’s  some- 
thing weird  in  this  air.  It’s  a magic 
made  up  of  all  the  laughter  that  has  ever 
resounded  here,  all  the  vows  that  have 
been  exchanged  in  these  balconies  and 
gondolas,  all  the  mystery  of  masked 
faces  and  purposes,  indecorum  better 
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than  stateliness,  folly  wiser  than  learning. 
This  is  a night  in  a thousand,  a mystic 
hour,  a chance  for  alliance  with  all  the 
forces  that  war  on  the  commonplace.” 

We  approached  a bridge  that  spanned 
a bright  canal,  just  beyond  Saint  Mark’s 
Piazza.  A gondola  was  gliding  in  along- 
side the  landing-place.  From  the  cabin 
of  the  gondola  two  young  women 
emerged — two  charming,  long-limbed, 
dark  amazons  in  exuberant  health,  dis- 
creetly jeweled,  clad  in  those  high-neck 
confections  that  continental  ladies  wear 
when  gadding  about  in  the  evening.  My 
companion,  descending  the  steps  in  a 
manner  almost  excessively  elaborate, 
handed  these  fair  creatures  ashore. 

“Are  we  very  late?”  asked  one. 

“Have  you  waited  ages,  poor  old 
thing?”  asked  the  other. 

“You  arrive  in  the  nick  of  time,”  my 
companion  assured  them.  And  to  me: 
“I  present  you,  sir,  to  the  Archduchess 
Vashti  of  Stara-Planina  and  to  the  Arch- 
duchess Ursa  of  Syrmia.  These  titles,  I 
admit,  are  questionable  for  the  moment, 
because  of  recent  events,  both  Stara-Pla- 
nina and  Syrmia  now  being  infested  with 
soviets.  But  let  us  forget  such  trifles. 
As  for  myself,”  he  added,  with  a gesture 
of  modesty,  “you  may  call  me  Don 
Orfeo  without  giving  the  slightest  of- 
fense. And  now  we  shall  think  of 
dinner.” 

Across  the  bridge  stood  a classic  res- 
taurant. We  entered  it. 

The  string-band  played  a flourish,  as 
if  expressly  for  us.  All  the  other  diners 
craned  their  necks  and  whispered  to- 
gether. In  that  glitter  of  mirrors  and 
complex  glow  of  colors,  a fragrance  of 
sachets,  of  sauces,  of  table  flowers,  was 
wafted  round  our  noses  like  incense. 
We  seated  ourselves,  and  the  cloth 
abruptly  blossomed  with  a tribute  of 
roses. 

“What  shall  it  be?”  inquired  Marco, 
the  lantern-jawed  waiter,  rubbing  his 
itching  palms. 

Don  Orfeo  instructed  him: 

“Let  it  be  something  exceptional  to- 
night. A consomnU  Aretino,  petite 


ptehts.  A mousse  de  baleine  de  Jonas. 
Some  ris  de  perroquet  au  bon  guide.  Per- 
haps a chaudfroid  des  rossignols  amou- 
reux.  For  a sweet,  say  a parfait  poisson 
d’Avril.  Or — pshaw ! whatever  you  see  in 
the  larder  that  has  an  abnormal  look.” 

A murmur  of  admiration  rose  from  the 
tables  'round  us: 

“Here  is  some  one  who  knows  a thing 
or  two  about  menus!” 

“What  genius!  What  chicl** 

“Lucullus  born  anew!” 

Rising,  laying  his  hand  on  his  heart, 
Don  Orfeo  made  a solemn  bow  in  ac- 
knowledgment of  this  homage.  A lady 
tossed  him  a sprig  of  forget-me-not, 
which  he  reverently  stuck  in  his  coat- 
lapel.  He  sat  down  amid  general  ap- 
plause. 

“And  a little  garlic,  perhaps?”  asked 
Marco,  the  waiter. 

“Why  not?  Are  we  tourists,  barbari- 
ans, prudes?” 

“As  for  wines?” 

“Whichever  ones,  in  your  opinion, 
produce  the  prettiest  songs.” 

“Thank  God!  here  at  last  is  a mess  of 
proper  Christians!  May  no  calamities 
befall  you  while  I am  in  the  kitchen.” 

But  as  Marco  rushed  away,  a hollow 
voice  uttered: 

“ Mene , Mene,  Tekel,  Upharsinl” 

Our  table  stood  by  a window;  the 
window  was  open,  and  out  on  the  pave- 
ment, staring  at  us  severely,  drooped  a 
bony  young  man  in  a slightly  damaged 
straw  hat,  horn  spectacles  mended  with 
sealing-wax,  and  a rumpled  Palm  Beach 
suit.  It  was  Beverly  Sheepshanks,  an 
old  acquaintance  of  mine — a renegade 
from  wealth,  an  ardent  Bolshevik. 

His  story  was  not  entirely  without 
interest. 

Beverly  Sheepshanks  was  that  rara 
avis,  a born  New-Yorker.  Inheriting  a 
fortune  in  real  estate,  he  had  been  re- 
garded at  first  as  a pattern  for  prodigals. 
One  day,  however,  while  he  was  entering 
the  family  mansion  on  Washington 
Square,  a young  female  Greenwich- 
Villager,  with  bobbed  hair  and  a Russian 
blouse,  bestowed  on  him  a Freudian  sort 
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of  smile.  In  her  studio  under  the  eaves, 
beyond  Sixth  Avenue,  she  made  him 
maudlin  with  coffee  and  social  pity,  re- 
cited the  Communist  Manifesto — in 
short,  converted  him.  Shutting  his 
house,  he  resolved  to  live  on  sixty  dollars 
a month.  By  a strange  coincidence,  no 
sooner  had  he  made  this  decision  than 
she,  the  cause  of  his  spiritual  awaken- 
ing, married  a wealthy  broker  who 
thought  that  Karl  Marx  was  a whole- 
sale clothing  merchant. 

Had  that  perfidy  made  Beverly  Sheep- 
shanks relapse?  If  not,  why  was  he  here, 
instead  of  in  the  neat  parlors  where, 
round  Chippendale  tea-wagons,  the  in- 
telligentsia of  Manhattan  discussed 
imagist  poetry,  Trotzky,  the  post-im- 
pressionists, ' Kraft  -Ebing,  class-con- 
sciousness, Octave  Mirbeau,  flag-fetish- 
ism, and  the  Department  of  Justice? 

“Well,  Beverly!  What  are  you  doing 
in  Venice?” 

He  gave  me  a stony  look  “ I am  tabu- 
lating the  effrontery  of  the  privileged 
classes,  the  anti-social  defiance  of  joy- 
riders in  gondolas,  sniffers  of  fine  bou- 
quets, wearers  of  Paris  dresses,  munch- 
ers  of  truffles,  Haunters  of  dinner-coats, 
swiggers  of  vintage  wines.  I am  Daniel 
walking  through  Babylon,  prophesying: 
‘Thou  art  found  wanting.  Beware  of  the 
Medes  and  the  Persians!’” 

Don  Orfeo  was  gazing  at  Beverly 
Sheepshanks  with  an  expression  of  pleas- 
ure. 

“ See  here,”  he  exclaimed.  “ You  must 
dine  with  us,  young  sir.  Your  researches 
demand  it.  Moreover,  our  consciences 
need  it.  I tell  you  it  is  your  moral  duty. 
Can  you  refuse?” 

The  other  morosely  shook  his  head. 
“I  have  sworn  never  again  to  enter  the 
door  of  a first-class  restaurant.” 

“Very  well;  climb  in  through  the 
window.” 

A light  broke  on  Sheepshanks’s  face. 
He  climbed  in  through  the  window.  Don 
Orfeo  presented  him  to  the  Archduchesses 
Vashti  and  Ursa. 

These  ladies  strikingly  resembled  each 
other;  one  would  almost  have  thought 


them  twins.  Their  similar  shapely  large- 
ness produced  a feeling  of  awe.  Both  had 
blue-black  hair,  Hellenistic  profiles,  skin 
the  color  of  honey,  large,  lustrous  eyes 
that  were  slightly  on  the  slant.  Beverly 
Sheepshanks  pretended,  with  little  suc- 
cess, to  regard  them  indifferently. 

The  band  played  a barcarole.  The 
archduchesses  grew  pensive.  In  throb- 
bing contralto  voices  they  spoke  of  their 
lost  domains.  They  luxuriated  in  those 
painful  recollections,  their  nostrils  ex- 
panding with  pride,  while  their  eyelashes 
shimmered  with  tears.  One  easily  pict- 
ured them  in  their  respective  state  apart- 
ments that  seemed  built  expressly  for  a 
race  of  giants.  There,  no  doubt,  in  a 
blaze  of  candle-light,  they  had  danced 
some  kind  of  polonaise,  or  had  deigned 
to  accept  a pistachio  ice  from  a Balkan 
prince  rigged  out  in  a dolman.  As  one 
contemplated  their  trembling  lips,  which 
resembled  the  pulp  of  pomegranates, 
one  felt  like  taking  the  first  express  for 
Stara-Planina  and  Syrmia,  and  accosting 
the  soviets  of  those  countries  with  the 
words,  “ A joke  is  a joke,  you  know;  but 
it  can  be  carried  too  far.” 

Yet  those  sad  reminiscences  did  not 
prevent  Vashti  and  Ursa  from  eating 
everything  that  Marco  arrayed  before 
them. 

As  for  Beverly  Sheepshanks,  the  air  of 
Venice  seemed  excellent  for  his  appetite, 
also. 

“Incredible,”  he  mumbled,  “that  peo- 
ple should  subsist  on  such  kickshaws! 
The  physical  organism  must  first  be  de- 
based, in  order  to  endure  it.  As  Tolstoy 
said,  honest  muscular  labor  produces  a 
horror  of  crofite  de  chameau  sucri  d la 
CUopdire.  Never  mind!  Just  wait! 
Some  day  you  shall  see  French  cooks 
haled  before  tribunals  of  morafists, 
gourmets  repenting  in  sanitary  jails,  and 
even  these  wealthy  waiters  renouncing 
their  loathsome  past.” 

On  these  words,  Marco,  whether  from 
consternation  or  malignancy,  let  slip  a 
large  shell  of  ice-cream,  which  collapsed 
on  the  orator’s  head,  gushing  rivulets  of 
minced  fruit. 
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And  so  as  not  to  embarrass  Beverly 
while  he  was  making  his  toilet,  we  en- 
gaged the  lantern-jawed  Marco  in  con- 
versation. 

“Come,  Marco,  you  have  an  interest- 
ingface.  What  aretyour  views  about  lif e ? ” 

“ Well,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  after  all, 
I am  only  human.  I have  my  likes  and 
dislikes.  Above  everything,  I dislike  a 
Bolshevik.  Do  you  know  what  those 
animals  want  to  do?  They  want  to 
abolish  tips.” 

We  sat  back  and  stared  in  horror. 

‘Oh,  Marco!  No!” 

“Yes,  accidents  to  them!  They  wish 
to  ruin  me,  to  put  me  in  rags,  give  me  a 
tin  cup  and  turn  me  into  a receiver  of 
alms.  What’s  to  be  done?  It  would  be 
an  easier  job  to  keep  the  fleas  out  of  all 
the  churches  in  Venice  than  to  bar  the 
Bolsheviks  out  of  Christendom.  While 
one  is  watching  the  door,  in  they  pop 
through  the  window.  Ah,  well,  one  can 
only  do  what  one  may — what  occurs  to 
one  on  the  spur  of  the  moment  , perhaps 
by  the  inspiration  of  one’s  patron  saint.” 

Whereupon  Marco  went  to  fetch  the 
coffee. 

The  diners  round  us  seemed  even 
happier  than  when  we  had  entered  the 
restaurant.  The  music  was  sprightlier; 
the  lights  were  more  brilliant;  the  air 
was  more  fragrant.  In  the  street,  the 
shadows  and  the  moon  had  conspired  to 
produce  a sort  of  tender  mist.  The 
pedestrians,  all  apparently  pairs  of  lov- 
ers, drifted  by  with  a snatch  of  song  or  a 
gurgle  of  unsophisticated  laughter. 

“What  a night  for  a little  snack  of 
sentiment,”  breathed  the  Archduchess 
Vashti. 

“In  a gondola  filled  with  flowers,”  the 
Archduchess  Ursa  amended.  “Straight 
up  the  path  of  the  moonlight.” 

And  their  wandering,  languorous  gazes 
rested  on  Beverly  Sheepshanks. 

Outside  the  window  two  voices  rose 
together. 

“Flowers  of  spring?”  pleaded  a femi- 
nine voice. 

“A  cupid  to  bring  good  fortune  in 
bve?”  the  masculine  voice  suggested. 


Then,  with  a charming  surprise  and 
courtesy,  those  two  venders  turned  to 
each  other,  apologized  in  the  manner  of 
strangers,  and  said  at  the  same  time: 

“No;  you  were  first  with  your 
flowers.” 

“No,  no!  After  you  and  your  cupids.” 

His  cupids  were  plaster,  and  he  carried 
them  in  a basket.  He  himself,  despite 
his  faded  felt  hat  and  shabby  nankeen 
jacket,  resembled  a young  faun  in 
bronze.  The  flower-girl,  on  the  other 
hand,  small,  delicate,  and  willowy,  dis- 
played a translucent  pallor  which  was 
possibly  accentuated  by  her  romantic 
black  shawl.  Her  tresses,  uncovered  and 
simply  dressed,  were  the  kind  that  artists 
go  prowling  through  Venice  in  search  of, 
crying  out,  “Did  that  rascal  Titian  in- 
vent them?”  The  red  of  her  lips  was 
startling  against  her  white  face;  she 
suggested  a pale  Venetian  wine-glass 
rosy  at  the  brim.  Her  arch  and  pathetic 
glance  she  cast  over  us  like  a net  from 
which  there  is  no  escape. 

“Flowers  of  spring!  Wear ’them  while 
they  are  fresh.  Smell  them  while  you 
may.  See  how  quickly  they  fade.” 

She  crushed  a nosegay  with  her  fin- 
gers, then  show  edus  the  petals  all  wilted. 

“Cupids!”  the  young  faun  murmured. 
“Cuddle  them  to  your  cheeks,  catch 
laughter  from  them,  listen  to  their  whis- 
pers, while  you  may.  They  are  fragile. 
A bungle  and  they  are  lost.” 

With  a sad  smile,  deliberately  he  let 
a cupid  slip  from  his  hand  to  the  side- 
walk, where  it  was  smashed  into  frag- 
ments. 

“What  is  your  name,  my  child?”  Don 
Orfeo  asked  the  flower-girl. 

“Zulietta,  your  Excellency.” 

“And  yours?”  the  archduchesses  in- 
quired of  the  cupid-seller. 

“Zorzio.” 

“Come,  Zulietta  and  Zorzio,”  said 
Don  Orfeo.  “Your  wares  are  all  pur- 
chased. Your  evening’s  work  is  over. 
Our  party  has  gained  two  ornaments  the 
more.” 

He  rose.  We  accompanied  him  to  the 
street.  At  the  foot  of  the  landing-steps 
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an  uncovered  gondola  awaited  us — long, 
glistening,  black,  as  graceful  as  a -ser- 
pent, the  prow-blade  of  speckless  steel, 
the  brass-work  fashioned  like  dolphins. 
Somehow  we  all  arranged  ourselves  on 
the  cushioned  seats  meant  to  hold  four 
persons  only.  The  gondola  slipped  into 
the  Grand  Canal. 

On  both  sides  the  palaces  raised  their 
tiers  of  fluted  pillars,  arched  windows, 
and  plaques  of  porphyry.  Their  doors, 
corroded  by  brine,  remained  shut  as  if  to 
keep  in  a perfume  of  old  romance. 

But  behind  and  above  us,  our  gondo- 
lier burst  into  a hoarse,  melodious  song: 

“Lean  from  your  windows,  flowers  amid  the 
flowers; 

Tremble  as  I pass  by,  a disdainful  fellow: 
Rain  follows  sunshine;  cry!  you  have  lost 
Otello; 

Weep  out  your  little  showers  between 
God’s  showers. 

“There  is  a fairer  maiden,  white  as  a lily; 
She  the  cool  breeze  from  the  Alps;  I 
the  sirocco: 

See,  I have  left  my  coat  in  the  land  of 
Molocco — 

Where  the  sirocco  goes  the  night  is  not 
chilly. 

“Her  will  I warm  and  marry,  and  by  the 
lagoon, 

Under  a sky  with  beautiful  secrets 
sprinkled. 

We  will  tarry  where  Tasso’s  mandolin 
tinkled — 

Wait  and  watch  for  the  cherubs  that 
fly  from  the  moon.” 

We  applauded  the  singer,  whose  hair 
was  cut  in  flakes,  whose  mustache 
belonged  in  an  opera,  and  who  wore, 
with  his  tight  black  trousers  and  black- 
and-white  shirt,  the  blue  sash  of  the 
Nicolotto  faction  of  gondoliers. 

“Is  your  name  really  Otello?” 

“ SiorH ! I am  his  descendant.” 

“The  Moorish  general’s?” 

“ Siorsi!  And  Desdemona’s,  also. 
Only,  he  was  neither  a Moor  nor  a gen- 
eral. Do  you  think  that  I would  be  a 
descendant  of  Turks?  He  was  a gondo- 
lier, if  you  must  know  the  truth — a great 


winner  of  regattas,  and  his  title  was 
Grand  Gastaldo  of  the  Nicolotto  fac- 
tion.” Without  ceasing  to  row,  he  con- 
tinued: “You’ve  heard,  perhaps,  of  a 
scribbler  named  Shakespeare?  He  has 
written  a fine  pack  of  lies  about  those 
ancestors  of  mine.  According  to  him, 
Otello  was  a murderer,  and  Desde- 
mona  his  victim  without  the  benefit  of 
clergy.  Ah,  that  Shakespeare!  He  has 
done  his  best  to  disgrace  me.  Only  let 
me  get  him  into  my  gondola  some 
night!” 

“Then  it  all  happened  otherwise?” 

“It  never  happened  at  all.  Do  I deny 
that  they  had  their  little  spats?  They 
liked  each  other  all  the  more  for  them. 
They  grew  old  together;  her  picture  was 
always  painted  on  the  sail  of  his  heart; 
they  kissed  their  grandchildren — it  was 
a life  of  love.  As  for  that  Shakespeare^ 
that  donkey,  may  he  die  of  a colic.” 

“But  if  there  was  no  tragedy,”  ob- 
jected Don  Orfeo,  “where  is  your  fame? 
Abolish  the  report  that  your  ancestor 
was  his  wife’s  assassin,  and  how  are  you 
better  than  any  other  man?” 

Otello  ceased  rowing  for  a moment 
in  order  to  scratch  his  head. 

“Well,”  he  vouchsafed  at  last,  “it  is 
true  that  there  was  a murder,  but  the 
victim  was  not  Desdemona.  It  was  his 
first  wife  that  he  assassinated  by  stuffing 
the  mattress  down  her  throat,  as  this 
Shakespeare,  this  jailbird,  this  Austrian, 
has  said.  Is  that  satisfactory?” 

“It  is  a great  relief  to  us,”  Don  Orfeo 
returned.  “For  who  would  willingly 
deny  a good  gondolier  the  comfort  of 
illustrious  lineage?” 

“True,”  Otello  assented,  “I  take  a 
certain  comfort  in  the  affair.  It  is  not 
bad  to  feel  oneself  better  born  than 
other  folks.” 

We  floated  on  between  the  historic 
facades.  The  caged  nightingales  in  the 
balconies  gave  us  their  richest  cadences 
by  way  of  farewell.  For,  leaving  the 
Grand  Canal,  we  passed  into  the  lagoon. 
The  waters  widened — became  an  inland 
sea.  The  lamps  marking  the  channels 
were  like  a handful  of  gems  cast  over  a 
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vast  silver  floor.  Far  ahead  shone  the  to  deprive  them  of.  All  that  he  lacked, 
lights  of  the  Lido,  a dime  that  helps  to  to  complete  his  aversion,  was  contempt, 
keep  the  Adriatic  from  Venice.  For  a radical  who.  in  his  boyhood  days, 

Zorwo,  the  cnpid-seller,  had  raised  his  had  undoubtedly  seen  himself  as  the 

/aim's  face  toward  the  sky.  His  hnik  hero  in  The  Priatfm  of  Zmda , this  was 

denoted  the  rapture  of  southern  races  at  as  good  a way  as  any  of  falling  ill  love 

the  conjunction  of  nature  and  art.  which  with  the  two. 

in  Italy  is  not  only  free  brail,  but.  com-  At  length  he  asked  Micro,  sk-ndy. 

preheuded  by  all,  Zulietth.  the  delicate  “ Axe  you  not  ashamed  of  yoilr  post?” 

vender  of  flowers,  her  vivid  ftps  parted.  ‘'We  are,  trying  to  live  it  down.”  the 

was  garing  wistfully  at  Beverly  Sheep-  archduchesses  answered,  in  fjeniteint 

shanks.  Her  preoccupation,  it  seemed,  tones.  l‘Was  it  by  our  choke  that  we 

was  with  the  unatbuoable;  For  Beverly,  were  born,  iu  rooms  with  gilt  ceilings,  to 

oblivious  of  her  gare,  was  glowering  at  salvos  of  artillery  and  the  plaudits  of  the 

the  archduchesses — robust  twin  god-  populate?  Have  you  no  pity  on  victims 

desses  shining  with  beauty,  wrapped  of  heredity?” 

round,  moreover,  with  the  glamour  of  1 >.i  ,h  il !"  Beverly  couiW-id,  draw- 
htgh  descent.  Obviously,  lie  feared  them  ing  his  hand  across  his  eyes,  "there  is 
because  of  this  complex  armament  of  sometliing  pathetic  in  it,  after  all.  I may 
theirs.  Evidently  !»c  hated  them  for  this  end  by  pardoning  you,’ 
singularity  that  all  the  soviets  of  Stara-  At  that  moment  the  gondola  tipped. 
Planina  and  Syrmia  had  not  been  able  A stranger,  dripping  with  water,  climbed 

Vov  CXXXrX— N.j  KM.-V* 


HARPER'S'  MONTULV  MAGAZINE 


**A|ki  if  he  is  chilly,  IbeWtV 
something  tinder  the  bow- 
deek,”  Otello  added. 

The  well-dressed  stranger, 
refreshed  from  Otello’s  stores, 
spoke  as  follows: 

"My  friends,  if  I may  pre- 
sume to  call  you  so,  I stand 
before  you  a passionate  anti- 
quarian. Then;  are  antiqua- 
rians who  rummage  the  dusty 
ruins  of  Asia  Minor,  the  brick- 
heaps  of  Babylonia,  and  simi- 
lar dried-up  spot*.  But.  1 con- 
cern myself  with  relics  forgot- 
ten in  the  depths  of  canals  and 
laguons.  It  .is  a life  of  daoger. 
Whcn  coming  up  for  air,  l risk 
being  moonstruck.  Those 


moonstruck. 

muon  struck  in  Venice  are 
liable  to  attacks  of  uncoil  ven- 
Uonality,  Some  evening,  no 
doubt,  I shall  make  an  ass  of 
myself." 

““Sir,''  said  Don  Orfeo.  en- 
thusiastically, “at.  any  moment 
you  may  at  least  be  taken  with 
a chill.  Permit  me  to  replenish 
your  glass." 

The  well-dressed  stranger, 
after  toasting  us,  resumed: 

“To-night,  in  the  j/Oittua 
of  this  lagoon,  I have  ex- 
amined the  weapons  and  gad- 
gets of  the  Franks  defeated  in 
these  waters  by  the  early 
aboard  and  rose  to  Just  feet,  on  the  deck-  Venetians,  Ihavelutendewed^cient  fish 
ing  of  the  bow.  •whoremfmberswallowiogiJteear-ringsof. 

This  stranger  was  tall  and  ’ angular,  medieval  ladies — ear-rings  which,  as  the 
with  a Wii.vfvl  mustache  that  hung  down  . Wiles  leaned  over  the  rides  of  their  gon- 
despwudeutly  from  immersion  in  the  iioWs,  plopped  into  the  water,  so  sharply 
lagoon.  ':Tfcciugb\b«reh<,adett..  the.  jisjbisp . did  those  fair  ones  shake  their  heads 
'iNi  in  the  'best  of  while  spying  no  to  gallants  in  purple 

taste  milted  collar  and  lie  to  tights;" 

his  bWA-silk  senrks.  His  pumps,  how-  The  ladies  have  changed  sines?  then,” 
ever,  were  gone.  As  he  made  his  bow  to  sighed  the  Archduchess  Ursa,  darting  a 
us,  t he  water  ffcrwed  down  his  coat-tails,  look  gt  Ifewrly  Sheepshanks . 

“Do  1 arrive  so  early y,r  he  asked,  in  a "The  gtdhtnta,.  too.  alas!"  the  Areb- 
timid '.voice,  “ns  to  End  this  party  ex-  duchess  VWhti  lamented,  with  a peep  in 
elusive?"  the  seme  direction. 

All  >if  us  except  Bewrly  Sheepshank*  Rewqviag  irdoi  across  his  nose  a 
assured  him  to  the  contrary.  ribbon  of  seaweed,  the  well-dressed 
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stranger,  as  though  no  Unmaidenly  re-  think  of  a tidy  way  to  put  an  end  to 
marks  had  been  uttered,  continued  hts  him?” 

discourse:  NC-r/  We  .were  hindering  this-  pwblem  when 

“Also,  in  the  bed  of  the  Grand  Canal,  Sheepshanks  began  again.  He  ad* 
I discovered  the  white-satin  mask  of  a dressed  the  A.rehd«<&esses  •Vaahti;  and 
belle  known  to  Casanova,  close,  by  the  Ursa;  . . 

bracelet  of  Ti<Jtpretto',|  handsomest  l*  Ves,  t forgive  you  both.  As  I eon- 
model.  A»  agreeable  fittfe  octopus  template  the  shame  of  y<s\te  foirmer  rank, 
escorted  «b,e to  the  spot  wherv  Tullin  of  of  your  upj^r-ckws diwjks*  compassion 
Aragliiij  white  stepping  ashore,  after  sup-  wells  up  in  my  heart.  1 fee!  like  ligbtea- 
peti  lost  her  slipper  .'em  bnddered  with  ing  your disgrace  stuiriug  it  with  you. 
the  romance  of  Cupid  and  Psyche.  I left  I am  tempted  tc*  demand  the  right 
it  there  beeausCy  by  aid  of  it,  all  the  to  be  your  apologist.  How  long  does 
schools  of  saftiinea  in  the  Vetretiau  c anals 
have  gained  a smattering  of  the  art  of 
the  rhmatssan.  e - " 

. He  would  have  gone  on.  )a»t  l&u-*rly  • 

Sheepshanks,  who  had  fieeu  fuming,  in - 
temipied  him 

" Why  do  you  not  engagfe  in  some  u-e- 
ful  shxhi ration?"  Shee)  - . , • ' -i  • 

mancieti,  harshly , ;**  This  zCuii  in  nrcheol- 
pgy  improves  no  social  condo  n)u>.  \ on 
thing  rind.  all. proper’ 

. HefeirtuVcxte- 
Self.  HecpajC  useful  to  huautnity  If 
nothing  else,  yon  can  enter  •>  imiory  and  v. 

turn  out  iiMter-paddles,  die,  vdic-  mims,  »,•  i. 

chemical  Savors,  derby  li  d : 

eggs.;  or  hurdy-gurdies.  A- at  rs  ; ott  :;•■•<.• 
disgustingly  noH-essentiah  A 

-.  id  i,. 

jjjje  qufcfc  dfeiwf'iwteks  tef  Whf  ^ , ^ V' 

infinite  teproOeh,  arid, 
with  a.  sob,  plunged 
into  the  lagoon.  His 
head  did  opt  reappear. 

Tbefe  Was  a moment 
of  silent  regret.  Zor- 
zio,  the  shabby  cupid- 
seller,  whispered  to 
me : • ; yy  N ‘ N y-'N  - 

“ What  shall  wc  do 
with  Hfis  Jivutg  em- 
blem of  woe,  who  wants 
io  reduce  all  of  life  to 
a utility  basis?-  1,  for 
one,  ,cpuld  live  in 
his  s £ ricljly  efficient 
world*  nor  .shall  he  li  ve 
long  in  my  happy-go- 
lucky  one.  Can  you 
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"Sior.n!  Rolled  up  wit  h chopped  pep- 
pers, salami,  garllg,  hartblmik-d  egg*:, 
lemon,  onions,  femid-erttmlw,  Kise.ui«fv. 
parntos&n  cheese- — ’*  , ; . 

■‘  Dio  tnixi'  Heft  |s  a girt  staraight  feroni 
lajaven!  What  ek  do  you  know  about  ?” 

“Artichokes,  with  mashed  anchovies.” 

“One  moment!  tet  me  master  my 
emotion,  or  I shall  he  hugging 
you.” 

They  leaned  closer  together, 
a-quiver,  as  Zylietta  revealed 
those  recipes':  The  rest  of  us, 
our  (Rnner  forgotten,  liegan  to 
fed  that  We  had  made  a mistake 
in  not  bringiitg  some  lunch 
along. 

“ At  least,”  Otello  reminded 
as.  “there  are  restaurants  on 
the  Lido,” 

|f  For  that,  was  where  we  were 

going. 

The  Lido  lights  were  clearer. 
Ahead  of  tis  a rocket  soared  and  . 
hurst  in  a crimson  spray.  It 
had  risen  from  a canopied  barge, 
full  id  radiance  and  laughter-— 
Him  vaguely  saw  in  the. distance 
a sheen  of  bright  faces  and  fab- 
rjes,  ri  btusib  as  if  of  roses  and 
cheeks,  s gsiy  commotion  like  a 
faery  |i  a ge  an  t . .From  this 


it  take  to  put  wantages  through  in 

Veauscr 

“ Shall  I tell  you?”  breathed  ZiiHetta, 
the  translucent,  flaiue-tipjied  flower-girl, 
letting  her  willowy  young  form  sway 
slightly  in  his  direidjorr.  He  gave  her  a 
glance  of  iinpatfcneiv  then  went  on 
haranguing  the  ^ircliduehtssc's.  Zull* 


yroun,  and  a tenor  yc«ee  1 
sang’.:  ' ' 

“A  sea  of  fishes: 
tVliat  baits  rtiall  f Use? 

A thousand  wishes-. 

What  mates  will  duty  choose? 
Soft’  Latin  is  fishing: 

But  vshat  arc  they  wishing? 


''  tTPIlia!"  TtMO  fp.kSG -TAinf  VU/«SH’RC» 


etlo's  Kps  ♦ftiivered.  Her  ruddy  head 
dnxijjcd  liftward.  Rut  -when  Zbyd 
hand  chs$e*l comfortingly  'round  hers, 
she  wits  uot  iudiguan  t , bnl  gratcfuj. 

And  presently  I heard  them  munh ur- 
ic, s’  tovai  h nt  her: 

“Cart  y«u  cook?” 

•**  Well,  nothing  fsiitcj',  of  course—  ** 

‘ ' f >es<  ■ r i i »c  y ini  r U i a s 1 1 1 j nee | . ' ' 

“A  Slewed  in  ml 

and  touuito  paste,.  Bat  firs!  luu&t  lie 

rollcrl  up. 

your  hearil  Mt&fc  it  be1  ;r<ilfe<i- 

}XGi 


He  dtvams  uf  Mfoml  girls ' 

A brii.up'tKo  w;iil  Mm. 
He.  ioiiigs  fc|r  fon*i  girk;  c" 

* \A  Wj^uelte  *naieli  him, 
Bah!  tVk'Hte  *U  gn&fi  . • 

When  Liu**  <jueetuA 


Ami  there  followed  a chorus  in  voices 
both  soprano  and  bass : J 


I '$§£;  ,'r 

faery  pa  ge  an  t . 

From 

■ i?  ■ ■ 

barge  music  came 

* to  us— 

imm 

thrum  of  guitars, 

• !•  i i 

the.  cry 
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AT  THIS.  MOMENT  THE'  GONPOIA  TIPPED 


.v 


WE  SPLASHED  ‘S?l H<tt?GW  TO?  AOnlATtC'S  LITTLE  WAVES 

up  to  our  ribs  jii  the  water.  I observed  dnslug  her  eyes,  ZuHetta  laid  her 
that  Don  Orfeo,  despite  his  gray  hair,  head  on  Zomo’s  shoulder, 
had  the  arms  of  a Sandow.  He  had  "How  U>e  past  rises  up  hefore  me  as 
flicked  up  an  iron  shipVholt,  which  he  I look  toward'  the  Balkans,”  quavered 

peusi vely  bent  double  between  Ids  hands  Ursa,  feeling  about  as  if  for  her  haruiker- 

as  if  it  had  been  a candle.  But  he  child;  ‘vI  remeinf>er  the  Jast  *»urt  ball, 

straightened  if  only  at  the  third  attempt.  1 recall  tny.  ehtmnee,  in  which  at  each 

‘‘Heigh-ho!’* he  mused.  “I  am  getting  step  the  court  ehamberhou  rearranged 

old,- it  saunas.”  mytraih.  J see  the  quadrille  d'konnmr, 

Zorzio’s  arm  encircled  the  waist  of  under  crystal  chandclierx,.  Inflected,  in 

dfiiaty  Zulietta.  And  nothing  could  mirrors  framed  in  curlicues 

haw-  been  prettier  than  the  pretense  of  of  gilt,  i fed  again  the  longing  to  dance 

those  two,  that  Zorao’.*  arm  was  not  with  ;>ome  one  not  noble,  but  syrapar 

there.  thebe.* 

Again  they  fell  to  Whispering-.  While  uttering  these  words,  did  .he 

“Zrilietta,?”  not  pi^sY  Be  Verify  feft.  hand , under  the 

“Here  1 tun."  sTOier?’* 

“ Do  yon  know  what  those  little  “ Courage  f’  prrUertod  Yashti,  “All 

bright  things  are,  that  come  to  Us  tw>rt-  that  tmei  • e-yin  again.  The  proletariat 

kliftg  from  every  part  of  the  .soar  * caoput  -hr  without  ijs,  For  their  ».*\vu 

“Yes,  I do.  They  are  little  bits  of  safe?s  thgy  'll  give  us'  baefe  pur  fwdatTS, 

»n<  onltyht.’'  which  will’  jljoenme  academies  tor  in- 

“ .Vo,  they  an-  all  the  kisses  l: liar  .1  ;'t.ru>‘»iuytfi»:Ki,  in  ways  that,  they  o*>ubi 

shall  im  ve  to  give  you.’’  uut  thetn^eivcA  fverfeti  in  less  fihm  -ay 

'.As  many  art  that?  * thousand  ye«rs.  how  to  show  their  sue 

‘*AVe  an- yomijy  Wc  have  life before  periurit } !.>-  the  bourgeoisie.  And  when 
us.’*  iha  t day  eornes,  our  heinous  past  will  be 
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excused  by  our  services  to  the  new 
aristocracy.” 

While  speaking,  was  she  not  holding 
Beverly’s  right  hand,  under  the  water? 

Just  then  we  saw  emerging  from  the 
deep,  and  wading  ashore,  a tall,  angular 
figure  in  a wilted  dress-suit. 

It  was  the  submarine  antiquarian. 

Bowing  before  us,  his  waxed  mus- 
tache more  despondent  than  ever,  he 
ventured: 

“Is  it,  as  it  seems  to  be,  a question  of 
weddings?  Out  there,  under  the  waves, 
I have  located  all  the  rings  with  which 
in  the  old  days  Venice  was  periodically 
wedded  to  the  sea.  The  mermaids  have 
no  use  for  them,  since  their  ceremony  of 
marriage  consists  in  coming  to  the  sur- 
face upside-down  and  waving  their  tails 
three  times  at  the  Campanile.  I admit 
that  by  such  practices  they  confess 
themselves  to  be  heathen.  Who’s  for 
converting  them?  I am  ready  to  lead  a 
proselyting  party  to  their  haunts.  Be- 
sides, in  this  age  no  chance  should  be 
lost  to  extend  the  industrial  market. 
When  once  we  have  civilized  them,  we 
can  sell  them  all  sorts  of  things,  from 
bathrobes  to  chewing-gum.  It  is  more 
than  a moral  duty.  It  is  an  economic 
imperative.” 

He  looked  pathetically  at  Beverly 
Sheepshanks,  as  much  as  to  say,  “This 
time  I have  touched  your  heart?”  But 
the  latter  only  retorted: 

“Be  off  with  you!  A betrothal  of  the 
utmost  importance  to  the  aristocratic 
world  is  about  to  take  place,  but  not 
with  your  sordid  commercial  chatter  as 
an  obligato.  If  my  court  chamberlain 
were  here,  it  wouldn’t  be  the  arrange- 
ment of  a lady’s  train  that  I should  re- 
quire of  him;  it  would  be  a summary 
readjustment  of  your  coat-tails.” 

The  well-dressed  stranger  sadly  turned 
his  back  on  us,  moped  into  the  sea,  and 
took  to  swimming.  We  called  after  him ; 
but  he  disappeared  in  the  shimmer  of 
the  moonbeams. 

Zorzio  and  I withdrew  to  the  beach  for 
conference. 

“How  is  it  to  be  done?” 
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“I  understand  that  drowning  is  not 
only  painless,  but  pleasant.” 

“Who  said  anything  about  a painless 
end?” 

“ Otello,  how  does  one  do  away  with 
folks  in  Venice?” 

“Without  leaving  a trace?”  asked 
Otello,  drying  his  operatic  mustache. 

But  before  he  could  enlighten  us,  the 
others  came  up. 

“Oh,”  the  Archduchess  Ursa  pro- 
tested, “such  a question  isn’t  so  easily 
arranged  as  all  that!” 

“Which  question?” 

“Whether  we  are  to  marry  this  gen- 
tleman,” the  Archduchess  Vashti  re- 
plied, demurely  nodding  at  Beverly 
Sheepshanks. 

Don  Orfeo  announced: 

“I  for  one  am  against  it.  And  I speak 
on  his  behalf  as  well  as  on  yours,  my 
dears.  It  seems  that  he  has  suddenly 
turned  reactionary,  while  you  are  just 
after  talking  in  a most  radical  manner. 
From  both  points  of  view  it  would  be  a 
misalliance.  I must  refuse  my  consent.” 

“And  I mine,”  cried  Otello,  in  horror. 
“What!  Are  we  Mohammedans?  If 
such  villainy  is  to  be  done,  you  may 
find  yourselves  another  gondolier.” 

“Yes,”  Vashti  remarked  to  Sheep- 
shanks, “it  seems  to  be  quite  a bother.” 

“Perhaps  this  old  gentleman  can  set- 
tle it,”  Ursa  suggested. 

Before  us  stood  an  aged  wretch  all  in 
tatters,  his  visage  wrinkled  like  a hand- 
bag of  alligator-skin,  his  mouth  tooth- 
less, his  chin  bedecked  with  some  wisps 
of  whitish  hair.  Holding  his  hat  in  his 
hands,  he  gave  us  the  stare  of  an  experi- 
enced goat. 

“What  name,  sir?”  Don  Orfeo  asked 
him,  courteously. 

“Fortunato,”  croaked  the  ancient. 

“No  doubt  you  are  here  absorbing  the 
poetry  of  the  sea?” 

Fortunato  emitted  a cackle  of  con- 
tempt. “Why  should  I not,  for  once, 
treat  myself  to  the  luxury  of  truth?  I am 
here  to  absorb  the  small  coins  of  the 
zanies  who  find  the  sea  poetic.  In  a long- 
ish  life  devoted  to  profiting  by  the 
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idiotic  moments  of  others,  I’ve  learned 
that  nothing  loosens  the  purse-strings 
like  sentimentalism.  Moreover,  there’s 
nothing  like  a moonlit  sea  for  making 
people  muzzy.  That’s  why,  on  these 
moonlight  nights,  I beg  on  the  Lido.” 

“ But  you,  yourself,  do  you  not  regard 
the  sea  with  some  affection,  then?” 

“Affection?  The  sea?”  snorted  Fortu- 
nato.  “To  the  devil  with  the  sea!  Is  it 
wine?  Can  we  drink  it?  What  is  it  good 
for?  To  rush  every  now  and  then 
through  the  ports  into  Venice,  and  flood 
all  the  doorways  where  I am  accus- 
tomed to  sleep.  The  sea!  No  greater 
nonsense  could  be  imagined  than  the 
making  of  it.” 

“ But  without  the  sea,  what  should  we 
do  for  fish?” 

“There  is  another  piece  of  tomfoolery. 
The  fish  could  just  as  well  have  been 
equipped  with  legs,  to  run  over  the  land. 
A silly  world!  With  half  an  hour’s 
thought  I could  make  a much  better 
one.” 

“Then  perhaps  you  can  settle  this 
delicate  question  of  ours.” 

“At  least,  I will  warble  you  a song.” 
And  Fortunato,  lifting  his  wrinkled 
muzzle  toward  the  moon,  produced,  in  a 
dreadful  howl,  the  following: 

“All  little  girls  are  pretty  girls, 

And  big  girls  they  are  pretty,  too; 

And  two  are  prettier  than  one, 

And  three  are  prettier  than  two: 

Don’t  frown  upon  my  ditty,  girls; 

For  I have  scarce  begun. 

“A  garden  full  of  tamarisks, 

Wistaria,  pomegranate-buds — 

Yes,  Venice  is  a garden  fair 
For  young  men  in  their  Sunday  duds: 
He  stares  and  stammers,  ‘Damn  the  risks!’ 
O rash  young  man,  beware! 

“The  priest  will  not  agree  to  it 

That  you  should  wed  the  pack  of  them; 

And  if  you  could,  how  soon  would  you 
Pray  heaven  for  the  lack  of  them! 

For  one  and  all  they’d  see  to  it 

That  you  were  black  and  blue. 

“So  if  you  cannot  pitch  on  one 

From  all  of  them  to  be  your  wife. 


Leave  each  of  them  a legacy: 

Your  sash  to  Zanzi,  and  your  knife 
To  Marietta;  which,  all  done. 

Go  jump  into  the  sea.’’ 

As  Fortunato  finished  this  doggerel,  a 
gondolier  of  the  Nicolotto  faction  pre- 
sented himself  to  Otello. 

“ Otello,  dost  thou  know  that  thy  gon- 
dola is  gone?” 

“My  gondola?  Gone?  In  what  way?” 

“It  seems  that  a tall,  wet  gentleman 
in  evening  dress  has  rowed  it  off,  with 
no  mean  talent,  to  Venice.” 

Otello,  his  features  unrecognizable, 
slowly  came  to  his  feet,  raised  his  hands 
above  his  head,  and  howled: 

“My  gondola!  My  sweetheart!  My 
jewel!  Oh,  the  great  tadpole!  The  son 
of  a Turk ! Stealer  of  holy  candles ! Falsi- 
fier of  lotteries!  Campanile- wrecker! 
Spy!  Collector  of  cigarette-butts  at 
church  doors!  Namesake  of  a saint  that 
never  performed  a miracle!  Spoiled 
oyster!  Countenance  of  a pig!” 

Screaming  these  words  and  others,  he 
made  for  the  lagoon.  The  rest  of  us  ran 
to  dress.  Five  minutes  later,  we  all, 
Fortunato  included,  set  out  at  full  speed 
for  Venice  in  a launch. 

We  rushed  across  the  lagoon  in  a whirl 
of  spray.  The  delicate  Zulietta  grew 
frightened  at  the  speed  of  the  launch; 
brave  Zorzio  protected  her  in  a tighter 
embrace  than  ever.  The  archduchesses, 
their  cloaks  floating  out  behind  them,  re- 
sembled Amazons  speeding  to  a battle 
in  which  no  male  warrior  would  have  a 
chance  for  his  heart.  The  beacons  of 
Venice  rose  higher  into  the  sky. 

“Cheer  up,  Otello.  We  will  find  it 
again.” 

“My  gondola!  My  treasure!  Myall! 
Her  stem  and  beams  were  of  oak,  her 
ribs  of  cherry,  her  decks  of  walnut.  Her 
prow  - blade  was  an  heirloom,  which 
I rubbed  every  night  with  tallow. 
Promptly  every  month  she  went  to  be 
scraped  and  smoked.  No  one  else  knew 
her  temperament.  All  her  darling  little 
ways  and  whims — who  else  could  master 
them?” 

“Just  fancy,”  said  Don  Orfeo  to 
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Beverly  Sheepshanks,  as  an  aristocrat  to 
another,  “even  one  of  the  people  re- 
sents expropriation.” 

But  it  seemed  that  Beverly  was  now  a 
Bolshevik  again. 

“Otello,”  he  replied,  in  a menacing 
way,  “is  not  the  only  one  who  must  be 
educated.  You,  too,  will  have  to  see 
the  light,  and  assent  to  my  expropria- 
tion of  these  ladies,  whom  I am  deter- 
mined to  marry.  If  not  by  persuasion, 
in  another  way.” 

“Terrorism!”  squealed  Ursa  and 
Vashti,  those  exquisite  honey-colored 
giantesses,  apparently  tom  between  fear 
and  curiosity,  and  trying  to  look  as  help- 
less as  possible. 

The  aged  Fortunato,  rolling  up  his 
ragged  sleeves,  announced: 

“Young  man,  if  this  is  the  revolution, 
count  me  on  your  side.  I have  nothing 
to  lose,  and  all  the  world  to  gain.  Shall 
we  throw  everything  and  everybody 
overboard  except  the  wine,  the  dia- 
monds, the  watches,  your  fiancees,  the 
money  in  these  gentlemen’s  pockets,  and 
a pair  of  their  stylish  suits?  The  only 
question  is,  when  we  have  done  so  can 
you  run  this  launch? — for  I can’t.” 

However,  since  we  remained  eight  to 
two,  despite  Beverly’s  efforts  to  convert 
Otello,  Zorzio,  and  the  engineer  of  the 
launch,  we  were  all  aboard  when  the 
Grand  Canal  closed  round  us.  On  the 
left,  we  perceived  some  pale,  impalpable 
domes;  on  the  right,  the  alabaster 
sheen  of  Saint  Mark’s  Piazzetta;  ahead, 
the  bejeweled  channel  of  a myriad 
songs. 

We  sped  furiously  on,  setting  all  the 
other  craft  to  rocking  and  bobbing,  so 
that  there  followed  us  the  maledictions 
of  many  gondoliers.  As  we  passed  the 
ferry-stations  we  shouted  for  news;  but 
here,  too,  all  we  got  was  bad  words, 
while  those  on  the  landings  ran  to  escape 
the  wash  of  our  launch.  Leaving  the 
Grand  Canal,  we  forged  through  the 
smaller  waterways,  where  the  upper 
stories  were  coated  with  silver,  the  door- 
ways steeped  in  gloom.  High  shutters 
painted  in  orange,  blue,  and  scarlet 


banged  open;  nightcaps  appeared;  and 
a natty  cavalier,  scraping  a mandolin 
below  a curtain  of  honeysuckle,  fell  out 
of  his  gondola  with  a squawk  of  indigna- 
tion. 

But  Otello  gave  the  quick-stop  cry, 
“ Sciarl” 

We  hove  to  before  a wineshop  that 
stood  half  a dozen  steps  above  the  canal, 
its  open  front  embowered  in  rambler 
roses,  its  cavelike  interior  filled  with  gon- 
doliers. It  was  a rendezvous  of  the 
Nicolotto  faction. 

At  Otello’s  hail,  they  came  crowding 
down  the  steps,  still  clutching  their 
tumblers  and  their  platters  of  eels  and 
sardines.  But  Otello  got  no  chance  to 
unfold  his  tragedy.  Beverly  Sheep- 
shanks addressed  the  gondoliers: 

“Which  is  your  leader?” 

A swarthy,  massive,  majestic  gondo- 
lier of  uncertain  age  replied: 

“I  am  the  Grand  Gastaldo  of  the 
Nicolotti.” 

“Then,  comrade,  I inform  you  that 
the  mystic  hour  has  struck.  No  more 
classes,  ranks,  rich  idlers,  or  special 
privileges.  That  being  understood,  I 
depend  on  your  active  assistance.  There 
are  persons  in  this  launch  who,  because 
of  aristocratic  prejudice,  wish  to  prevent 
me  from  marrying — ” 

The  Grand  Gastaldo  of  the  Nicolotti, 
with  the  air  of  a man  accustomed  to 
being  obeyed,  raised  his  hand  for  silence. 

“ What  do  I hear?”  he  asked.  “There 
are  no  more  special  privileges?  The  his- 
toric privileges  of  the  Nicolotti  are  abol- 
ished? There  is  no  more  rank?  I am  not 
a Grand  Gastaldo?  No  more  rich  idlers, 
to  give  us  their  custom?  And  possibly 
you  wish  to  equalize  our  guilds  with  the 
world  at  large,  make  every  one  our  peer, 
so  that  a gondolier  is  not  to  be  distin- 
guished from  other  people?  General  of 
the  devils!  Prot6g6  of  an  assassin! 
Come  nearer.  Let  me  twine  my  fingers 
round  that  nose  of  yours.” 

The  Grand  Gastaldo,  in  fact,  was  still 
urging  Beverly  to  come  within  arm’s- 
reach  when  Otello  hissed: 

“There!  He  has  just  rowed  past,  the 
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thief  of  my  gondola.  Look  at  him  yon- 
der, slipping  away  in  the  dark!” 

The  gondoliers  dropped  their  tum- 
blers and  plates  in  horror. 

“Thy  gondola,  Otello?” 

“Stolen?” 

“By  one  of  those  repulsive  amateur 
gondoliers?.” 

“Here  is  sacrilege!” 

“Here  is  a case  for  revenge!” 

“ Death ! Damnation ! Blood !” 

Forthwith,  the  Grand  Gastaldo  lead- 
ing, they  all  leaped  aboard  our  launch, 
and  perched  themselves  everywhere  as 
we  set  out  in  pursuit. 

Ahead  we  discerned  the  coat-tails  of 
the  well-dressed  stranger,  who  was  row- 
ing as  if  for  his  life.  He  looked  back, 
saw  us  gaining,  and  made  for  the  nearest 
steps,  which  chanced  to  be  the  steps  of  a 
nice  little  palace.  Springing  ashore,  he 
beat  on  the  door  with  his  fists.  As  our 
launch  reached  the  steps,  the  door 
opened  inward.  The  well  - dressed 
stranger  bowled  over  a footman  in  a coat 
of  garnet  plush  and  knee-breeches  of 
peach-colored  satin.  We  saw  the  fugitive 
bound  up  a flight  of  marble  steps  flanked 
with  statues  of  the  nymphs. 

“We  have  him!” 

Gaining  the  top  of  the  staircase,  we 
found  ourselves  in  a spacious  hall,  the 
floor  of  marble,  the  walls  covered  with 
yellow  brocade,  the  ceiling  painted  all 
over  by  Tiepolo.  On  pedestals  here  and 
there  were  classic  busts.  Between  can- 
delabra hung  trophies  of  Turkish  armor. 
All  the  lights  were  blazing;  the  vases 
were  filled  with  sprays  of  syringa,  and, 
on  a snowy  table,  a cold  buffet  was  ar- 
ranged in  front  of  a phalanx  of  bottles. 
The  gondoliers  caught  the  well-dressed 
stranger  as  he  was  climbing  out  of  a 
window. 

He  allowed  them  to  drag  him  forward 
without  a struggle.  His  clothes  were 
nearly  dry.  He  had  found  the  time  to 
give  his  mustache  a jaunty  upward 
twirl.  His  face  wore  the  beatific  look 
erf  a martyr. 

“What  shall  we  do  with  him?” 

The  prisoner  was  still  shoeless;  this 


prompted  the  suggestion,  of  course,  that 
he  be  well  tickled  on  the  soles  of  his  feet. 
But  the  Grand  Gastaldo,  after  a glance 
at  the  cold  buffet,  decided: 

“ For  the  present  let  us  tie  him  up,  so 
that  he  may  be  tortured  by  watching  us 
eat  this  supper.  There  is  plenty  of  time 
to  sentence  him  when  all  the  food  is 
gone.” 

So  with  curtain-cords  they  tied  the 
well-dressed  stranger  into  a large  arm- 
chair, then  turned  to  the  cold  buffet. 

“This  fish  in  mayonnaise  has  an  ex- 
citing look.” 

“A  jellied  cutlet  for  me.” 

“A  bit  of  chicken,  please.  Just  a wing 
and  a spoonful  of  aspic.” 

“ What  will  you  have  to  wash  it  down 
with?” 

Beverly  Sheepshanks  turned  to  a 
dump  of  man-servants,  who,  in  their 
garnet  coats  and  peach-colored  breeches, 
stood  gaping  at  us,  dumfounded. 

“Look  alive,  will  you?  Open  a few  of 
these  bottles.” 

“Is  the  host  here?” 

“If  so,  common  decency  demands 
that  we  pay  our  respects  to  him.” 

With  that  obligation  on  their  minds, 
they  stuck  their  heads  round  some 
doors,  explored  the  window-curtains, 
peeped  under  the  piano.  As  no  host  re- 
vealed himself,  there  was  nothing  to  do 
but  return  to  the  repast. 

The  archduchesses,  confessing  that 
their  swim  had  made  them  peckish,  con- 
sumed between  them  a chicken,  two 
plates  of  white  truffle  salad,  a mold  of 
blanc-mange,  six  tarts,  and  a frozen  cus- 
tard. Zulietta  and  Zorzio  preferred  the 
cold  mullet  in  a lavender  sauce;  they 
supped  from  one  plate,  so  that  they 
could  sit  closer  together.  As  for  Fortu- 
nato,  that  hoary  rip  was  trying  to  pocket 
some  forks,  when  the  gondoliers  chased 
him  down-stairs.  They  then  sat  down 
on  the  handsome  sofas  in  gingerly  atti- 
tudes, their  plates  on  their  knees,  their 
glasses  between  their  feet,  eating  and 
drinking  discreetly,  and  favorably  criti- 
cizing the  mythological  ladies  on  the 
ceiling.  Don  Orfeo,  the  Grand  Gastaldo, 
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and  I,  pacing  the  marble  floor,  discussed 
melancholia  and  the  means  for  prevent- 
ing it. 

The  well-dressed  stranger,  trussed  up 
in  his  chair,  still  watched  us  with  a smile 
of  beatitude. 

But  we  were  not  yet  done  with  Bev- 
erly Sheepshanks. 

He  planted  himself  before'  the  two 
archduchesses.  Side  by  side  on  a yellow 
divan,  more  exuberant  and  vital-looking 
than  ever  after  their  snack,  they  smiled 
at  him  as  Circe  would  have  smiled  at 
Ulysses,  if  there  had  been  two  of  her. 
All  at  once  their  patrician  resplendency 
broke  his  will.  Tears  gushed  from  his 
eyes.  He  sank  down  on  one  knee  before 
them,  and  stuttered: 

“Forgive  me!  Only,  accept  me!” 

Don  Orfeo,  in  a commiserating  way, 
patted  the  suppliant’s  head,  and  volun- 
teered: 

“Poor  fellow!  Speaking  in  loco  paren- 
tis— in  short,  as  their  father — for  that  is 
what  I am — I must  tell  you  that  these 
marriages  cannot  be.” 

Pallid  with  rage,  Beverly  Sheepshanks 
rose  to  his  feet.  “For  the  same  old 
reasons?” 

“No;  it  has  just  occurred  to  me  that 
they  are  already  engaged.” 

At  these  words,  the  archduchesses 
gave  a start  and  looked  at  each  other 
strangely,  as  though  to  say: 

“How  in  the  world  did  that  happen  to 
slip  our  minds?” 

Beverly  Sheepshanks  uttered  a hide- 
ous laugh.  “ To  a pair  of  grand  dukes,  no 
doubt!  To  a couple  of  wretched  popin- 
jays all  covered  with  gimcracks  and 
baubles!” 

“No,”  said  Don  Orfeo;  “to  the  most 
redoubtable  wrestler,  and  the  most 
eupeptic  weight-lifter,  in  Europe.” 

Every  one  rose,  approached  on  tip- 
toe, and  made  a circle  round  the  yellow 
divan.  Don  Orfeo  continued  in  his 
courtliest  manner: 

“Apparently  it  is  time  for  our 
masquerade  to  end.  Neither  my  daugh- 
ters nor  myself  can  claim  any  patents  of 
nobility  other  than  those  bestowed  on 


us  by  nature.  Who  are  we?  We  are  the 
Missolonghi  Family,  whose  business  it  is 
to  reacquaint  the  world  with  the  phys- 
ical idealism  of  ancient  Greece.  Our 
palaces  are  painted  behind  the  footlights. 
Our  subjects  are  the  theater-going  pub- 
lic. Our  conquests  are  over  the  admira- 
tion, alone,  of  new  countries.  Last 
month  we  laid  imperial  Borne  at  our 
feet;  to-morrow  night  we  expect  to  sub- 
jugate Venice.  I must  write  you  all 
some  passes.” 

For  an  instant,  did  not  a cloud  cross 
the  faces  of  Vashti  and  Ursa — a shade  of 
regret  that  they  were  persecuted  arch- 
duchesses no  longer? 

“Acrobats!”  gasped  Beverly  Sheep- 
shanks, falling  back  a pace. 

Don  Orfeo  returned,  with  simple  dig- 
nity: “Do  not  confuse  us,  pray,  with 
the  general  run  of  music-hall  posture- 
masters.  Since  the  beginning,  each  art, 
like  every  other*  occupation,  has  had  its 
aristocracy,  as  no  formula  has  yet  been 
adopted  by  which  people  may  be  bom 
all  equally  proficient.” 

“And  we  took  you  for  a philosophical 
altruist,”  I told  Don  Orfeo. 

“It  is  because  I am  a philosophical 
altruist  that  the  Missolonghi  Family  is 
unique.  As  I have  hinted,  it  has  a mis- 
sion higher  than  mere  entertainment. 
By  revealing,  on  the  stage,  human  forms 
as  they  ought  to  be,  we  present  an  ideal, 
incite  mankind  to  physical  perfection, 
and  so  work  for  a grander  race.  It  is 
true  that  when  every  one  is  as  shapely 
and  strong  as  we,  our  drawing-power  will 
end.  Never  mind;  we  make  that  sacri- 
fice cheerfully  for  humanity’s  sake.”  . 

“And  this  has  been  your  life-work?” 
I asked  him,  in  awe. 

“At  first  I had  other  thoughts.  I 
intended  to  abolish  humanity’s  igno- 
rance. With  that  in  mind,  I mastered 
the  history  of  the  world — geographical, 
ethnological,  political,  emotional,  eco- 
nomic, artistic,  amatory,  and  scientific. 
It  then  occurred  to  me  to  become,  in- 
stead, a missionary  of  good  taste.  For 
this  purpose  I began  by  delving  into  the 
esthetics  of  dining,  but  soon  acquired  a 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


854 


HARPER’S  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE 


waist-line  that  alarmed  all  my  friends. 
One  morning,  while  doing  my  calis- 
thenics, I seemed  to  see  before  me  a 
flaming  legend,  Mens  scma  in  corpore 
sano.  That  day  I went  forth  to  rescue 
the  bodies  of  mankind,  which  seemed  to 
me  a preliminary  to  all  the  rest.  If  I was 
wrong,  why  have  I gained  this  precious 
reward — namely,  the  gift  of  laughing 
even  at  myself?” 

“Sir,  if  you  are  as  fine  an  athlete  as 
you  are  idealist — ” 

By  way  of  reply  he  beckoned  to  Ursa 
and  Vashti. 

The  three  ran  lightly  into  the  middle 
of  the  hall.  Quicker  than  the  eye  could 
follow,  Vashti  swung  herself  up  on  Don 
Orfeo’s  shoulders,  and  Ursa  soared  up 
over  Vashti.  For  a moment  they  towered 
three-high,  then  began  to  tip  forward 
like  a falling  column.  Cries  of  alarm 
arose.  But  just  as  all  three  seemed  about 
to  dash  themselves  against  the  marble 
floor,  each  turned  a somersault  in  mid- 
air; and  they  stood  erect,  wafting  kisses 
in  all  directions. 

“Feats  of  Hercules!”  roared  the  de- 
lighted gondoliers. 

With  a deprecating  smile,  Don  Orfeo 
murmured: 

“It  is  nothing — a.  trivial  gesture  to 
amuse  you.  If  you  have  some  packs  of 
cards,  my  daughters  will  gladly  tear 
them  in  two,  or  bend  a few  coins  with 
their  fingers.” 

Beverly  Sheepshanks  blenched,  re- 
treated, and  bumped  into  Zulietta. 
While  apologizing,  he  seemed  to  see  that 
lissom,  pale.  Titian-haired  damsel  for  the 
first  time. 

“Maybe,”  he  stammerd  in  her  ear, 
“I’ve  made  a little  mistake?  A while 
ago,  when  I spoke  of  marriages  in  Ven- 
ice, you  offered  to  tell  me  something?” 

Once  more  Zorzio  had  the  chance  to 
encircle,  with  his  shabby  nankeen  sleeve, 
Zulietta’s  black  shawl. 

“We,  too,”  he  announced,  “have  a 
confession  to  make.  All  this  evening 
Zulietta  has  been  my  wife  and  I have 
been  her  husband.  Would  you  like  us 
less  if  I told  you  that  to-morrow  morning 
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we  shall  resume  our  titles  of  Principe  and 
Principessa  di  Lunazzurra?” 

“A  prince!  You  are  not  a peddler  of 
cupids,  then?” 

“A  princess!  You  are  not  a flower-girl 
at  all?” 

“Let  me  explain,”  the  faunlike  Zorzio 
besought  us.  “ Because  we  have  the  mis- 
fortune to  be  noble  and  rich,  that  doesn’t 
mean  that  we  have  no  hearts  at  afi. 
Tormented  by  our  idle  lives,  shamed  by 
the  accusations  of  the  radical  press,  we 
decided,  at  first,  to  live  for  one  month  m 
the  year  in  the  manner  of  common  peas- 
ants. We  sailed  to  England,  leased  a 
small  farm — which  the  English  call  a 
manor — and  raised  for  the  London  mar- 
ket some  roses  and  hot-house  grapes, 
which  we  clipped  with  our  own  hands. 
But  the  Spanish  chargi  <F affaires,  who 
was  visiting  us,  discovered  us  engaged 
in  manual  labor,  wrote  home  about  it, 
and  stirred  up  all  our  relatives  in  Spain. 
Nevertheless,  we  were  still  determined 
to  earn  our  bread,  at  least  one  day  a 
year,  in  a humble  and  decent  manner. 
We  met  you  while  doing  so.  And  we  call 
this  night  to  witness  that  all  good  im- 
pulses bring  their  pleasant  rewards.” 

“Can  it  be,”  the  Grand  Gastaldo  in- 
quired, in  dismay,  “ that  this  is  now  your 
Excellency’s  palace?” 

“No,  it  is  not,”  said  Zorzio.  “We  are 
staying  at  the  Hotel  Superb.  In  fact, 
we  are  not  Venetians  at  all,  but  Neapoli- 
tans. We  came  here  yesterday,  because, 
as  you  can  see,  it  would  hardly  do  for  the 
Prince  and  the  Princess  of  Lunazzurra 
to  peddle  cupids  and  flowers  along  the 
sidewalks  of  Naples.” 

“That  is  easily  understood,”  the 
Grand  Gastaldo  assured  him.  “All  the 
same,  it  would  be  interesting  to  know 
who  is  the  present  lessee  of  this  palace 
of  ours.” 

“I  am  the  guilty  person,”  a happy 
voice  caroled  behind  us. 

It  was  the  well-dressed  stranger,  still 
trussed  up  in  his  chair. 

“You  see  before  you,”  the  well- 
dressed  stranger  informed  us,  “a  poor 
fellow  whose  one  idea  is  to  carry  diver- 
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aion  to  a humdrum  world.  Three  times 
to-night  I did  my  best  to  amuse  you; 
twice  I was  repulsed,  but  at  last  I con- 
quered you.  Oh,  joy!”  he  cried,  looking 
up  at  the  chandeliers  and  beaming  in 
ecstasy.  “I  have  lured  all  these  people 
to  an  hour  of  whimsy  under  my  humble 
roof.  I have  tasted  the  bliss  of  bestowing 
happiness.  Do  your  worst  to  me  now. 
You  can’t  undo  my  triumph!” 

In  a jiffy  the  well-dressed  stranger  was 
released  by  Otello  himself. 

“Shall  we  dance?” 

Our  host  clapped  his  hands.  Musi- 
cians appeared  and  began  to  play  a 
waltz.  The  Grand  Gastaldo  danced  with 
Vashti,  Zorzio  with  Ursa,  our  host  with 
Zulietta.  The  gondoliers  cheerfully 
waltzed  with  one  another.  Fortunato, 
who  had  returned  when  nobody  was 
looking,  did  a species  of  folk-dance  by 
himself  in  a corner,  a bottle  of  wine  in 
each  paw. 

Don  Orfeo  and  I retired  to  a balcony. 

This  side-canal  was  flooded  by  the 
moonlight.  In  the  pink  dwelling  across 
the  way  the  emerald  shutters  were 
closed.  But  below,  on  the  narrow 
stream,  lay  a flotilla  of  gondolas,  at- 
tracted by  our  music.  Inevitably  among 
those  moths  there  was  a violin;  the  mu- 
sician, catching  the  key,  began  to  follow 
the  waltz.  Soon  there  rose  a sound  of 
humming  voices,  which  harmonized  with 
the  melody  indoors. 

Said  Don  Orfeo,  nodding  toward  the 
festive  scene  within: 

“There,  at  least,  is  a momentary 
Utopia — the  submergence  of  conflicting 
prejudices  in  amiable  give-and-take;  the 
equality  in  happiness  that  idealists  hope 
for,  that  realists  say  can  never  be  at- 
tained. Let  us  confess  that  there’s  some- 
thing touchin^in  the  fact  that  it  is  a 
mirage  of  the  night,  and  must  fade  with 
the  sunrise.  Alas!  why  must  that  be 
so?” 

A voice  beside  us  croaked,  “That  is 
easily  explained.” 

It  was  Fortunato,  who  had  tottered 
out  to  the  balcony  to  cool  his  fevered 
brow.  Lolling  against  the  jamb,  wagging 


his  finger  at  us,  the  old  vagabond  de- 
claimed: 

“I  am  admittedly  tight,  while  you 
gentlemen,  apparently,  are  not;  for  that 
reason  I feel  myself  more  capable  than 
ever  of  instructing  you.  Shall  I tell  you 
the  trouble  with  all  of  us?  We  are  hu- 
man beings,  not  angels.  Each  gains  and 
holds  what  he  can.  Each  covets  what  he 
lacks.  But  I do  not  wish  to  reduce  you 
to  despair.  I would  not  have  you  break 
down  and  weep  before  me.  So  I admit 
that  this  state  of  things  will  end.  It  will 
end  when  no  gondolier  is  tickled  to  be 
thought  the  descendant  of  Otello,  when 
no  ladies  enjoy  being  taken  for  arch- 
duchesses, when  no  princes,  after  a night 
of  peddling,  return  to  the  Hotel  Superb, 
when  nobody  insists  on  being  a Grand 
Gastaldo.  In  fine,  the  whole  mess  will 
end  when  we  are  not  humans,  but 
angels.” 

“You  paint  a black  picture,  Fortu- 
nato,” Don  Orfeo  sighed. 

But  Fortunato  did  not  hear  him.  He 
was  asleep,  half  over  the  end  of  the  bal- 
cony, his  face  in  a clump  of  flowering 
bramble.  Don  Orfeo  slipped  a banknote 
into  the  old  rascal’s  pocket. 

The  music  still  kept  the  air  throbbing. 
Amid  the  gondolas  below  us  an  impro- 
viser had  fitted  words  to  our  waltz: 

“Eyes  are  shining,  fingers  twining. 

Music  playing  in  languid  measure; 

Lips  are  smiling,  sighs  beguiling. 

Figures  swaying  up  there,  my  treasure; 

Our  answer  hums  below  their  wall; 

We  catch  the  crumbs  of  songs  that  fall 

Through  the  fragrant  night. 

From  the  feast  of  light — 

From  the  house  of  the  Prince  of  Pleasure.” 

Waving  his  hand  toward  the  gondolas 
below,  Don  Orfeo  remarked: 

“He  is  right  in  this,  that  we  are  all 
drawn  toward  that  which  shines  just 
beyond  our  reach.” 

“But  to-night  is  a magical  night,”  I 
reminded  him.  “This  is  the  hour  when 
the  unattainable,  as  you  have  seen,  may 
be  attained.” 

•“True,”  Don  Orfeo  assented.  “And 
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for  that  reason,  why  do  we  not  tell  our 
host  of  all  these  pathetic  folk  below  his 
windows?  If  we  do,  he  will  ask  them  in, 
and  the  mirage  will  be  complete.” 

So  he  did.  There  were  some  pretty 


girls  among  them,  and  the  party  became 
a ball.  The  music  went  on  and  on  and 
on;  for,  happily,  the  swallows  that  her- 
ald the  dawn  in  Venice  were  still  asleep 
in  their  nests. 


IVORY 

BY  ETHEL  M.  HEWITT 


OH,  what  are  you  selling  where  market  ways  narrow, 

’Neath  windows  of  fate  through  their  yashmaks  agleam? 
Pearls  for  princesses,  paints  for  the  wanton? 

Muslin  of  moon-webs,  or  damascened  dream? 

Ivory!  Ivory I Cry  my  brave  ivory! 

Crosses  and  rosaries,  wan  with  the  pallor 

Of  penitent  lips  that  their  pureness  have  pressed; 

Fair,  carven  caskets,  by  sandalwood  haunted. 

Safe  and  secure  for  a secret  at  rest. 

Ivory!  Ivory!  Cry  my  pale  ivory! 

Ivory  that  still  has  the  tusk  in  it,  ruthless — 

Scimitar-shaped  to  a blade  swift  to  rend 
Leaves  letting  light  in  on  love  that  is  lasting — 

Proof  on  the  script  of  a treacherous  friend. 

Ivory!  Ivory!  Cry  my  sharp  ivory! 

Buy  of  me  dagger-hilts,  ear-rings,  and  trinkets — 

Quaint  battered  flotsam  from  China’s  far  seas; 

Mandarins,  chessmen,  fan-handles,  mirrors — 

Will  you  not  buy  of  me  treasures  like  these? 

Ivory!  Ivory!  Cry  my  rare  ivory! 

Go  your  way!  Sell  your  wares!  Fate  send  you  fortune! 

The  road  to  the  Dream  from  the  market  is  long; 

1 have  built  me  a lodge  in  a garden  of  lilies — ^ 

A tower  of  ivory,  matchless  and  strong! 

Ivory!  Ivory!  Cry  my  fair  ivory! 
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TALK  of  war  with  Japan  has  recently 
been  heard  in  our  Senate.  Just  as 
we  were  relaxing  from  the  great  effort 
against  Germany,  this  old  bugaboo  has 
been  raised  again.  The  ostrich  policy  of 
ignoring  danger  never  prevented  any 
war.  “Drift”  is  what  we  have  most  to 
fear.  If  we  want  peace,  we  must  prepare 
to  prevent  war.  We  must  think  about  it. 

An  important  element  in  our  relations 
with  Japan  is  relative  size.  Not  only  in 
mileage  is  our  country  larger  than  the 
Japanese  Islands;  in  almost  every  sense 
it  is  more  spacious.  Masses  of  statistics 
could  be  marshaled  to  emphasize  this 
contrast.  The  most  impressive  have  to 
do  with  the  food-supply.  This  subject  is 
treated  ably  in  King’s  Farmers  of  Forty 
Centuries.  He  was  an  agricultural  ex- 
pert, and  just  as  Ruskin  saw  nothing  in 
Venice  but  works  of  art,  so  King’s  sole 
interest  in  the  Orient  was  the  marvelous 
farmcraft,  the  infinite  capacity  for  tak- 
ing pains,  by  which  these  ancient  peo- 
ples have  wrung  a living  from  their 
meager  fields. 

If  we  made  a graphic  chart,  with  one 
square  representing  the  amount  of  land 
per  capita  of  our  farmers,  and  another  on 
the  same  basis  for  Japan,  it  would  look 
like  the  socialist  diagrams  of  the  unequal 
distribution  of  wealth  in  capitalistic  so- 
ciety. Our  share  is  almost  ten  times 
theirs.  They  have  an  appalling  number 
of  mouths  to  feed  for  every  acre  of  arable 
land. 

This  terrific  overcrowding  influences 
the  whole  structure  of  their  society.  A 
sparse  frontier  community  can  get  along 
with  informal  lynch  law,  while  a dense 
population  requires  detailed  legislation 
and  rigid  traditional  customs.  There  is 
no  need  of  a food  administrator  where 
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there  is  plenty  to  eat,  but  in  a belea- 
guered city  it  is  necessary  to  ration  afl 
the  means  of  life.  Formal,  careful  man- 
ners, control — discipline — are  needed  in 
a crowd.  So  not  only  in  our  acreage,  but 
also  in  our  habits  of  thought,  we  are 
more  favored  than  Japan. 

We  have  grown  wastefully  rich  in 
peace.  The  New  Era  in  Japan  began 
with  the  imminent  threat  of  foreign  ag- 
gression. The  first  task  of  the  Japanese 
“Reorganizers”  was  to  imitate  the  mili- 
tarism of  Christendom,  which  menaced 
them.  Their  echievements  have  been 
marvelous — but  very  expensive.  They 
are  still  burdened  by  the  heavy  debts  of 
the  Russian  War  and  their  army  budget 
in  times  of  peace  has  been  excessive.  In 
the  war  crisis  we  sent  to  France  one  man 
for  every  fifty  of  our  population.  The 
Japanese  have  kept  a larger  percentage 
of  their  manhood  in  arms  continually. 
They  have  not  only  had  to  make  every 
acre  yield  more  food  than  we  do;  they 
have  had  to  stretch  every  gold  coin 
much  thinner. 

The  effect  of  these  contrasts,  between 
our  large-scale  fanning  with  tractors  and 
the  intensive  hand  labor  of  their  rice- 
fields,  between  our  easy  wastefulness  and 
their  intense  thrift,  is  felt  in  every 
branch  of  life.  It  might  be  summed  up 
by  comparing  our  sky-scrapers  with 
their  cloisson6  vases.  The  grand  design 
versus  the  intimate  detail. 

There  is  much  antagonism,  instinc- 
tive, unreasoning,  in  this  contrast — the 
background  of  our  relations.  We  may 
wax  enthusiastic  over  the  precision  and 
haunting  charm  of  their  minutia — but 
to  most  of  us  it  seems  a bit  moribund. 
They  may  be  thrilled  and  somewhat 
awed  by  the  great  sweep  of  our  concep- 
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tions — but  we  seem  to  them  grandiose 
and  gross.  Much  more  important  than 
any  “incidents”  at  Tientsin  or  Magda- 
lena Bay  is  this  fact  of  background.  We 
do  not  like  the  same  things. 

However,  there  is  no  reason  for  a clash 
over  this  difference  in  scale.  If  there  is 
to  be  a fight,  there  must  be  an  “issue.” 
The  sword-wavers  are  trying  to  make 
one  out  of  Japan’s  tendency  to  expand 
at  the  expense  of  China.  It  is  a serious 
matter  for  us,  for  under  some  circum- 
stances it  will  surely  lead  to  war.  But 
first  let  us  try  to  state  the  “issue” 
clearly. 

However  threatening  Japanese  ambi- 
tions may  be  to  us,  they  have  to  face  a 
worse  menace  at  home.  They  have  a 
baby-peril,  more  dangerous  than  Orien- 
tal immigration  ever  was  to  us.  Each 
new  child  bom  to  them  increases  the 
desperate  pressure  of  over-population. 
And  no  workable  Exclusion  Laws  against 
babies  have  yet  been  devised, 
i Famine.  Emigration.  Industrial 
Expansion.  There  are  no  other  choices 
for  Japan.  The  first  will  never  be  ac- 
cepted as  a governmental  policy.  We 
forbid  emigration  to  the  districts  where 
the  pressure  on  the  food-supply  is  less. 
If  ever  force  majeure  controlled  the  des- 
tiny of  a nation,  it  drives  Japan  to  ex- 
panding industrialism.  If  her  factories 
can  produce  what  the  overfed  nations  of 
Christendom  will  buy,  she  can  feed  her 
people — not  otherwise.  But  goods,  ex- 
changeable for  food,  cannot  be  manu- 
factured out  of  thin  air  or  pious  wishes. 
The  demand  for  imitation  antiques  or 
modern  lacquerware  is  scant.  The  grace- 
ful products  of  her  soul  will  not  keep 
Japan  alive.  Her  string  of  rocky  islands 
is  not  rich  in  the  raw  materials  of  mod- 
em industry.  The  resources  of  metal  and 
fuel  are  limited.  The  crops  of  wool  and 
cotton  and  silk  are  not  large  enough  to 
keep  her  looms  busy.  And  every  day 
there  are  bigger  crowds  at  the  factory 
doors  begging  for  work, 

Germany,  under  circumstances  simi- 
lar— but  less  pressing,  for  her  emi- 
grants were  welcomed  everywhere — 


drew  the  sword  to  hack  her  way  through 
to  a place  in  the  sun.  The  economic 
situation  of  Japan  is  as  black  midnight 
compared  to  our  sunny  noontide.  To 
check  the  development  of  Japanese 
trade  and  industry  is  to  push  her  to 
suicide — gradual  death  from  famine  or 
such  a spectacular  climax  as  has  over- 
whelmed Germany. 

This  is  a new  problem  for  Japan.  It  is 
a misleading  custom  to  translate 
“Mikado”  as  “Emperor.”  There  was 
nothing  imperial  about  the  Old  Japan. 
They  never  had  a Caesar  or  a Bona- 
parte. They  were  always  fighting  feudal 
wars  among  themselves,  but  they  left 
their  neighbors  alone.  They  never  sub- 
jugated alien  peoples — which  is  the  very 
essence  of  imperialism.  Foreign  domin- 
ion is  as  new  an  idea  to  the  Mikados  as 
steam-engines.  It  is  only  since  Perry 
lifted  the  lid  from  this  Oriental  Pan- 
dora’s Box,  that  the  traditional  policy 
has  been  reversed.  Faced  by  the  threat 
of  foreign  aggression,  the  Japanese  sud- 
denly developed  internal  unity,  elimi- 
nated civil  war,  modernized  their  arma- 
ment. They  fought  and  defeated  their 
two  neighbors,  annexed  Formosa  and 
Korea,  and  drove  industrial  stakes  into 
widely  separated  parts  of  China.  There 
is  no  indication  of  a fall  in  this  rising 
curve  of  expansion.  In  fact,  all  the  con- 
ditions have  the  opposite  implication. 

Japan’s  great  change  in  the  middle  of 
the  last  century  had  very  little  demo- 
cratic intent.  The  masses  took  no  part 
in  the  movement.  It  was  a quarrel 
among  the  clans.  The  warrior  chieftains 
who  led  the  Reconstruction  were  not  in- 
terested in  our  religion  nor  in  our  theo- 
ries of  government.  What  impressed 
them  and  stirred  their  emulation  was 
our  war-ships.  With  marvelous  ability 
and  energy  they  set  about  copying  our 
armaments — to  defend  themselves  from 
us  with  our  own  fire.  But  they  seem  to 
have  been  blind  to  the  chance  that  suc- 
cess in  this  project  of  self-defense  would 
gravely  affect  their  social  status  and 
change  the  entire  basis  of  Japanese  life- 
When  they  discovered  the  inevitable  by- 
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products  of  their  enterprise — industrial 
development  and  all  its  political  results 
— most  of  these  innovators  became  re- 
actionary. Progress  has  been  too  rapid 
to  suit  the  old  generation  of  the  Samurai. 
But  the  factories,  which  they  had  en- 
couraged for  the  production  of  weapons, 
grew  apace  and  could  not  be  stopped.  It 
is  this  industrial  development,  which 
pashes  Japan  to  expansion.  The  drive 
back  of  her  foreign  policy  comes  from 
this  force  rather  than  from  the  throne. 

The  Japanese  have  tried  to  meet  their 
need  for  raw  material — just  as  in  so 
many  other  cases — by  close  imitation  of 
the  Christian  Powers.  They  have  devel- 
oped a colonial  policy;  they  have  an- 
nexed territory,  against  the  wdl  of  the 
inhabitants,  where  they  hoped  to  find 
the  things  they  needed. 

Their  first  venture  was  Formosa. 
There  they  were  after  tropical  products: 
But  the  miHtaxy  expenses  incurred  in 
“ educating  ” the  head-hunters  has  wiped 
out  any  profit  from  the  enterprise.  With 
this  experience  to  guide  them,  they  did 
better  in  the  administration  of  Korea. 
They  have  tried  in  many  ways  to  benefit 
the  “natives.”  One  thing,  which  all 
tourists  notice  is  the  elaborate  program 
of  reforestation.  The  barren  and  de- 
nuded hills  of  Korea  are  growing  up  to  a 
new  wealth  for  the  profit  of  future  gen- 
erations. 

Enlightened  Japanese  were  more  hope- 
ful about  Korea  than  Formosa.  It  was 
very  expensive,  but  rich  in  promise. 
However,  the  present  Independence 
movement  is  rolling  up  staggering  ex- 
penses. They  feel  about  Korea  very 
much  as  we  did  about  the  Philippines, 
when  Aguinaldo  was  noisily  insisting 
that  we  were  not  wanted  there.  In  those 
days  the  Spanish  priests  filled  the  Euro- 
pean press  with  indignant  letters  about 
our  brutality  to  the  Filipinos,  just  as  our 
missionaries  are  now  writing  home  un- 
pleasant truths  about  Korea. 

The  Japanese  colonial  administrators 
— in  their  small  way — have  had  to  face 
their  share  of  “Sepoy  Rebellions”  and 
“Insurrecto  Movements.”  They  have 


met  such  unpleasant  crises  just  as  Amer- 
icans and  Europeans  have  done.  They 
are  just  as  likely  as  we  to  lose  their  tem- 
pers, just  as  quick  to  suppress  the  “sedi- 
tious,” who  want  to  be  free,  just  as  bitter 
in  their  “race  prejudice”  against  the 
people  they  have  subjugated. 

The  tragic — and  humiliating — thing  is 
that  so  little  colonial  history  is  pleasant 
reading.  It  is  the  shame  of  Christendom 
that  it  has  not  developed  a decent 
morality  in  such  matters.  The  recent 
news  from  Korea  is  sickening.  But  we 
have  similar  news  from  Egypt  and  the 
Afghan  border.  The  French  and  Spanish 
are  campaigning  against  native  rebels  in 
Morocco,  the  Italians  in  Tunisia.  Our 
Marines  are  on  “active  service”  in  San 
Domingo  and  Nicaragua.  The  Japanese 
are  not  claiming  any  “racial  superior- 
ity.” The  gravest  criticism  we  can  bring 
against  their  colonial  policy  is  that  they 
have  too  closely  followed  the  practice  of 
Christendom. 

But  these  colonies,  at  the  best,  would 
furnish  but  a drop  in  the  bucket  of 
Japan’s  need.  Her  hunger  for  raw  ma- 
terial can  only  be  satisfied  on  the  main- 
land of  Asia. 

In  China,  Japan  does  not  profess  to 
geek  colonies.  She  wants  “spheres  of  in- 
fluence.” Perhaps  this  results  from  her 
own  experiences,  her  not  too  successful 
experiments  in  colonization.  Perhaps  it 
is  pure  imitation.  France  is  the  only  one 
of  the  European  Powers  which  has 
carved  a colony  out  of  the  body  of  China. 

It  has  been  more  fashionable  to  grab  a 
“Treaty  Port”  and  secure  economic  con- 
cessions. The  dangers  involved  in  “dis- 
memberment” are  apparent  to  the 
Japanese,  and  they  are  probably  as  sin- 
cere as  the  other  Powers  in  their  renun- 
ciation of  colonial  ambitions  in  China. 
But  economic  penetration  is  a different 
matter,  and  they  insist  that  it  is  their 
manifest  destiny  to  share  largely  in  the 
industrial  development  of  China. 

We,  of  the  West,  have  not  even  at- 
tempted to  write  anything  into  the  Law 
of  Nations  which  makes  such  demands 
illegal.  The  other  nations,  to  whom 
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China  appeals  for  protection,  cannot 
•with  equity  hem  in  Japan  with  rules  they 
themselves  do  not  respect. 

A few  questions  will  clarify  some  of 
the  possibilities  before  us.  Will  Japan 
seek  her  place  in  the  sun  by  diplomatic 
negotiations,  or  will  she  appeal  to  arms? 
Will  she  insist  on  political  sovereignty 
over  the  sources  of  needed  raw  material 
or  can  she  be  satisfied  with  soundly 
guaranteed  economic  concessions — as 
France  was  at  last  in  regard  to  the  Saar 
Valley?  If  she  gets  assured  access  to  the 
coveted  fuel  and  minerals,  will  she  try 
to  close  the  door  on  rivals?  Will  she 
ameliorate  the  hideous  conditions  of  her 
workers  at  home  or  will  the  only  people 
to  profit  be  her  mushroom  millionaires? 
To  these  questions  you  can  find  contra- 
dictory answers  in  the  parliamentary 
discussions  of  Japan.  They  have  not 
made  up  their  minds  on  such  matters. 
But  there  is  no  dispute  about  one  thing. 
Their  factories  must  be  fed  or  their  peo- 
ple will  starve. 

Now  that  the  war  is  over  we  do  not 
need  to  muddle  our  thinking  longer  by 
the  pretense  of  sacred  union.  Of  course 
it  was  only  a figure  of  speech — a war- 
time necessity— -to  talk  about  nations  as 
units.  It  is  no  longer  a patriotic  duty 
to  concentrate  all  our  hatred  on  the 
Kaiser,  and  we  have  promptly  rediscov- 
ered most  of  our  old,  local  animosities. 
It  is  not  even  sound  to  speak  of  any  class 
in  the  nation  as  united  in  political  aspi- 
rations. We  have  people,  just  as  un- 
democratic in  their  pride  of  birth  as  the 
Samurai,  but  they  do  not  vote  alike. 
Our  industrial  magnates  are  divided  into 
“malefactors  of  great  wealth”  and  those 
who  contributed  adequately  to  Mr. 
Roosevelt’s  campaign  funds.  Our  work- 
ing-class does  not  unite  in  one  party. 
Japan  is  just  as  much  tom  by  internal 
politics  as  we. 

Modem  industry  has  developed  a 
Third  Estate  in  Japan,  much  as  it  did 
in  France  a dozen  decades  ago.  Feudal- 
ism is  being  ground  up  in  the  factories. 
The  magic  of  machinery  has  produced 
rich  men,  with  a wealth  more  dazzling 


than  that  of  the  nobles,  with  more 
powerful  retinues  of  bourgeois-minded 
lawyers,  engineers,  and  journalists.  It 
is  a growing  class — immensely  stimu- 
lated by  war  conditions — active,  enter- 
prising, reckless.  The  Samurai  may  dis- 
approve and  despise,  but  they  cannot 
compete.  The  ancient  dans  are  giving 
ground  to  the  political  parties.  For  the 
first  time  in  their  history,  a Commoner, 
a man  of  this  new  Third  Estate,  Hara — 
chosen  by  the  Diet,  not  an  appointee  of 
the  Throne — is  Premier.  It  is  a mo- 
mentous change  for  them,  a great  ad- 
vance in  constitutional  government. 

But  it  means  little  to  the  bulk  of  the 
people.  The  great  mass  of  them  still 
live  on  the  land,  their  conditions  of  life 
changed  very  little  since  the  Great 
Buddha  was  erected  at  Kamakura. 
They  hear  the  rumble  of  distant  trains 
and  see  the  glow  of  arc-lights,  but  they 
take  little  interest  in  premiers  and  poli- 
tics. A small,  but  rapidly  growing,  sec- 
tion of  the  coolies  has  been  caught  un- 
der the  Juggernaut  of  the  Industrial 
Revolution — as  hideous  and  merciless  as 
it  ever  was  in  Leeds  or  Manchester.  The 
living  conditions  in  the  shacks  about  the 
factories  are  appalling,  the  wages  pitiful, 
women  and  children  are  being  ruthlessly 
sacrificed  to  the  modern  Moloch.  Highly 
explosive  material  here.  Mr.  Hara  has 
promised  to  introduce  a law  to  permit 
labor- unions. 

The  war  has  quickened  economic  proc- 
esses everywhere;  it  has  turned  Japan 
into  a vortex  of  complicated  strains.  The 
old  feudal  control  is  weakening.  The 
munition  business  has  made  many  new 
millionaires.  And  the  cost  of  rice  has 
gone  up.  There  is  immense  strain  in  the 
conflict  between  the  immemorial  cus- 
toms of  the  coolies  and  the  desperate 
new  efforts  to  which  they  are  spurred  by 
the  rising  cost  of  food.  There  have  been 
rice  riots  in  Japan. 

That  all  these  internal  strains  and  new 
adjustments  will  cause  some  change  in 
foreign  policy  is  probable,  but  it  would 
take  a very  bold  prophet  to  forecast  its 
effect  on  Japan’s  relations  to  us.  Mr. 
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Hara’s  plebeian  Cabinet  may  be  less  sub- 
servient to  the  General  Staff,  less  hungry 
for  military  glory,  but  it  may  well  be 
more  industrially  minded,  more  influ- 
enced by  commercial  greed.  It  may 
prove  only  a change  from  the  frying-pan 
of  militarism  to  the  fire  of  capitalistic 
imperialism.  This  old  world  of  ours  has 
suffered  as  much  from  one  as  from  the 
other.  But  of  one  thing  we  may  be  sure. 
This  new  mercantile  element,  which  has 
control,  will  be  more  intent  than  ever  on 
securing  access  to  raw  material  for  the 
factories.  They  are  face  to  face  with 
Japan’s  labor  problem — the  feeding  of 
the  masses. 

Another  thing  is  sure.  The  attitude  of 
America  is  more  important  to  Japan 
than  ever  before.  No  other  country  has 
watched  our  military  development  more 
intently.  None  has  been  more  im- 
pressed, few  more  surprised. 

The  Japanese  jingoes  have  not  been 
original.  Their  program  was  “made  in 
Germany,”  based  on  the  theory  of  the 
Grosse  Generalstab  that  a nation  of 
shopkeepers  would  not  fight.  They  did 
not  propose  to  conquer  the  United 
States,  but  to  grab  a coast  town,  now 
and  then,  and  hold  it  for  ransom.  Easy 
wealth  had  sapped  our  vitality,  robbed 
11s  of  “honor,”  and  we  would  pay  tribute 
rather  than  fight.  We  have  not  won  any 
love  from  the  Japanese  by  our  war 
record,  but  we  have  gained  a new  re- 
spect. We  have  silenced  those  of  our 
enemies  who  used  to  preach  that  war 
with  us  would  be  easy  and  profitable. 

Now  that  Russia  and  Germany  are 
impotent  and  the  other  nations  ex- 
hausted, America  is  the  only  country  to 
stand  in  the  way  of  Japanese  ambitions. 
They  are  giving  us  a great  deal  of 
thought.  The  new  element,  under  the 
leadership  of  Hara,  want  “to  do  busi- 
ness.” They  need  many  American  prod- 
ucts and  want  to  sell  to  us,  but  they  also 
want  the  raw  material  of  Asia  and 
we  have  always  resisted  their  expansion 
in  China.  They  are  a hard-headed  peo- 
ple. Our  co-operation  would  be  very 
valuable,  our  enmity  dangerous.  If  they 


could  come  to  terms  with  us,  their  future 
would  be  more  hopeful.  There  has  been 
much  talk  of  late  of  a new  “American 
orientation”  in  foreign  policy. 

Britain  was  the  first  Christian  nation 
to  recognize  the  political  equality  of 
Japan.  Since  she  introduced  the  Japan- 
ese to  the  circle  of  the  Great  Powers  by 
the  Alliance  of  1902,  her  Embassy  has 
been  the  center  of  diplomatic  gravity  at 
Tokio.  The  only  serious  rival  of  the 
British  ambassador  was  the  representa- 
tive of  the  Kaiser.  Strongly  reinforced 
by  the  friendship  of  Japanese  officers, 
who  in  the  military  academies  of  Prussia 
had  learned  a great  reverence  for  “ Eisen 
und  Blut,”  supported  by  the  business 
enterprise  of  his  countrymen,  who  were 
subsidized  to  underbid  their  English 
competitors,  the  German  ambassador 
grew  more  and  more  important. 

From  1914  to  1917  the  struggle  De-^ 
tween  the  British  and  German  influence* 
in  Japan  became  furious.  The  “ enemy 
Embassy  was  closed,  but  the  many 
friends  of  Germany — some  in  high  gov- 
ernmental position — continued  active. 
Their  principal  attack  was  on  the  hith- 
erto sacrosant  “ Anglo-Japanese  Treaty  ” 

— was  it  worth  renewing?  What  could 
England  do  for  Japan,  compared  to  the 
services  Japan  was  expected  to  render? 
Newspapers  which  had  previously  raged 
at  American  race  prejudice  began  to  turn 
their  attention  to  similar  “incidents” 
in  the  British  Empire.  Speeches  by 
Mr.  Hughes  of  Australia  on  the  “Yellow 
Peril” — quite  as  insulting  as  the  sena- 
torial output — were  featured.  Hindu 
revolutionists  were  allowed  to  air  their 
grievances  in  public. 

In  the  long,  indecisive  first  years  of  the 
war  it  was  inevitable  that  the  British 
prestige  should  suffer.  The  facts  seemed 
to  fit  the  theory  of  Berlin  that  a loosely 
organized  mercantile  democracy  could 
not  fight.  This  theory  was  very  congen- 
ial to  the  junkers  of  Japan.  After  the 
collapse  of  Russia,  most  educated  Japan- 
ese decided — sorrowfully  or  gladly — that 
Germany  had  won,  and  that  their  alli- 
ance with  Britain  had  been  bad  policy. 
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Very  few  Japanese  took  out  declara- 
tion of  war  seriously.  We  also  were  mer- 
cantile and  democratic.  But  the  news 
from  America  was  always  in  direct  con- 
tradiction to  the  German  theory.  The 
telegrams  about  our  military  prepara- 
tions through  1917  were  discounted  as 
bluff.  But  the  news  of  Ch&teau-Thierry 
and  St.-Mihiel  could  not  be  ignored. 
Our  friends  in  Japan  began  to  talk  louder 
and  louder  of  an  “American  orienta- 
tion.” 

As  the  tide  began  to  turn  against 
Germany  we  fortunately  had  in  Tokio 
an  ambassador  worthy  of  the  post. 
Mr.  Morris’s  position  was  immensely 
strengthened  by  the  bulletins  from  the 
front,  but  even  before  things  began  to 
look  so  hopeful  he  had  achieved  a bril- 
liant result  in  the  matter  of  ship-build- 
ing. The  efforts  of  the  British  ambassa- 
dor to  get  the  Japanese  to  build  ships  for 
the  Entente  had  failed.  They  did  not 
have  enough  steel  to  keep  their  own  fleet 
in  repair.  They  were  reluctant  to  use 
their  scanty  raw  material  for  the  benefit 
of  others.  But  our  embargo  was  already 
making  itself  felt.  Unless  we  relaxed  it 
on  their  behalf,  their  commerce  would 
be  strangled.  They  sullenly  expected  a 
hard  Yankee  bargain.  But  Mr.  Morris 
said  to  them:  “How  much  steel  do  you 
need  to  round  out  your  own  building 
program?  First  of  all,  we’ll  meet  your 
requirements  and  then  we’ll  see  what 
you  can  do  for  us.” 

It  was  a very  successful  policy.  In- 
stead of  forcing  the  Japanese  to  turn 
over  their  insufficient  mercantile  marine, 
as  they  had  feared,  he  gave  them  the 
chance  to  attend  to  their  own  business 
and  offered  them  a profitable  enterprise 
besides.  For  the  first  time  the  Japanese 
shipyards  began  to  work  at  full  capacity. 
Also,  it  was  a very  sharp  object-lesson 
in  commercial  geography.  The  British 
might  have  liked  to  deal  with  them 
equally  generously,  but  they  did  not 
have  the  spare  steel  and  could  not  de- 
liver such  help  if  they  had  had  it.  The 
diplomatic  center  of  gravity  in  Tokio 
began  to  swing  to  our  Embassy. 


It  was  humanly  inevitable  that  the 
British  diplomats  in  the  Far  East  should 
suffer  keenly  from  this  loss  of  prestige, 
resent  the  rise  of  our  influence,  and  strive 
to  regain  their  old  position  of  dominance. 
The  battle-fields  of  Europe  were  very 
far  away  and  the  diplomatic  jousts  of 
Tokio  very  near  and  much  out  of  pro- 
portion. 

“What’s  the  use  of  this  tremendous 
effort  to  defeat  Germany,”  some  Far- 
Eastern  Britishers  said,  “if  the  only  re- 
sult is  to  put  the  Yankees  on  top?” 

A close  analogy  is  offered  by  the  Brit- 
ish reaction  to  our  ship-building  pro- 
gram. They  were  as  near  unanimous  as 
a nation  could  be  in  wanting  us  to  build 
ships  with  all  the  speed  we  could  muster. 
But  English  shipping  interests  were  less 
enthusiastic.  “What’s  the  use,”  they 
said,  “in  driving  the  Germans  from  the 
seas,  if  all  it  means  is  a new  and  more 
dangerous  rival  across  the  Atlantic?” 

What  the  attitude  of  the  Cabinet  in 
London  was  toward  the  developments  in 
the  Far  East  we  shall  not  know  till  the 
day  of  “Memoires”  arrives.  They  were 
probably  too  busy  at  home  to  give  much 
attention  to  the  diplomatic  intrigues  of 
Tokio.  But  when  the  Japanese  govern- 
ment refused  the  suggestion  of  isolated 
action  in  Siberia  and  decided  to  wait  for 
America’s  approval  and  co-operation, 
the  resentment  of  the  British  officials  in 
the  Far  East  toward  our  growing  influ- 
ence was  obvious. 

In  order  to  regain  their  lost  prestige, 
in  order  to  revivify  the  alliance,  which 
was  becoming  moribund,  there  was  an 
obvious,  if  shabby,  policy  for  such  Brit- 
ish diplomats.  They  must  show  the 
Japanese  that  Britain  would  help  them 
realize  their  ambitions,  while  America 
would  surely  oppose.  They  must  ar- 
range “ incidents  ” where  they  could  pose 
as  loyal  friends  of  Japan,  supporting  her 
in  the  face  of  American  hostility.  At 
times  they  encouraged  annexationist  ap- 
petites in  Siberia,  at  times  in  China. 
They  were  not  scrupulous  about  what 
they  suggested,  so  long  as  it  set  the  stage 
for  their  little  comedy  of  St.  George 
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rescuing  the  Japanese  maiden  from  the 
Yankee  dragon. 

There  was  an  equally  obvious  play  for 
the  Japanese  Imperialists — military  and 
commercial.  If  Britain  and  America 
were  at  odds,  neither  could  coerce  Japan; 
but  if  we  united  on  a Far  Eastern  pro- 
gram, they  would  have  to  submit.  The 
more  sand  they  could  throw  into  the 
machinery  of  Anglo-Saxon  co-operation 
the  better. 

So  the  Japanese  junkers  proceeded  to 
stake  out  claims.  They  filled  Eastern 
Siberia  with  troops,  doubled  their  garri- 
sons in  Manchuria,  and  bribed  and 
bullied  Peking  into  accepting  the  in- 
famous “Twenty-one  Demands.”  They 
did  not  hope  to  bring  home  all  this  loot. 
But  it  is  the  classic  technique  of  Euro- 
pean diplomacy  to  ask  for  more  than  you 
expect  to  get.  Sometimes  the  Japanese 
outstrip  their  teachers  in  such  guile. 
But  it  is  hard  to  be  indignant  about  it — 
they  are  so  unoriginal,  they  play  their 
cards  so  precisely  “according  to  Hoyle.” 
In  this  case  the  amount  of  the  spoils 
they  could  keep  obviously  depended  on 
the  degree  of  unity  with  which  Wash- 
ington and  London  viewed  the  Venture. 
The  mpre  distrust  and  enmity  they  could 
engender  between  the  two  English- 
speaking  nations  the  more  they  could 
hope  to  cash  in. 

This,  of  course,  was  a policy  of  ex- 
tremists. The  majority  of  Englishmen 
would  have  repudiated  these  disloyal 
intrigues  of  their  representatives.  In 
fact,  some  of  them,  out  in  the  Far  East, 
did  protest.  And  there  was  a great  deal 
of  outspoken  opposition  in  Japan  to  the 
exaggerated  pretensions  of  their  annexa- 
tionists. But  there  were  many  of  these 
extremists  on  both  sides.  From  British 
sources  there  was  a constant  stream  of 
gossip  about  Japanese  duplicity,  and 
Japanese  “friends”  were  continually 
arriving  with  tittle-tattle  about  the  sin- 
ister anti-American  game  of  the  British. 

In  Tokio,  our  State  Department  is 
faced  by  a bizarre  triangle.  It  is  a three- 
party  affair.  British  diplomacy  is  jealous 
of  American-J apanese  co-operation,  and 


the  Tories  of  Tokio  have  everything  to 
gain  by  making  trouble  between  Wash- 
ington and  London. 

The  development  of  the  Anglo-French 
Entente  gives  comforting  assurance 
that  war  is  not  the  only  way  to  liqui- 
date such  “issues”  as  now  stand  in  the 
way  of  an.  accord  with  Japan.  When 
Colonel  Kitchener  peremptorily  ordered 
Colonel  Marchand  to  haul  down  the 
French  flag  at  Fashoda,  those  two  coun- 
tries were  very  much  nearer  war  than 
we  have  ever  been  with  Japan.  There 
was  a tremendous  upflare  of  hostility. 
But  common  sense  overtook  the  two 
governments  long  before  it  quieted  the 
passions  of  the  people.  The  Cabinet  in 
London  and  the  Councijl  of  Ministers  in 
Paris  decided  that  war  would  be  foolish 
and  set  themselves  to  a give-and-take 
reduction  of  the  causes  of  friction.  There 
were  numerous  dangerous  issues  at 
stake;  the  most  important  was  the  ri- 
valry in  North  Africa.  Britain,  wanted,  a 
“free  hand”  in  Egypt;  France  had.  a 
“manifest  destiny”  in  Morocco.  Each 
party  had  to  pay  for  what  it  wanted. 
France  sacrificed  the  “legitimate  inter- 
ests” of  her  citizens  in  Egypt  and 
Britain  withdrew  support  from  her  na- 
tionals in  Morocco.  The  diplomats 
shook  hands  and  a new  era  of  cordiality 
between  the  two  governments  began. 

But  popular  clamor  did  not  die  down 
for  years.  In  London  a “Morocco  So- 
ciety” was  formed  by  merchants  who 
suffered  from  the  new  policy,  by  chronic 
French-haters,  by  politicians  who  wished 
to  embarrass  the  government.  A corre- 
sponding Comity  sprang  up  in  Paris  to 
protest  against  the  betrayal  of  French 
interests  in  Egypt.  They  both  kept  up  a 
bitter  propaganda  against  the  Entente 
until  the  outbreak  of  war  in  1914. 

“ Incidents  ” — uncontrollable,  exasper- 
ating— take  place  generally  on  the 
periphery  of  the  circle  where  conflicting 
interests  clash.  “Accords”  are  achieved 
by  statesmanship  at  the  center  of  the 
circle.  The  French  and  British  residents 
of  North  Africa  hated  one  another  cor- 
dially, partly  from  memories  of  Agin- 
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cdurt,  partly  from  trade  rivalry.  If 
their  advice  had  been  listened  to — the 
famous  “ advice  of  the  man  on  the  spot,” 
“who  knows  the  real  facts” — the  En- 
tente would  never  have  been  signed. 

So,  in  our  relations  with  Japan,  there 
is  every  prospect  of  long-continued  and 
unpleasant  “incidents”  out  on  the 
periphery.  In  the  Far  East  our  traders 
and  diplomats  meet  in  rivalry.  The 
bases  of  an  understanding  will  not  be 
discovered  by  competing  Japanese  and 
American  merchants  in  Siberia  and 
China.  The  student  of  diplomacy  will 
be  more  interested  in  the  developments 
at  the  center  of  the  circle.  The  “Lan- 
sing-Ishii  Agreement”  shows  that  an 
effort  is  being  made  to  reach  an  accord. 
It  is  quite  possible  that  this  beginning 
may  — in  spite  of  the  jingoes  in  both 
countries — develop  into  a new  and  more 
fruitful  entente  cordiale  for  the  Pacific. 

But  this  is  dependent  on  our  attitude 
toward  Japan’s  policy  of  expansion.  The 
destinies  of  nations  are  not  decided  on 
precise  dates.  Definite  decisions,  clear- 
cut  crises,  are  the  rarest  things  in  his- 
tory. But  ten  years  hence  we  will  prob- 
ably be  able  to  look  back  on  the  decade 
following  the  Great  War  and  tell  how 
a policy — gradually  and  with  many  hesi- 
tations— took  shape.  The  oscillations  of 
discord  will  be  damped  to  a point  man- 
ageable and  insignificant,  or  the  vibra- 
tions will  increase  in  violence  till  the 
structure  of  peace  is  wrecked. 

No  one  in  America  wants  war.  Most 
of  us  want  a real  friendship  with  Japan, 
but  some  of  us  would  like  the  spoils  of 
war,  without  fighting  for  them.  This  is 
the  dangerous  element  on  our  side  of  the 
problem.  If  a desire  for  unfair  commer- 
cial advantages  determines  our  policy, 
we  cannot  hope  for  decent  relations. 
Japan  may  be  too  weak  to  fight  us.  Like 
the  government  of  Bogota,  her  fear  of 
our  strength  may  overshadow  'her 
hatred.  But  such  a “peace”  is  little 
better  than  war.  If  we  want  friendship 
we  must  not  use  pious  phrases  to  cloak 
a commercial  real-polilik,  which  would 
strangle  Japan.  We  must  help  her  to 


find  some  solution  for  her  problems, 
which  are  very  real  and  very  pressing. 

We  have  come  out  officially  for  the 
Open  Door  in  the  Far  East.  We  will 
insist — and  rightly — that  no  door  of 
commercial  opportunity  opened  to  oth- 
ers shall  be  closed  to  us.  We  must — if 
we  would  be  fair — insist  that  no  door 
open  to  us  in  China  shall  be  closed  on 
Japan. 

If  we  decide  to  enforce  this  rule  both 
ways  in  China,  it  means  a very  real  com- 
mercial advantage  to  Japan.  We  are  far 
from  this  market,  unfamiliar  with  its 
language  and  customs.  We  have  many 
other  markets  to  interest  us.  The  Jap- 
anese will  center  their  efforts  in  Asia. 
The  Open  Door  means  their  commercial 
predominance  in  China.  If  we  try  to 
dose  the  door  on  the  Japanese  there, 
because  it  profits  them  more  than  us,  if 
our  policy  is  motived  by  commercial 
jealousy,  we  will  lose  all  moral  force  in 
the  argument.  If  we  veto  projects  of 
theirs  in  China,  which  are  similar  to 
those  we  launch  there  and  elsewhere,  we 
shall  be  the  veriest  hypocrites 

However,  American  opposition  to  some 
of  Japan’s  ambitions  does  not  have  rise 
in  commercial  motives.  Very  few  of  us 
have  mercantile  interests  in  Siberia,  but 
we  are  opposed  to  Japanese  annexations 
there.  There  is  very  general  protest 
among  us,  based  on  more  respectable 
motives  than  greed,  against  some  of  the 
“Twenty-one  Demands.”  It  is  too  much 
like  stealing  pennies  from  a child.  The 
best  excuse  which  the  authors  of  these 
demands  have  yet  offered  is  that  they 
did  not  expect  to  get  all  they  asked  for. 
It  is  a weak  excuse.  The  moderation 
they  now  profess  seems  too  closely  asso- 
ciated with  the  storm  of  protest  their 
proposed  brigandage  has  raised. 

It  is  not  jealousy  of  financial  profit 
which  stirs  us  in  this  matter,  but  simple 
sympathy  for  the  victims  that  Japan  has 
bullied.  It  is  just  as  important  for  us  to 
be  fair  to  China  as  to  Japan.  This  is 
sound  ground  on  which  to  make  our 
stand.  We  had  better  remobilize  and  go 
to  war  at  once,  rather  than  acquiesce  in 
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such  despoiling  of  China.  But  Japan 
does  not  intend  to  insist  on  all  of  these 
demands — now  that  public  attention  has 
been  called  to  them.  And  some  on  the 
list  are  not  at  all  shocking,  according  to 
the  accepted  standard  of  international 
morality. 

What  rule  shall  we  rise  in  judging 
Japanese  expansion?  Our  unrealized 
ideals  of  perfection?  Or  accustomed 
practice?  A gentleman  tries  to  observe 
a higher  standard  himself  than  he  de- 
mands of  others.  The  “accustomed 
practice”  ought  not  to  satisfy  us  in  our 
own  enterprises,  but  we  can  hardly  ex- 
pect a higher  morality  from  others. 

A thoroughgoing  reformer,  wishing 
to  arrange  a perfect  world,  could  not  be 
content  with  a mere  change  in  human 
nature.  He  would  have  to  undertake 
geographical  and  geological  reforms. 
There  will  be  no  perfect  justice  so  long 
as  some  people  are  congested  in  barren 
districts  and  others  are  “chosen”  to 
monopolize  the  lands  flowing  with  milk 
and  honey.  Why  did  not  the  Children  of 
Israel — to  take  an  unnecessarily  an- 
cient, but  still  potent,  precedent — re- 
spect the  “political  sovereignty  and  ter- 
ritorial integrity”  of  Philistia?  They 
might  have  stayed  in  the  desert. 

Nature  has  been  “unjust”  to  the 
Japanese.  And  the  monotony  of  their 
increasing  hunger  is  not  relieved  by  any 
miraculous  showers  of  manna.  We  might 
somewhat  right  this  natural  wrong  by 
sharing  our  plenty  with  them.  We  might 
encourage  them  to  find  an  outlet  from 
their  misery  in  the  undeveloped  regions 
under  our  control.  Until  we  do,  we  can- 
not— in  the  name  of  Justice — ask  them 
to  develop  perfection  and  consent  to 
starve  in  pious  peace.  We  have  refused 
to  recognize  their  “racial  equality”  and 
so  cannot  expect  moral  superiority. 

We  could  greatly  relieve  the  pressure 
on  China  if  we  were  unselfishly  willing 
to  allow  Japan  to  expand  in  our  direc- 
tion, to  our  detriment.  But  this  is 
hardly  “practical  politics.”  Unless  we 
want  to  “smash”  Japan,  we  must  facili- 
tate her  commercial  access  to  China. 


There  is  a workable  distinction  between 
political  and  economic  penetration.  If 
the  “Twenty-one  Demands”  were  sub- 
mitted to  the  Hague  Tribunal,  there  ' 
would  be  unanimity  in  dividing  most  of 
them  into  one  or  the  other  category.  A 
few  of  the  demands  lie  too  close  to  the 
dividing-line  for  unanimous  decision. 

But  it  was  for  just  such  cases  that  arbi- 
tration was  invented. 

Without  any  attempt  to  apply  to 
Japan  a rule  we  refuse  to  recognize  when 
applied  to  us,  we  can  insist  on  the  ful- 
filment of  her  various  pledges  to  respect 
the  political  sovereignty  and  territorial 
integrity  of  China.  A sound  policy  for 
us  is  to  veto  all  of  the  demands  which 
infringe  on  the  political  rights  of  China 
and  so  violate  formal  agreements  with 
us.  But  such  action  is  negative,  and  to 
be  equitable  requires  positive  support  of 
the  economic  projects  which  are  neces- 
sary to  Japan’s  industrial  life,  which  are 
similar  to  those  enjoyed  by  us  and  other 
nations  in  China  and  elsewhere. 

That  such  a policy  has  its  dangers 
goes  without  saying.  The  Chinese  have 
reason  to  “view  with  alarm”  the  covet- 
ousness of  other  and  stronger  nations. 
Economic  concessions  wrung  from  weak- 
er nations  have  generally  been  the 
prelude  to  political  absorption.  The 
French  pindration  pacijique  of  Morocco, 
the  British  action  in  South  Africa  are 
classic  examples. 

But  in  neither  of  these  cases  was  there 
any  outside  control,  any  “organized 
major  force”  to  see  justice  done.  As  the 
League  of  Nations  develops  this  impar- 
tial overpowering  force,  it  will  find  plenty 
of  work — not  only  as  between  China  and 
Japan,  but  in  a hundred  other  corners  of 
the  globe.  If  the  League  fails,  China 
will  not  be  the  only  weak  nation  left  to 
the  mercy  of  the  strong. 

China  refused  to  sign  the  Treaty  of 
Versailles  because  she  did  not  get  all  she 
wanted.  The  teeth  and  claws  of  her 
recently  acquired  “hereditary  enemy” 
were  not  pulled.  Japan  was  not  pun- 
ished for  being  stronger  and  better  or- 
ganized. But,  in  spite  of  her  protest, 
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■China’s  gains  from  the  Peace  Conference 
are  considerable.  Her  distressing  dia- 
logue with  Japan  is  over.  While  the 
Japanese  have  not  promised  to  set  us 
all  an  example  in  international  righteous- 
ness, they  have,  by  adhering  to  the 
Covenant  of  the  League,  pledged  them- 
selves to  accept  the  standard  which  the 
Christian  nations  have  evolved  for  their 
own  guidance.  And  a very  real  step  in 
advance  was  made  at  Paris.  The  custom, 
which  allowed  the  strong  to  define  their 
own  “rights”  in  relation  to  the  weak, 
was  outlawed.  If  the  League  gains 
strength,  it  will  be  impossible  to  “local- 
ize” such  disputes,  as  Austria  wished  to 
do  in  her  affair  with  Serbia.  The  more 
people  concerned  in  any  agreement,  the 
better  chance  it  has  to  live. 

We  have  a right  to  insist  that  Japan 
respect  her  pledges.  But  we  haven’t  a 
leg  to  stand  on,  in  any  attempt  to  pre- 
vent the  purely  commercial  expansion  of 
the  Japanese  in  China.  Their  Foreign 
Office  knows  a great  deal  more  about 
our  mercantile  ventures  in  Central 
America  than  most  of  us  do.  We  cannot 
pretend  to  protect  the  Chinese  from 
commercial  exploitation  by  the  Japan- 
ese, when  we  are  unwilling  or  unable  to 
protect  our  nearer  neighbors  from  the 
greed  of  our  own  capitalistic  interests. 

We  may  not  be  conscious  of  making 
■up  our  minds  in  this  matter,  but  within 
a decade  or  so  all  the  world  will  know 
that  we,  as  a nation,  have  decided  to 
befriend  Japan  or  bully  her.  It  is  hard 
to  conceive  a middle  course. 

To-day  the  browbeating  would  be 
rather  easy.  In  every  way  we  are  so 
much  the  stronger.  We  could  probably 
veto  every  one  of  Japan’s  projects  of 
expansion,  by  the  mere  threat  of  war. 
It  would  be  wiser  for  her  to  submit  and 


continue  to  starve — until  she  could  find 
allies. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  enlist  a cor- 
poral’s guard  in  America  for  a frank 
campaign  to  strangle  Japan.  With  prac- 
tical unanimity  we  want  peace.  Peace  in 
Europe.  Peace  on  our  southern  border. 
Peace  on  the  Pacific.  But  it  will  take 
hard  work,  consistent  effort — eternal 
vigilance — to  realize  the  dream.  The 
friendship  of  Japan  is  a necessary  ele- 
ment. 

We,  like  all  the  world,  are  somewhat 
saddened  by  the  Treaty  of  Versailles. 
We  are  not  satisfied.  What  we  really 
wanted  was  a comfortable  assurance 
that  everybody  was  as  fine  as  we  should 
like  to  have  them — as  fine  as  we  should 
like  to  be  ourselves  in  our  better  mo- 
ments. We  have  come  down  to  earth,  to 
a realization  that  an  eloquent  formuliza- 
tion  of  our  new  ideals  of  International 
Organization  is  not  enough.  Before  we 
can  get  them  generally  accepted,  we 
must  patiently  and  persistently  demon- 
strate them.  We  must  bring  our  prac- 
tice up  to  our  professions.  We  must  test 
every  proposal  we  make  by  its  applica- 
tion to  ourselves. 

We  cannot  win  the  friendship  of  Japan 
with  words.  We  must  deal  justly  with 
her.  We  must  co-operate  with  her  in 
working  out  plans  for  her  national  well- 
being which  do  not  depend  on  the  old 
method  of  brutal  domination,  which  we 
want  to  see  discarded — on  the  kind  of 
diplomacy,  which  she  learned  from  the 
practice  of  Christendom.  If  we  want 
Japan  to  be  more  considerate  to  her 
weaker  neighbor  than  other  nations 
have  been — or  are — we  must  give  her 
active  and  cordial  assistance.  There  is  no 
other  policy  for  us,  if  we  wish  the  Pacific 
Ocean  to  deserve  its  attractive  name. 
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THE  UNIVERSITY— THE  BULWARK  OF  CIVILIZATION 


BY  A.  LAWRENCE  LOWELL 

President  of  Harvard  University 


IN  the  heart  of  ancient  Rome,  by  the 
side  of  the  Via  Sacra,  stood  the  shrine 
of  Vesta  and  the  house  of  the  Vestal 
Virgins.  Here  for  centuries  they  kept 
the  sacred  fire  perpetually  burning  day 
and  night.  They  were  treated  with 
high  public  honors;  for  them  a special 
place  at  the  Colosseum  was  reserved; 
their  privileges  and  precedence  were 
maintained  from  the  early  days,  through 
the  Republic,  and  the  commotions  which 
darkened  its  fall*,  into  the  period  of  the 
Empire  that  ruled  the  whole  known 
world.  They  were,  in  fact,  the  guar- 
dians of  something  constantly  needed  by 
the  civilization  of  their  time.  Fire  was 
a necessity  of  life,  but  difficult  to  pro- 
duce, and  it  was  essential  to  have  a 
place  where  it  could  always  be  found. 

Centuries  later,  in  the  Middle  Ages, 
another  kind  of  institutions  arose  in 
Europe  which  has  also  shown  a marvel- 
ous permanence.  These  institutions 
were  the  universities.  One  of  them 
was  founded  on  the  banks  of  the  Seine, 
at  what  was  then  the  small,  medieval, 
walled  town  of  Paris.  Unbroken,  it 
witnessed  the  change  from  feudal  times 
to  the  centralized  monarchy,  the  wars 
of  religion,  the  strife  of  the  Fronde, 
the  upheaval  of  the  Revolution,  the 
tyranny  of  the  Empire,  and  the  oscil- 
lations of  the  political  pendulum  in  the 
nineteenth  century.  It  not  only  sur- 
vived all  these  shocks,  but  has  kept 
abreast  of  the  growth  of  human  thought 
and  maintained,  even  enhanced,  its  .posi- 
tion and  its  influence.  In  the  same  way, 
Oxford  and  Cambridge  passed  through 
the  Wars  of  the  Roses,  the  convulsions 
of  the  Commonwealth,  the  Restora- 
tion and  the  Revolution  in  the  seven- 
teenth century,  and  later,  the  gradual 
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evolution  of  the  older  forms  of  govern- 
ment into  the  democracy  of  the  present 
day. 

These  are  merely  striking  illustrations 
of  the  permanence  of  universities.  They 
have  endured  for  the  same  reason  as  the 
Temple  of  Vesta,  because  they  kept 
alight  a sacred  fire  needed  by  men. 
The  light  they  guarded  was  that  of 
knowledge,  and  constantly  they  added 
fresh  fuel  to  its  flame.  Without  the 
light  shed  by  scholarship  and  science, 
men  would  be  in  the  dark;  or  rather, 
although  the  light  shines  around  them, 
they  would  not  see.  Sir  Isaac  Newton, 
in  discovering  the  theory  of  gravitation, 
opened  from  his  rooms  in  the  great  court 
of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  the  eyes 
of  men  to  see  the  structure  of  the  uni- 
verse, and  illumined  the  human  under- 
standing. Earlier  still,  Harvey,  in  dis- 
covering the  circulation  of  the  blood, 
made  possible  a wholly  new  departure 
in  the  knowledge  of  medicine.  In  our 
own  day,  Pasteur  taught  the  world  to 
see  bacteria,  or  rather  to  see  their  pres- 
ence and  operation,  to  which  it  had 
hitherto  been  blind.  The  countless  lives 
that  have  been  saved,  the  vast  amount 
of  suffering  avoided  by  making  men 
perceive  the  effects  of  these  microscopic 
forms  of  life,  is  known  to  every  one. 
Chemistry,  at  first  the  plaything  of  the 
curious,  has  in  a little  more  than  a cen- 
tury grown  until  it  has  given  us  control 
over  the  powers  and  resources  of  nature. 
Such  secrets  are  revealed  to-day  mostly 
in  the  universities,  and  almost  wholly 
by  men  trained  within  their  walls.  Nor 
is  there  any  reason  to  suppose  that,  so 
long  as  these  institutions  maintain  their 
vigor,  the  streams  of  new  light  will  be- 
come less.  On  the  contrary,  with  the 
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expansion  of  knowledge,  the  starting- 
points  for  fresh  discoveries  are  greatly 
enlarged. 

Physical  Science  offers  the  most  ob- 
vious examples  of  the  growth  of  knowl- 
edge and  the  light  it  sheds  on  man’s 
life  upon  the  planet;  but  the  service  of 
institutions  of  learning  is  not  less  im- 
portant in  those  matters  which  deal 
with  human  relations.  We  know  little 
of  the  foundations  upon  which  those 
relations  rest,  and  of  the  laws  that 
govern  them.  We  are  apt  to  think  the 
condition  with  which  we  are  familiar 
is  natural  and  necessary,  until  disturb- 
ances, such  as  have  accompanied  and 
still  more  have  followed  this  war,  reveal 
its  insecurity.  Neither  order  nor  prog- 
ress in  the  organization  of  society  can 
be  solid  unless  built  upon  solid  founda- 
tions, and  it  is  important,  therefore, 
that  those  foundations  should  be  con- 
stantly examined  and  their  condition 
reported  to  the  inhabitants  of  the  house. 
But  in  order  to  understand  the  condition 
of  the  substructure  we  must  know  how 
it  was  built. 

Physicians  tell  of  strange  cases  of 
men  who  lose  suddenly  all  recollection 
of  their  previous  lives,  and  who  in  con- 
sequence either  become  senile,  mere 
automata,  or  wander  away,  leading 
strange,  unnatural  lives,  until  something 
brings  back  the  memory  of  their  previ- 
ous existence.  A man  who  should  forget 
his  past  would  become  either  an  immu- 
table creature  of  habit,  or  go  off  wildly 
at  a tangent.  Without  his  own  experi- 
ence, life  would  be  to  him  chartless. 
Now  what  experience  is  to  a man,  the 
knowledge  of  its  past  is  to  a people. 
Without  that,  it  becomes  immobile  or 
unstable.  The  barbarous  races  that 
have  no  scholars  are  unchanging,  un- 
progressive; those  more  civilized,  who 
disregard  them,  have  tried  political  and 
social  experiments  that  have  rarely,  if 
ever,  endured. 


The  main  subject  of  a general  educa- 
tion is,  and  properly  ought  to  be,  what 
the  race  has  been  and  thought  and  done; 
and  the  wider  the  conception  of  the 
race  and  its  doings,  the  broader  and 
more  profound  the  education.  For 
want  of  a better  word,  these  are  com- 
monly called  the  humanities,  because 
they  are  directly  concerned  with  man. 
From  their  nature,  they  furnish  the  chief 
landmarks,  or  points  of  departure,  for 
navigating  the  unknown  sea  of  the  fu- 
ture. The  knowledge  of  these  things 
is  stored  in  books.  Libraries  are  its 
great  depositories.  But  he  is  a rare 
man  who  can  use  a library,  who  can 
really  get  at  its  stores  of  information, 
without  having  been  taught  to  do  so; 
and  it  is  the  institutions  of  higher  learn- 
ing, the  universities  and  colleges,  that 
possess  the  key  and  can  teach  its  use. 

The  wide-spread  belief  in  a coming 
change  of  greater  or  less  magnitude  in 
social  relations  is  not  a reason  for  neg- 
lecting the  study  of  man  and  of  his 
experience  in  the  past.  On  the  con- 
trary, it  should  be  an  incentive  to 
a more  profound  examination  and  a 
wider  diffusion  of  the  knowledge  of 
these  things.  So  long  as  a mariner  keeps 
within  sight  of  land  his  longitude  is  of 
less  importance  to  him;  but  when  he 
puts  out  to  sea  he  ought  to  be  sure 
of  the  exact  point  from  which  he  sails. 
In  times  like  these,  our  people  cannot 
know  too  much  or  too  accurately  about 
where  they  are  and  how  they  got  there. 

Universities  do  two  things.  They 
teach  men  to  open  their  eyes  and  they 
discover  new  things  for  men  to  see. 
The  first  is  essential  for  a civilized,  and 
the  second  for  a progressive,  people. 
Without  seers  to  show  them  what  to 
see,  men  can  perceive  little.  What  is 
it  worth  while  for  a community  to  do 
for  a man  or  an  institution  that  can 
open  the  eyes  of  the  blind — and  all 
men  are  born  mentally  blind? 
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BY  MARY  ELLEN  CHASE 


Xl/HEN  it  was  proposed  in  Dorset 
V V Village  to  raise  the  minister’s  sal- 
ary from  five  hundred  to  six  hundred 
dollars  in  recognition  of  forty  years  of 
faithful  service,  not  a few  parishioners 
were  frankly  and  noisily  skeptical.  Miss 
Drusilla  Means,  salary  solicitor,  led  the 
opposition.  She  declared  the  project 
preposterous. 

“Fifty  dollars  would  be  unheard-of,” 
she  asserted  to  every  pursued  and  capt- 
ured listener,  “but  a hundred’s  nothin’ 
short  o’  sacrilege!  Haven’t  I collected  in 
this  village  for  nigh  onto  twenty  years? 
Don’t  I know  to  a cent  what  each  one  ’ll 
give?  If  my  conscience  would  allow, 
couldn’t  I tell  of  them  that  haven’t  paid 
their  last  year’s  signin’,  and  the  one 
before  that?  Don’t  I know  if  it  wa’n’t 
for  rusticators,  we’d  go  without  the 
gospel  in  Dorset?  And  cornin’  right  now 
just  after  Mis’  Harriet  Norton’s  left  all 
she  had  to  the  Maine  Missionary  Society 
instead  of  to  the  church!  I declare,  I 
don’t  know  what  they’re  thinkin’  of!” 

But  Miss  Drusilla  and  her  followers, 
still  objecting  and  unconvinced,  were 
obliged  to  give  way  before  the  forces  of 
organized  labor.  The  Ladies’  Circle 
proudly  reported  forty  dollars’  surplus 
from  the  last  August  sale;  the  Lookout 
and  Social  committees  of  the  Christian 
Endeavor  Society,  inspired  by  the  en- 
thusiasm of  a recent  convention,  pledged 
twenty-five  dollars  to  be  raised  by  socials 
and  ice-cream  sales;  the  Ladies’  Social 
Libf&ry  heroically  promised  ten,  trust- 
ing to  an  increase  in  the  demand  for 
“shares”;  the  Odd  Fellows,  of  which 
organization  the  Rev.  Phineas  Holt  was 
an  honored  member,  came  forward  with 
a promise  of  fifteen;  finally  the  Village 
Improvement  Society,  breaking  all 


precedent,  voted,  after  a secret  session  of 
the  executive  committee,  to  patch  up 
the  old  flag  and  complete  the  hundred 
dollars. 

Miss  Drusilla,  seeing  in  part  the  actual 
funds,  and  bound  to  respect  the  reliabil- 
ity of  those  to  come,  intrenched  herself 
behind  the  bulwark  of  the  future.  Hope- 
ful as  was  the  prospect  of  the  first  hun- 
dred, how  about  those  to  come?  But 
Dorset,  in  the  main,  refused  to  be  anx- 
ious. Tacitly  understanding  its  own  vil- 
lage psychology,  it  knew  that,  although 
individuals  might  decline  to  sign  sub- 
scription-sheets, they  could  be  lured  in- 
definitely to  ice-cream  sales,  socials,  and 
red-hash  suppers.  Moreover,  it  received 
reassurance  in  the  added  knowledge  that 
the  years  of  the  Rev.  Phineas  Holt  were 
already  well  beyond  threescore  and  ten. 
Even  if,  “by  reason  of  strength,”  they 
should  become  fourscore,  the  time  was 
not  far  off  when  a younger  man  would 
ascend  the  Dorset  pulpit  at  a minimum 
salary.  The  village,  therefore,  glorying 
in  its  triumph,  wrote  its  pastor  by  the 
hand  of  Mrs.  Tobias  Blodgett,  president 
of  the  Ladies’  Circle,  and  looked  ex- 
pectantly forward  to  an  exceptionally 
social  year. 

The  Rev.  Phineas  Holt,  with  his  wife 
Abbie,  was  working  among  the  peren- 
nials in  the  front  yard  when  young  Enos 
Blodgett  brought  his  mother’s  letter. 
The  minister,  leaning  on  his  garden  rake, 
read  it,  passed  his  hand  across  his  eyes  as 
though  to  clear  his  bewildered  vision, 
and  read  it  again.  Abbie,  busy  among 
the  larkspur  with  early  witch-grass,  that 
infester  of  New  England  gardens,  and 
thinking  the  communication  but  a no- 
tice to  be  read  from  to-morrow’s  pulpit, 
did  not  see  his  agitation.  When  she 
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arose  to  straighten  her  tired  back 
Phineas  had  gone.  She  found  him  in  the 
study,  staring  stupidly  at  the  pink  oxalis 
in  the  window-bracket,  and  fumbling 
among  his  pockets  for  a handkerchief. 

While  her  astonished  eyes  attempted 
by  several  readings  to  absorb  the  con- 
tents of  Mrs.  Blodgett’s  letter,  his  mem- 
ory swept  the  long  road  of  hi3  forty  years 
in  Dorset,  whence  he  had  come  after  his 
course  at  Bowdoin  College  and  the  semi- 
nary at  Andover  to  preach  the  gospel  at 
an  annual  salary  of  five  hundred  dollars, 
to  be  supplemented  by  the  parsonage, 
his  firewood,  frequent  invitations  to 
Sunday  dinners,  and  an  occasional  dona- 
tion party.  In  the  earlier  years  of  his 
ministry  there  had  been  “calls”  to 
larger  towns,  and  once  a splendid  open- 
ing in  the  church  at  Belfast;  but  his 
growing  family  and  the  consequent  ex- 
pense of  moving  had  advised — indeed, 
had  almost  seemed  to  dictate,  his  re- 
maining in  Dorset,  where  living  was  less 
expensive  and  social  demands  few. 
Later,  when  they  were  struggling  to  help 
the  boys  at  college,  it  would  have  been 
folly  to  abandon  surety  for  uncertainty. 
Finally  his  heart  anchored  him  to  Dor- 
set. In  lieu  of  salary  increases,  he  ac- 
cepted the  appreciation  of  his  congrega- 
tion, and  the  respect  accorded  him  by 
the  “summer  people”  who  sojourned  on 
the  outskirts  of  Dorset.  For  years  he 
had  believed  himself  the  most  fortunate 
of  men,  even  without  this  unlooked-for 
avalanche  of  good  fortune. 

Abbie,  as  might  be  expected  of  a 
woman  whose  capacities  for  “making 
over”  had  never  been  exhausted,  had 
acquired  a distinctly  utilitarian  and 
pragmatic  tinge  to  her  attitude  toward 
life.  A modern  category  would  place  her 
in  the  list  of  “efficiency”  experts.  Her 
mind,  trained  in  a persistent  school,  now 
at  sixty-five  instinctively  co-ordinated. 
While  Phineas,  vaguely  conscious  of  a 
cataclysmic  change,  still  stared  at  the 
oxalis,  she,  with  a hundred  dollars  extra, 
had  unlocked  and  swung  wide  the  gate 
into  hitherto  forbidden  territory.  Her 
husband  started  suddenly  as  he  saw  her 


on  her  knees  before  the  Franklin  stove. 
With  a pink  slip  folded  carefully  in  the 
palm  of  one  hand,  she  was  tearing  into 
pieces  the  remaining  contents  of  an 
envelope  and  throwing  them  into  the 
grate. 

“I’m  tearing  up  your  letter  to  the 
Tylers,  Phineas,”  she  explained,  in  an- 
swer to  his  startled,  unasked  question. 
“As  I see  it,  the  last  reason  why  you 
can’t  go  is  gone.  Now  this  hundred  dol- 
lars that  we’ve  never  reckoned  on  is 
coming  next  year,  we’re  perfectly  able 
to  pay  a supply  for  two  Sundays.  I don’t 
feel  exactly  right  about  their  sending  the 
check  for  traveling  expenses,  but  I un- 
derstand ’tis  customary  under  some 
circumstances.  I declare,  I don’t  dare 
begin  to  reckon  how  long  it’s  been  since 
you  left  this  town  except  to  local  unions. 
I believe,  on  my  soul,  ’twas  when 
Phineas,  Junior,  graduated;  and  how 
you’ve  kept  from  getting  mossgrown  is 
more  ’n  I can  see.  To-day’s  Saturday. 
You  can  announce  it  to-morrow  and 
leave  Thursday  morning  after  midweek 
prayer-meeting.  That  ’ll  give  you  two 
Sundays,  anyway,  and  for  one  Wednes- 
day night  I guess  we  can  get  along  on 
prayers  and  testimonies.  If  we  can’t” — 
Abbie  paused  for  a moment  to  experi- 
ence a strange  and  pleasurable  thrill  of 
unaccustomed  opulence — “if  we  can’t, 
we  can  get  the  minister  from  Peters- 
port.” 

Finding  her  husband  pliable,  if  uncom- 
municative, Abbie  left  him  in  the  study 
and  went  up-stairs  to  “go  through”  his 
clothes  in  preparation  for  the  New  York 
visit.  No  less  important  pastime  could 
occupy  her  thoughts  on  such  a day. 
From  time  to  time,  as  she  bustled  about, 
opening  and  shutting  drawers  with  a 
vigor  and  energy  which  seemed  somehow 
necessary  in  view  of  existing  circum- 
stances, she  called  belowstairs  to 
Phineas.  His  Prince  Albert  was  in  ex- 
cellent condition,  which  discovery  was 
fortunate,  as  it  would  doubtless  be  his 
chief  wearing-apparel  in  New  York. 

“Seems  almost  as  if  I was  guided, 
Phineas,”  she  called  over  the  banister. 
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“when  I insisted  you  wear  your  second- 
best  black  in  last  winter’s  pulpit.” 

He  needed  a new  shirt,  she  told  him, 
suggesting  a black-and-white  stripe.  His 
underwear  would  do.  Once  she  asked 
him,  half-querulously,  how  it  happened 
that  so  many  of  his  handkerchiefs  were 
daubed  with  ink. 

To  all  of  her  questions  and  comments 
Phineas  returned  no  replies,  or,  at  best, 
unintelligible  ones.  It  was  only  when,  a 
half-hour  later,  she  came  down-stairs  to 
proffer  a suggestion  which  demanded 
immediate  proximity,  that  he  returned 
uncompromisingly  to  the  present. 

“Phineas,”  she  said,  “something’s 
just  come  to  me.  I always  knew  the 
time  would  come  when  your  work 
on  ‘Immersion’  would  be  appreciated. 
There’s  not  a question  in  my  mind  but 
what  there  ’ll  be  a call  for  it  at  that  con- 
ference of  New  York  ministers  that 
Doctor  Tyler  wrote  about.  Where  he’s 
so  high  up  in  the  ministry  himself, 
there’s  sure  to  be  a chance  for  you  to 
read  it,  even  though  it  may  be  too  late 
to  have  it  on  the  regular  program.  At 
all  odds,  you  best  copy  it.  I don’t  be- 
lieve it’s  been  touched  since  you  and 
Reverend  Otis  used  to  argue  the  matter. 
If  not,  it’s  on  the  third  shelf  of  the  book- 
case behind  Jonathan  Edwards.  I never 
change  it  from  spring  to  spring.” 

That  afternoon,  in  the  intervals  be- 
tween callers,  lured  to  the  parsonage  by 
an  irresistible  curiosity,  Abbic  attacked 
her  laden  mending-basket,  while  Phineas 
scratched  away  busily  at  his  desk,  tran- 
scribing on  many  clean  sheets  of  paper 
a treatise  entitled  “Immersion — A Doc- 
trine without  Scriptural  Basis.” 

Sunday  morning  marked  a mile-stone 
in  Dorset.  Not  for  years  had  there  been 
read  from  the  pulpit  two  announcements 
of  such  consuming  interest  as  those 
which  preceded  the  morning’s  sermon. 
The  first  was  not  unexpected.  In  fact, 
the  atmosphere  of  the  church  was  preg- 
nant with  an  anticipation  which  found 
satisfaction  in  the  grateful,  broken  ex- 
pression of  the  minister’s  gratitude.  But 
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the  way  had  not  been  prepared  for  the 
second.  Abbie,  alive  to  latent  dramatic 
possibilities,  had  guarded  the  secret 
from  callers  of  Saturday  afternoon  and 
evening,  and  it  burst  upon  the  Dorset 
congregation  with  all  that  dazed  poig- 
nancy of  an  extra  thrill  when  one  is  sur- 
feited already.  That  their  minister, 
through  the  generosity  of  the  Reverend 
Doctor  Tyler  and  through  their  own  re- 
cent kindness  which  rendered  a “ supply  ” 
possible,  should  be  enabled  to  spend  a 
fortnight  as  the  guest  of  the  Tyler  fam- 
ily, which,  with  the  various  accouter- 
ments of  the  obviously  wealthy,  had  for 
years  sojourned  on  the  outskirts  of 
Dorset,  was  an  announcement  calcu- 
lated to  stimulate  all  the  dormant  pride 
and  imagination  of  his  congregation. 
Abbie,  from  her  seat  in  the  choir-loft, 
whence  she  had  gone  to  superintend  a 
new  boy  who  was  pumping  the  organ, 
congratulated  herself  that  she  had  en- 
couraged Phineas  to  neglect  the  last  re- 
hearsal of  his  sermon  in  the  interest  of 
Immersion.  It  was  clear  to  her  practised 
eye  that  few  were  listening. 

In  the  interim  between  Sunday  morn- 
ing and  the  minister’s  departure  on  the 
Thursday-morning  stage  one  might, 
with  all  due  justice,  term  Dorset  conver- 
sation circumscribed.  Contributions  as 
to  the  Tylers’  mode  of  living  and  their 
status  in  New  York  society  were  ac- 
cepted from  all  sources  with  more  regard 
for  interest  than  for  veracity.  Miss 
Drusilla  Means,  anxious  to  escape  the 
recent  anathema  of  “wet-blanket,”  an- 
swered Dorset’s  puzzled  inquiry  as  to 
how  a minister  could  possess  both  wealth 
and  social  prestige  by  announcing  that 
the  wealth  belonged  to  Mrs.  Tyler, 
whose  father  was  the  Governor  of  some 
Western  state — she  surmised  Ohio.  As 
for  Abbie,  secure  in  the  knowledge  that 
Phineas ’s  clothes  were  ready  for  the 
suit-case  (which  had  been  willingly  lent 
by  the  preceptor  of  the  Academy),  she 
dwelt  in  that  state  of  blissful  anticipa- 
tion which  can  be  enjoyed  only  when 
details  are  over. 
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The  minister  left  on  Thursday — May 
21st,  observed  Miss  Drusilla,  as  she 
marked  the  date  on  her  calendar,  after 
watching  the  last  cloud  of  dust  mingle 
with  the  sunlight.  Abbie,  waving  with 
her  apron  until  the  stage  rounded  the 
comer,  felt  suddenly  glad  that  she  had 
left  the  ironing  for  Thursday.  The  tone 
with  which  she  replied  to  Mrs.  Tobias 
Blodgett,  who,  as  befitting  her  position, 
had  come  to  say  good-by,  was,  however, 
distinctly  matter-of-fact.  Mrs.  Blodgett 
had  expressed  regret  that  Abbie  had  not 
accompanied  her  husband. 

“Women  haven’t  any  means  of  cover- 
ing up  what  they  haven’t  got  in  the  way 
of  clothes.  Style  is  kinder  to  men.  If  it 
wa’n’t,  I’d  have  been  slow  to  let  Mr. 
Holt  go.” 

Throughout  the  seven-mile  drive  to 
Stetson,  while  he  sat,  wrapped  in  coat 
and  muffler  beside  Simeon  Small,  the 
stage-driver,  the  Rev.  Phineas  Holt  at- 
tempted vainly  to  grasp  the  idea  that  he 
was  going  away.  Try  as  he  would  to 
reach  New  York,  he  could  not  get  be- 
yond the  East  Dorset  post-office,  where 
they  stopped  to  sort  the  mail,  or  the  pink 
sheep-Sorrel  which  smiled  against  the 
gray  rocks  of  numberless  pastures  punc- 
tuating the  woodland  stretches. 

Once  on  the  train,  he  gave  up  trying, 
and  dedicated  himself  exclusively  to  the 
present,  stifling  any  vague  notion  of 
future  self-consciousness  which  not  in- 
frequently assailed  him.  He  chatted 
pleasantly  with  a school-teacher  who 
shared  his  seat,  and  who  was  finishing 
the  spring  term  in  the  Academy  at 
Athens.  He  deplored  the  passing  of 
Greek,  recalled  the  days  when  Homer 
was  construed  in  every  Maine  academy, 
and  cautioned  her  against  the  neglect  of 
Latin  and  ancient  history.  When  she 
left  to  change  trains,  he  welcomed  the 
overflow  from  a large  family  of  children 
who  crowded  the  seat  behind  him;  and 
at  supper-time  he  was  so  fortunate  as  to 
share  the  remainder  of  Abbie’s  sand- 
wiches and  crumpets  with  a fellow-min- 
ister homeward-bound  from  a Sunday- 
school  convention.  When  the  lamps  were 


lighted  and  he  was  alone  again,  he  turned 
to  “Immersion”  as  a refuge  from  his 
thoughts. 

It  was  nearly  midnight  when  he 
reached  New  York.  The  noise  and  bus- 
tle of  the  great  terminal  climaxed  the  be- 
wilderment which  had  swept  over  him 
since  the  city  lights  began  by  thousands 
to  slash  the  fast-moving  darkness  out- 
side his  train.  Following  the  crowd,  so 
sure  of  itself,  he  reached  the  great  ro- 
tunda of  the  station,  where  he  halted,  as 
he  had  been  told  to  do  by  a letter  from 
his  host.  There  some  one  was  to  meet 
him.  Standing  under  the  great  lights, 
his  suit-case  in  one  hand,  his  big  um- 
brella and  precious  portfolio  containing 
“ Immersion  ” in  the  other,  he  became 
vaguely  conscious  of  having  forgotten 
something.  He  looked  at  his  luggage, 
holding  it  out  carefully  and  at  arm’s- 
length  to  see  what  was  missing.  It  was 
all  there.  Then  his  confused  brain  re- 
membered. He  had  forgotten  Abbie’s 
last  injunction  to  remove  the  muffler! 

Before  he  could  make  up  his  mind  to 
drop  his  belongings  in  order  to  attend  to 
the  offending  muffler,  a clean-cut  young 
man  in  a gray  suit  and  cap  hurried  up  to 
'him,  quite  as  unerring  in  his  aim  as 
though  the  number  of  persons  about 
were  twenty  instead  of  hundreds. 

“Doctor  Tyler’s  guest,  sir?”  he  asked, 
touching  his  cap,  while  his  other  hand 
reached  for  the  baggage.  Then,  as 
though  a reply  were  unnecessary,  he  led 
the  minister,  who  had  tremulously  in- 
sisted upon  carrying  the  portfolio, 
through  the  crowd  to  the  outside  of  the 
station  and  into  a waiting  automobile. 

A partial  return  of  self-confidence 
came  to  the  guest  as  he  stuffed  the 
muffler  into  his  coat  pocket  and  sank 
back  upon  the  cushioned  seat.  After  an 
interval  of  a few  moments,  not  wishing 
to  appear  uncommunicative,  he  reached 
across  the  space  between  him  and  the 
seat  in  front,  and  tapped  the  astonished 
driver  on  the  shoulder  with  his  umbrella. 

“I  trust  the  family  is  well,  sir?”  he 
asked. 

The  smiling  driver  believed  it  was. 
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They  stopped  in  a brilliantly  lighted 
street  before  a brownstone  house,  at  the 
door  of  which  the  guest  was  delivered 
into  the  charge  of  a black-clad,  obsequi- 
ous individual,  who  presented  the  com- 
pliments of  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Tyler.  They 
had  been  unavoidably  detained.  Would 
he  please  to  await  them  in  the  library? 

It  was  after  one  o’clock  when  the  old 
man,  who,  in  spite  of  himself,  had  been 
dozing  in  a great  chair,  felt  a hand  upon 
his  shoulder.  He  started  and  stared 
sheepishly.  For  an  instant  he  thought 
that  Abbie  had  caught  him  napping  over 
his  sermon.  Then  he  recovered  himself 
and  sprang  to  his  feet  to  greet  his  host 
and  hostess,  who,  in  apologetic  tones, 
deplored  the  sudden  need  of  their  ab- 
sence on  the  night  of  his  arrival.  They 
asked  about  Dorset,  the  people  there 
whom  they  knew,  the  church,  whether 
there  had  been  an  early  spring  and  much 
winter  sickness  (Mrs.  Tyler  wondered  at 
the  close  what  else  there  would  be  to 
ask)  before  calling  the  black-clad  person 
who  showed  him  to  his  room.  There,  in 
a high-posted  mahogany  bed,  whose 
white  counterpanes  and  sheets  had  been 
fortunately  prearranged  for  his  occu- 
pancy, he  fell  at  last  asleep  to  dream 
that  Abbie  and  Mrs.  Tobias  Blodgett 
had  fallen  out  over  raising  the  price  of 
circle  suppers  to  twenty  cents. 

A habit  of  fifty  years  awoke  him  at 
six  o’clock,  though  breakfast,  he  had 
been  told,  was  served  at  nine.  He  stayed 
in  bed  as  long  as  he  could,  impelled  by 
the  desire  to  be  strictly  in  keeping  with 
his  new  environment.  At  six-thirty  he 
was  assailed  by  the  remembrance  that 
he  had  left  the  key  to  the  study  clock  in 
the  pocket  of  his  every-day  vest;  at 
seven  he  pictured  Abbie  taking  out  the 
ashes,  realizing  suddenly  that  he  had 
forgotten  to  tell  her  about  the  handle  of 
the  pan,  which  was  loose  and  uncertain; 
at  seven-thirty  he  could  remain  in  bed 
no  longer. 

He  felt  a boyish  desire  to  try  the  tub, 
in  his  private  bath,  but  was  deterred 
partly  from  a fear  of  awaking  others  in 
the  house,  partly  from  a diffidence  tow- 
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ard  experimenting  so  early  in  his  visit. 
He  bathed,  therefore,  in  the  manner  pre- 
scribed by  Dorset  necessity,  dressed  in 
his  second-best  black,  and  sat  down  with 
a tablet  and  pencil  from  his  portfolio  to 
write  to  Abbie.  He  smiled  with  a sud- 
den flash  of  humor  when  he  hesitated  as 
to  how  to  address  the  envelope.  When 
the  letter  was  finished,  addressed,  and 
stamped,  he  discovered,  upon  an  explora- 
tion tour  of  his  room,  a quantity  of 
stationery  ready  for  his  use  in  the  ma- 
hogany desk,  whereupon  he  labori- 
ously copied  his  letter  on  heavy  mottled 
paper,  topped  with  the  Tyler  crest,  and 
engraved  with  the  New  York  address. 

At  breakfast  he  consoled  himself  in  the 
midst  of  his  ill-concealed  confusion  with 
the  thought  that  this  strangeness  which 
enveloped  him,  this  choking  sensation 
which  came  upon  him  at  frequent  inter- 
vals, must  be  of  short  duration  and 
would  soon  pass  away.  But  it  clung  to 
him  persistently,  and  followed  him  even 
into  the  automobile,  which,  breakfast 
being  over  and  the  various  members  of 
the  family  dispersed  to  meet  again  at 
dinner,  came  to  take  him  and  the  doctor 
on  a sight-seeing  trip.  When,  in  the 
early  afternoon,  they  met  Mrs.  Tyler 
and  a volunteer  social  worker  in  horn- 
rimmed glasses  for  luncheon  at  the 
Waldorf,  he  had  obtained  a dazed  im- 
pression of  the  city,  from  the  gray  mist  of 
which  certain  memories  shone  in  clearer 
light — Grant’s  Tomb,  the  Cathedral  of 
St.  John  the  Divine,  and  a confused  cor- 
ner at  the  juncture  of  crowded  streets 
where  a great  sign  recalled  to  him  even- 
ings in  which  he  and  Abbie  had  studied 
a pictorial  catalogue  for  prices  of  under- 
wear and  stockings. 

Luncheon  over,  they  went  to  the  con- 
ference in  which  Abbie  had  placed  so 
many  hopes.  Acting  upon  her  injunc- 
tion, he  had  carried  with  him  his  port- 
folio in  case  there  might  be  a request  for 
some  “remarks”  from  him.  There  was 
no  such  invitation,  and,  had  there  been, 

“ Immersion  ” would  not  have  served. 
For  after  two  hours  of  the  conference  he 
became  conscious,  as  though  a sudden 
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light  had  hurt  and  blurred  his  vision, 
that  immersion,  with  many  another 
gospel  tenet  still  in  vogue  in  Dorset, 
was  here  distinctly  out  of  date.  It  might 
do  as  a subject  for  discussion  between 
him  and  the  Rev.  Rinaldo  Otis,  Baptist 
minister  of  Petersport,  as  they  ate  their 
sandwiches  at  some  county  Sunday- 
school  picnic,  but  here  it  was  a non- 
essential.  Indeed,  the  conference  had 
been  opened  by  a prayer  of  thanksgiving 
that  all  such  non-essentials  of  doctrine 
had  faded  away  in  the  light  of  clearer 
vision,  and  that  they  had  met  together 
as  one  man,  dedicated  to  the  civic  wel- 
fare of  the  city.  That  evening,  before  he 
put  on  his  Prince  Albert  for  dinner,  the 
minister  hid  the  portfolio  beneath  a pile 
of  clothing  in  the  preceptor’s  suit-case. 

Dinner  was  an  ordeal  upon  which  he 
had  never  reckoned,  and  the  glamour 
of  which,  so  enjoyed  in  imagination  by 
the  ladies  of  Dorset,  faded  before  the 
choking  sensation  which  again  attacked 
him.  There  were  guests  who,  from  the 
vantage-ground  of  culture  and  social 
position,  tried  honestly,  if  ineffectually, 
to  go  back  and  meet  this  “quaint  old 
gentleman  ” at  their  hostess’s  right.  He, 
in  his  turn,  vaguely  conscious  of  the 
chasm,  strove  to  push  himself  forward. 
But  they  could  not  meet.  Seeing  them, 
one  might  recall  the  shades  who,  from 
the  banks  of  the  Styx,  extend  never- 
touching  hands  to  those  reaching  in  vain 
from  the  opposite  shore. 

Saturday — another  day  of  sight-seeing 
and  of  puzzled  hours  at  the  conference — 
there  was  a letter  from  Abbie.  Phineas 
read  it  eagerly,  sitting  by  his  windows 
which  looked  out  over  other  brownstone 
houses.  She  wrote  of  the  Ladies’  Circle. 
It  had  been  the  usual  success.  Elvina 
Osgood  was  a good  entertainer.  Deacon 
Stover  was  not  prepared  to  say  grace,  as 
he  should  have  been,  knowing  of  the 
minister’s  absence,  and  blundered  con- 
siderably. Abbie  dreaded  the  “supply” 
on  Sunday,  and  hoped  the  choir  would 
not  disgrace  itself.  She  was  well. 

“Where  did  you  put  the  almanac, 
Phineas?”  said  a postscript.  “There’s  a 
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dozen  inquiring  about  the  weather  for 
Memorial  Day.” 

The  minister  folded  the  letter  and  put 
it  in  the  envelope.  Then  he  drew  it  out, 
unfolded  it,  and  read  it  again.  Finally, 
when  he  dressed  for  dinner,  he  trans- 
ferred it  from  his  second-best  black  to 
his  Prince  Albert.  Remembering  vividly 
last  night’s  experience,  he  realized  his 
need  of  tangible  help. 

It  was  at  breakfast  on  Sunday  that 
his  host  invited  him  to  make  the  morn- 
ing prayer  in  the  pulpit  of  his  Fifth 
Avenue  church.  The  Rev.  Phineas  Holt, 
somewhat  more  at  home  than  before  in 
the  less  hurried,  guestless  atmosphere, 
and  anxious  to  compensate  Abbie  for  her 
disappointment  over  his  failure  to  win 
honor  by  “ Immersion,”  accepted  the  in- 
vitation, and  hurried  with  some  trepida- 
tion to  change  his  black  tie  for  a white 
one.  With  far  greater  trepidation,  an 
hour  later,  he  preceded  the  Rev.  Doctor 
Tyler  from  the  door  of  his  study  into 
the  pulpit  of  the  great  church,  and 
looked  out  over  the  heads  of  hundreds. 
His  host  had  proffered  a robe,  and  he 
had  donned  it,  more  for  Abbie’s  sake 
than  for  his  own. 

When  the  time  came  for  the  morning 
prayer,  his  heart  was  in  Dorset.  He  was 
wondering  how  the  “supply”  was  get- 
ting on,  and  hoping  that  the  people  had 
turned  out  well  to  hear  him.  The  words 
of  his  host  broke  like  an  intruding  wedge 
into  his  reverie. 

“My  friend,  the  Reverend  Phineas 
Holt  of  Dorset,  Maine,  will  offer  the 
morning  prayer.” 

The  New  York  congregation,  Presby- 
terian in  doctrine,  was  Episcopal  in  atti- 
tude; and  when  the  Dorset  minister, 
stumbling  a little  in  his  robe,  reached 
the  pulpit  and  raised  his  hands  in  bless- 
ing, he  looked  out  upon  a host  of  bent 
or  kneeling  figures.  The  sudden  and  un- 
accustomed change  in  posture  confused 
him,  and  he  hesitated.  Conscious  that 
somehow  he  lacked  the  source  of  supply, 
his  eyes  still  swept  the  congregation. 
He  was  looking  for  inspiration  as  he  had 
looked  unfailingly  for  years;  but  no 
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Miss  Billings,  teacher  of  the  Dorset 
grammar-school,  suggested  from  the 
front  pew  a prayer  for  the  minds  of  chil- 
dren; no  well-known,  vacant  seats  called 
to  mind  the  sick  of  the  parish,  no  famil- 
iar face  recalled  some  village  tragedy, 
not  yet  healed.  Baffled  and  self-con- 
scious, yet  aware  that  his  hand  was  at 
the  plow,  he  began  to  quote  from  the 
prayers  of  others,  verses  of  Scripture, 
meaningless  snatches  of  hymns.  The 
conference  coming  to  his  aid,  he  asked 
for  the  betterment  of  living  conditions, 
for  nation-wide  prohibition,  for  cleaner 
politics,  for  the  Governor  of  New  York. 
His  voice  fumbled  among  the  unaccus- 
tomed phrases,  and  there  was  no  anxiety 
in  his  petitions.  They  were  as  formal 
and  meaningless  as  the  words  that 
clothed  them,  and  Abbie  would  have 
noted  an  unmistakable  tone  of  relief  in 
the  Amen. 

When  he  had  once  more  regained  his 
seat,  he  was  conscious  of  a kind  of  sur- 
render to  himself.  He  no  longer  strove 
against  the  sinking  weight,  which  baffled 
diagnosis,  in  the  region  of  his  heart,  and 
the  choking  sensation  which  seized  him 
whenever  he  thought  of  Dorset.  Recog- 
nizing both  as  his  superior  adversaries, 
he  yielded  the  field  with  no  final  struggle. 
But  with  the  recognition  and  surrender 
there  came  sweeping  relentlessly  over 
him  the  realization  that  retreat  was  im- 
possible. Could  he  be  so  ungracious  as 
to  frame  an  excuse  to  his  host  and  host- 
ess— his  fear  for  Abbie’s  rheumatism  in 
the  recent  damp  weather  (and  it  must 
be  granted  that  in  hours  past  such  an 
excuse  had  slyly  encroached  itself  upon 
his  consciousness) — could  he  thus  un- 
gratefully terminate  his  fortnight’s  stay, 
he  would  not  for  Dorset  and  for  Abbie, 
who  was  so  glorying  in  this  New  York 
visit.  For  ten  days  more  he  must  wan- 
der by  the  waters  of  Babylon,  as  out  of 
place  as  a single  untutored  Israelite  in 
the  courts  of  Pharaoh.  He  did  not  hear 
a word  of  the  Reverend  Doctor  Tyler’s 
timely  sermon,  to  which  Abbie  had  so 
charged  him  to  listen.  At  the  close  of  the 
service  he  stood  dutifully  by  the  doctor 
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and  shook  hands  with  semes  of  person- 
ages who,  as  they  hurried  to  waiting 
automobiles,  told  one  another  what  a 
“dear,  funny  old  fellow”  he  was. 

Tuesday,  which  came  dragging  on  the 
heels  of  reluctant  Monday,  saw  him  in 
the  Zoological  Gardens  at  the  Bronx, 
whence  Mrs.  Tyler  had  suggested,  in 
desperation,  that  he  go  in  company  with 
the  youngest  Tyler  boy,  less  sophisti- 
cated and  particular  as  to  his  associates 
than  his  older  brothers.  There,  for  the 
first  time  during  his  stay,  he  met  him- 
self, and  found  him  the  former  pleasant 
associate.  Returning  just  before  dinner, 
he  found  Abbie’s  letter,  and  carried  it 
hastily  to  his  room  with  all  the  eagerness 
of  forty  years  before.  As  he  read  it, 
there  came  before  his  startled,  bewil- 
dered eyes  the  vision  of  Paul  and  Silas 
and  their  broken  shackles  in  the  prison 
at  Phillippi. 

The  letter  was  brief  and  to  the  point. 

“The  supply  will  not  be  here  next 
Sunday,”  Abbie  wrote,  “but  we  can  get 
along,  of  course,  even  if  the  church 
hasn’t  been  closed  a Sunday  morning 
for  forty  years.” 

In  his  eagerness  Phineas  almost 
omitted  the  postscript  in  which  Abbie 
had  known  all  along  they  would  ask  him, 
if  not  to  preach,  at  least  to  pray  in  the 
New  York  church.  He  felt  like  one  who, 
following  for  hours  a circuitous  footpath, 
comes  suddenly  upon  the  freedom  of 
open  country.  Then  something  seemed 
to  come  rushing  back  to  him — a mighty 
force,  banishing  embarrassment  and 
vague  discomfort,  and  transfiguring 
mere  relief  at  the  means  of  escape.  It 
was  his  own  identity,  returning  with  the 
blessed  knowledge  that  he  was  needed 
in  his  own  place.  His  host  and  hostess 
were  astonished  at  the  briskness  of  his 
step  on  the  stairs  and  the  light  in  his  eyes 
when,  quite  unembarrassed,  he  greeted 
them  at  dinner  and  explained  to  them 
why  an  earlier  return  to  Dorset  was 
necessary.  They  demurred  at  Wednes- 
day— Friday  would  give  ample  time; 
but  he  reminded  them  of  a sermon  to  be 
prepared,  adding,  with  a gift  of  geniality 
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which  amazed  even  himself,  that  he, 
they  must  remember,  was  no  silver- 
tongued  New  York  preacher. 

Abbie  met  the  Wednesday-evening 
stage  with  a surety  bom  of  forty  years 
with  Phineas,  of  the  ability  to  read  be- 
tween the  lines  of  his  daily  letters,  and 
of  some  practical  reckoning  as  to  just 
when  he  had  received  her  message  con- 
cerning the  “supply.”  As  she  helped 
him  with  his  baggage  and  followed  him 
into  the  parsonage,  she  was  strangely 
aware  of  something  escaping  from  her, 
like  a child  who  tries  to  hold  sunlight 
within  his  closed  fingers.  But  she  hero- 
ically maintained  her  reserve,  fortified 
by  custom  and  by  the  knowledge  that 
she  must  play  a difficult  part  before 
Phineas ’s  certain  questions.  In  the  pan- 
try, whence  she  had  retreated  to  take  up 
the  biscuits,  she  wiped  her  eyes  surrep- 
titiously with  her  apron,  but  stopped 
when  she  heard  her  husband’s  step  in  the 
kitchen.  He  followed  her  back  and  forth 
as  she  put  supper  on  the  table. 

After  a tremulous,  grace,  Phineas, 
feigning  surprise  tinged  with  indigna- 
tion as  a safe  vehicle  for  expression, 
asked  about  the  supply. 

“It’s  strange — his  backing  out,”  he 
said.  “ What  was  the  matter?” 

Abbie  bent  over  a teacup  to  remove  an 
imaginary  speck. 

“I  asked  no  questions,  Phineas,”  she 
answered.  “He  won’t  be  here,  that’s 
all. 

“ Howjabout  * Immersion  ’ ?”  she  asked, 
in  her  turn.  “ You  never  mentioned  it  in 
your  letters.  How’d  it  take  with  the 
conference?” 

Phineas  cleared  his  throat,  as  he  added 
to  the  supply  of  jelly  already  on  his 
plate. 

“They  were  very  busy  at  the  confer- 
ence,” he  explained.  “They  didn’t — get 
to  it,  Abbie.” 

Reading  his  face,  she  stifled  the  disap- 
pointment, touched  with  indignation, 
which  she  felt,  as  one  loses  all  but 


tenderness  with  a child  who  has  been 
hurt. 

“Well,”  she  returned,  briskly  and  en- 
couragingly, “there’s  sure  to  be  another 
time.  Now  you  and  Doctor  Tyler  are 
such  good  friends,  he’ll  doubtless  want 
to  hear  it  this  summer.  I’m  glad  it’s 
ready  when  the  call  comes.” 

Sunday  morning  they  walked  to 
church  more  slowly  than  usual.  Phineas 
seemed  prone  to  pause  and  look  at  things 
— the  bursting  buds  of  Miss  Drusilla’s 
lilacs,  the  shadow  of  a columbine  on  the 
sunlit  road,  the  promise  of  daisies  and 
butter-cups  in  the  lengthening  grass. 
With  his  cane  he  called  Abbie’s  attention 
to  the  summit  of  the  hill  where  a tree, 
laden  with  apple-blossoms,  seemed  to 
touch  a blue  sky. 

Once  in  his  accustomed  place  behind 
the  great  mahogany  pulpit,  he  looked 
forth  upon  his  congregation.  Here  there 
was  no  fear  that  he  would  lack  inspira- 
tion for  his  prayer.  Miss  Billings  was 
there  in  the  front  pew.  Behind  her  and 
two  pews  to  the  right  sat  Mrs.  Nathan 
Pendleton,  whose  only  son  had  been  lost 
years  ago  off  the  Banks.  It  was  for  her 
he  always  remembered  those  “that  go 
down  to  the  sea  in  ships,  that  do  busi- 
ness in  great  waters.”  The  unknown 
trouble  which  some  months  ago  had  sent 
Miss  Hope  Davis  home  from  Boston 
impelled  him  to  pray  for  those  whose 
sorrows  are  hid  in  secret.  Young  Will- 
iam Prentiss,  sitting  with  his  father  on 
the  center  aisle,  would  enter  college  in 
September.  He  needed  prayer,  as  did 
all  boys  and  girls  who  must  go  away 
from  home. 

The  swift  shadows  of  passing  swal- 
lows fell  aslant  the  Bushrod  Hinckley 
window  as  he  rose  to  read  the  morning 
lesson. 

“‘The  palaces  shall  be  forsaken;  the 
multitude  of  the  city  shall  be  left;  . . . 
and  my  people  shall  dwell  in  a peaceful 
habitation,  and  in  sure  dwellings,  and  in 
quiet  resting-places.’” 
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BY  HARRY  A.  FRANCK 

Author  of  A Vagabond  Journey  Around  the  World.  Vagabonding  Down  the  Andes,  Etc. 


MY  Bavarian  tramp  ended  at  Wei- 
mar. Circumstances  required  that 
I return  to  Berlin  at  once.  Trains 
are  never  too  certain  in  war-time,  how- 
ever, and  I decided  to  leave  the  delay- 
provoking  earth  and  take  to  the  air. 

There  was  a regular  airplane  mail 
service  between  Weimar  and  Berlin, 
three  times  a day  in  each  direction, 
with  room  for  a passenger  or  two  on 
each  trip.  The  price — 450  marks — was 
high,  but  it  would  have  been  several 
times  more  so  for  those  unable  to  buy 
their  marks  at  the  foreign  rate  of  ex- 
change. A swift  military  automobile 
called  for  me  at  the  hotel  next  morning, 
picking  up  a captain  in  mufti  next  door, 
who  welcomed  me  in  a manner  befitting 
the  ostensible  fatness  of  my  purse.  On 
the  way  to  the  flying-field,  several  miles 
out,  we  gathered  two  youthful  lieuten- 
ants in  civilian  garb  and  slouchy  caps, 
commonplace  in  appearance  as  profes- 
sional truck-drivers.  The  captain  in- 
troduced me  to  them,  emphasizing  my 
nationality,  and  stating  that  they  were 
the  pilot  ami  pathfinder,  respective- 
ly, who  were  to  accompany  me  on  my 
journey.  They  raised  their  caps  and 
bowed  ceremoniously.  The  pilot  had 
taken  part  in  seven  raids  on  Paris  and 
four  on  London,  but  the  biplane  that 
was  already  fanning  the  air  in  its  eager- 
ness to  be  off  had  seen  service  only  on 
the  Eastern  front.  It  still  bore  all  the 
military  markings  and  a dozen  patched 
bullet-holes  in  wings  and  tail.  The  cap- 
tain turned  me  over  to  a middle-aged 
woman  in  an  anteroom  of  the  hangar, 
who  tucked  me  solicitously  into  a flying- 
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suit,  that  service  being  included  in  the 
price  of  the  trip. 

Flying  has  become  so  commonplace 
an  experience  that  this  simple  journey 
warrants  perhaps  no  more  space  than  a 
train  ride.  Being  my  own  first  depar- 
ture from  the  solid  earth,  however,  it 
took  on  a personal  interest  that  was  en- 
hanced by  the  ruthlessness  with  which 
my  lawman  impressions  were  shattered. 
I had  always  supposed,  for  instance,  that 
passengers  of  the  air  were  tucked  snugly 
into  upholstered  seats  and  secured  from 
individual  mishap  by  some  species  of 
leather  harness.  Not  at  all!  When  my 
knapsack  had  been  tossed  into  the  cock- 
pit— where  there  was  room  for  a steamer- 
trunk  or  two — the  pathfinder  motioned 
to  me  to  climb  in  after  it.  I did  so,  and 
gazed  about  me  in  amazement.  Up- 
holstered seats  indeed!  Two  loose 
boards,  a foot  wide  and  rudely  gnawed 
off  on  the  ends  by  some  species  of  er- 
satz saw,  teetered  insecurely  on  the  two 
frail  strips  of  wood  that  half  concealed 
the  steering-wires.  Now  and  then,  dur- 
ing the  journey,  they  slipped  off  at  one 
end  or  the  other,  giving  the  ride  an 
annoying  resemblance  to  a jolting  over 
country  roads  in  a farm-wagon.  One 
might  at  least  have  been  furnished  a 
cushion,  at  225  marks  an  hour! 

The  pathfinder  took  his  seat  on  one 
of  the  boards  and  I on  the  other.  Be- 
hind me  was  a stout  strap,  attached  to 
the  framework  of  the  machine. 

“I  suppose  I am  to  put  this  around 


me?”  I remarked,  as  casually  as  pos- 
sible, picking  up  the  dangling  strip  of 


leather. 
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“Oh  no,  you  won’t  need  that,”  re- 
plied my  companion  of  the  cockpit, 
absently.  “We  are  not  going  high;  not 
over  a thousand  meters  or  so.”  He 
spoke  as  if  a little  drop  of  that  much 
would  do  no  one  any  harm. 

The  silly  notion  flashed  through  my 
head  that  perhaps  these  wicked  Huns 
were  planning  to  flip  me  out  somewhere 
along  the  way,  an  absurdity  which  a 
second  glance  at  the  pathfinder’s  seat, 
as  insecure  as  my  own,  smothered  in 
ridicule.  There  was  no  mail  and  no 
other  passenger  than  myself  that  morn- 
ing. Regular  service  means  just  that, 
with  the  German,  and  the  flight  would 
have  started  promptly  at  nine  even  had 
I not  been  there  to  offset  the  cost  of 
gasolene  at  two  dollars  a quart.  We 
roared  deafeningly,  crawled  a few  yards, 
sped  faster  and  faster  across  a long  field, 
the  tall  grass  bowing  prostrate  as  we 
passed,  rose  imperceptibly  into  the  air 
and,  circling  completely  around,  sailed 
majestically  over  a tiny,  toy  house  that 
had  been  a huge  hangar  a moment  be- 
fore, and  were  away  into  the  north. 

Like  all  long-imagined  experiences, 
this  one  was  far  less  exciting  in  realiza- 
tion than  in  anticipation.  At  the  start 
I felt  a slight  tremor,  about  equal  to  the 
sensation  of  turning  a comer  a bit  too 
swiftly  in  an  automobile.  Now  and 
then,  as  I peered  over  the  side  at  the 
shrunken  earth,  the  reflection  flashed 
upon  me  that  there  was  nothing  but 
air  for  thousands  of  feet  beneath  us; 
but  the  thought  was  no  more  terrifying 
than  the  average  person  feels  toward 
water  when  he  first  sails  out  to  sea.  By 
the  time  Weimar  had  disappeared  I felt 
as  comfortably  at  home  as  if  I had 
been  seated  on  the  floor  of  a jolting 
box-car — the  parallel  is  chosen  advis- 
edly. I glanced  through  the  morning 
paper,  scribbled  a few  belated  notes, 
and  exchanged  casual  remarks  in  sign 
language  with  my  companion. 

The  roar  of  the  machine  made  con- 
versation impossible.  Whenever  a new 
town  of  any  importance  appeared  on 
the  animated  relief  map  far  below  us. 
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the  pathfinder  thrust  a thumb  down- 
ward at  it  and  pointed  the  place  out 
on  the  more  articulate  paper  map  in 
his  hands.  The  view  was  much  the 
same  as  that  from  the  brow  of  a high 
mountain.  I knew  a dozen  headlands 
in  the  Andes  below  which  the  world 
spreads  out  in  this  same  entrancing  en- 
tirety, except  that  here  the  perform- 
ance was  continuous  rather  than  sta- 
tionary, as  a cinema  film  is  different 
from  a “still”  picture.  To  say  that  the 
earth  lay  like  a carpet  beneath  would 
be  no  trite  comparison.  It  resembled 
nothing  so  much  as  that — a rich,  Per- 
sian carpet  worked  with  all  manner  of 
fantastic  figures;  unless  it  more  exactly 
imitated  the  “crazy-quilt”  of  our  grand- 
mothers’ day,  with  the  same  curiously 
shaped  patches  of  every  conceivable 
form  and  almost  every  known  color. 
Here  were  long,  narrow  strips  of  bril- 
liant green;  there,  irregular  squares  of 
flowery  purple-red;  beyond,  mustard- 
yellow  insets  of  ridiculously  misshapen 
outlines;  farther  off,  bits  of  daisy- 
white,  and  between  them  all  velvety 
brown  patches  that  only  experience 
could  have  recognized  as  plowed  fields. 
I caught  myself  musing  as  to  how  long 
it  would  be  before  enterprising  mankind 
took  to  shaping  the  surface  of  the  earth 
to  commercial  purposes,  advising  the 
airman  by  the  form  of  meadows  to 
“Stop  at  Miiller’s  for  gas  and  oil,”  or 
to  “ See  Smith  for  wings  and  propellers.” 
All  the  scraps  of  the  rag-bag  had  been 
utilized  by  the  thrifty  quilt-maker. 
Corn-fields  looked  like  stray  bits  of 
green  corduroy  doth;  wheat-fields  like 
the  remnants  of  an  old  khaki  uniform; 
the  countless  forests  like  scattered  pieces 
of  the  somber  garb  cast  off  after  the 
period  of  family  mourning  was  over; 
rivers  like  sections  of  narrow,  faded, 
black  tape  woven  fantastically  through 
the  pattern  in  ridiculously  snaky  at- 
tempts at  decorative  effect. 

We  had  taken  a rough  road.  like 
all  those  inexperienced  with  the  element, 
I suppose,  I had  always  thought  that 

flying  through  the  air  would  be  smoother 
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than  sailing  the  calmest  sea  known  to 
the  tropical  doldroms.  Experience  left 
another  illusion  ruthlessly  shattered.  It 
was  a fitful,  .blustery  day,  with  a high 
wind  that  rocked  and  tossed  us  about 
like  a dory  on  a heavy  sea;  moreover, 
at  irregular  intervals  averaging  perhaps 
a minute  apart,  the  machine  struck  an 
air  current  that  bounced  us  high  off 
our  precarious  perches  in  the  cockpit, 
as  a “thank-you-ma’am”  tosses  into 
one  another’s  laps  the  back-seat  pas- 
sengers in  an  automobile.  The  sicken- 
ing drop  just  beyond  each  ridge  in  the 
air  road  gave  one  the  same  unpleasant 
sensation  of  vacancy  in  the  middle  of 
the  body  that  comes  with  the  too  sud- 
den descent  of  an  elevator.  Particularly 
was  this  true  when  the  pilot,  in  jockeying 
with  the  playful  air-waves,  shut  off  his 
'motor  until  he  had  regained  his  chosen 
altitude.  There  may  be  nothing  more 
serious  about  a faulty  carbureter  a 
thousand  yards  aloft  than  on  the  ground, 
but  the  novice  in  aerial  navigation  is 
apt  to  listen  with  rapt  attention  to  any- 
thing that  ever  so  briefly  suggests  engine 
trouble. 

Yet  none  of  these  little  starts  was 
caused  by  fear.  There  was  something 
efficient  about  the  ex-raider  who  sat 
at  the  controls  with  all  the  assurance 
of  a long-experienced  chauffeur  that 
would  have  made  fright  seem  absurd. 
I did  get  cold  feet,  it  is  true,  but  in  the 
literal  rather  than  the  figurative  sense. 
After  a May  of  unbroken  sunshine, 
early  June  had  turned  almost  bitter 
cold,  and  the  thin,  board  floor  of  the 
cockpit  was  but  slight  protection  against 
the  wintry  blasts.  Every  now  and  then 
we  ran  through  a rain-storm,  .but  so 
swiftly  that  barely  a drop  touched  us. 
Between  them  the  sun  occasionally 
flashed  forth  and  mottled  the  earth- 
carpet  beneath  with  fleeing  cloud  shad- 
ows. Now  the  clouds  charged  past  close 
over  our  heads,  now  we  dived  headlong 
into  them;  when  we  were  clear  of  them 
they  moved  as  does  a landscape  seen 
from  a swift  train — those  near  at  hand 
sped  swiftly  to  the  rear,  those  farther 


off  rode  slowly  forward,  seeming  to  keep 
pace  with  us. 

We  landed  at  Leipzig,  girdled  by  its 
wide  belt  of  “arbor  gardens,”  theoreti- 
cally to  leave  and  pick  up  mail.  But 
as  there  was  none  in  either  direction 
that  morning,  the  halt  was  really  made 
only  to  give  the  pilot,  who  had  neither 
seen  nor  heard  us  since  ou,r  departure 
from  Weimar,  time  to  smoke  a cigarette. 
That  finished,  we  were  off  again,  rolling 
for  miles  across  a wheat-field,  then 
leaving  the  earth  as  swiftly  as  it  had 
risen  up  to  meet  us  ten  minutes  before. 
Landing  and  departure  seem  to  be  the 
most  serious  and  time-losing  tasks  of 
the  airman,  and,  once  more  aloft,  the 
pilot  settled  down  with  the  contentment 
of  a being  returned  again  to  its  native 
element.  As  we  neared  Berlin  the  scene 
below  turned  chiefly  to  sand  and  forest, 
with  only  rare,  small  villages.  One 
broad  strip  that  had  been  an  artillery 
proving-ground  was  pitted  for  miles  as 
with  the  smallpox.  To  my  disappoint- 
ment, we  did  not  fly  over  the  capital, 
but  came  to  earth  on  the  arid  plain  of 
Johannesthal,  in  the  southernmost  sub- 
urbs, the  sand  cutting  into  our  faces 
like  stinging  gnats  as  we  snorted  across 
it  to  the  cluster  of  massive  hangars 
which  the  machine  seemed  to  recognize 
as  home.  My  companions  took  their 
leave  courteously  but  quickly  and  dis- 
appeared within  their  billets.  Another 
middle-aged  woman  despoiled  me  of 
my  flying  togs,  requested  me  to  sign  a 
receipt  that  I had  been  duly  delivered 
according  to  the  terms  of  the  contract, 
and  a swift  automobile  set  me  down, 
still  half  deaf  from  the  roar  of  the  air- 
plane, at  the  corner  of  Friedrichstrasse 
and  Unter  den  Linden — as  it  would  have 
at  any  other  part  of  Berlin  I might  have 
chosen — just  three  hours  from  the  time 
I had  been  picked  up  at  my  hotel  in 
Weimar. 

Two.  or  three  days  after  my  arrival 
in  Berlin  I might  have  been  detected 
one  morning  in  the  act  of  stepping  out 
of  a wabbly-kneed  Droschke  at  the 
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Stettiner  Bahnhof  soon  after  sunrise. 
In  the  northernmost  comer  of  the  Em- 
pire there  lived — or  had  lived,  at  least, 
before  the  war — a family  distantly  re- 
lated to  my  own.  I had  paid  them  a 
hurried  visit  ten  years  before.  Now  I 
proposed  to  renew  the  acquaintance, 
not  only  for  personal  reasons,  but  out 
of  selfish  professional  motives.  The 
exact  degree  of  war  suffering  would  be 
more  easily  measured  in  familiar  scenes 
and  faces;  moreover  the  German  point 
of  view  would  be  laid  before  me  frankly, 
without  any  mask  of  “propaganda"  or 
suspicion. 

Memories  of  France  had  suggested 
the  possible  wisdom  of  reaching  the 
station  well  before  train-time.  I might, 
to  be  sure,  have  purchased  my  ticket 
in  leisurely  comfort£at  the  “Adlon,” 
but  for  once  I proposed  to  take  pot  luck 
with  the  rank  and  file.  First-hand  in-  - 
formation  is  always  much  more  satis- 
factory than  hearsay  or  the  dilettante 
observation  of  the  mere  spectator — 
once  the  bruises  of  the  experience  have 
disappeared.  The  first  glimpse  of  the 
station  interior  all  but  wrecked  my 
resolution.  Early  as  I was,  there  were 
already  several  hundred  would-be  trav- 
elers before  me.  From  both  ticket- 
windows  lines  four  deep  of  dishevelled 
Germans  of  both  sexes  and  all  ages 
curved  away  into  the  farther  ends  of 
the  station  wings.  Boy  soldiers  with 
fixed  bayonets  paraded  the  edges  of  the 
columns,  attempting  languidly  and  not 
always  successfully  to  prevent  selfish 
new-comers  from  “butting  in"  out  of 
their  turn.  I attached  myself  to  the 
end  of  the  queue  that  seemed  by  a few 
inches  the  shorter.  In  less  than  a min- 
ute I was  jammed  into  a throng  that 
quickly  stretched  in  S-shape  back  into 
the  central  hall  of  the  station. 

We  moved  steadily  but  almost  im- 
perceptibly forward,  shuffling  our  feet 
an  inch  at  a time.  The  majority  of 
my  companions  in  discomfort  were 
plainly  city  people  of  the  poorer  classes, 
bound  short  distances  into  the  country 
on  foraging  expeditions.  They  bore 


every  species  of  receptacle  in  which-to 
carry  away  their  possible  spoils, — hand- 
bags, hampers,  baskets,  grain-sacks, 
knapsacks,  even  buckets  and  toy  wag- 
ons. The  evidence  of  the  scarcity  of 
soap  was  all  but  overpowering.  Seven 
women  and  at  least -three  children  either 
fainted  or  toppled  over  from  fatigue 
during  the  two  hours  in  which  we  moved 
a few  yards  forward,  and  they  were 
buffeted  out  of  the  line  with  what  seemed 
to  be  the  malicious  joy  of  their  com- 
petitors behind.  I found  my  head  swim- 
ming long  before  I had  succeeded  in 
turning  the  comer  that  cut  off  our 
view  of  the  pandemonium  at  the  ticket- 
window. 

At  eight-thirty  this  was  suddenly 
closed,  amid  weak-voiced  shrieks  of  pro- 
test from  the  struggling  column.  The 
train  did  not  leave  until  nine,  but  it 
was  already  packed  to  the  doors.  Sol- 
diers, and  civilians  with  military  papers, 
were  served  at  a supplementary  window 
up  to  the  last  minute  before  the  depar- 
ture. The  disappointed  throng  at- 
tempted to  storm  this,  only  to  be  driven 
back  at  the  points  of  bayonets,  and  at 
length  formed  in  column  again  to  await 
the  reopening  of  the  public  guichets  at 
noon. 

From  noon  until  one  the  struggle 
raged  with  doubled  fury.  "The  boy 
soldiers  asserted  their  authority  in  vain. 
A mere  bayonet-prick  in  the  leg  was 
apparently  nothing  compared  to  the 
gnawing  of  continual  hunger.  Indi- 
vidual fights  developed  and  often  threat- 
ened to  become  general.  Those  who  got 
tickets  could  not  escape  from  the  crush- 
ing maelstrom  behind  them.  Women 
were  dragged  unconscious  from  the 
fray,  often  feet  first,  their  skirts  about 
their  heads.  The  rear  of  the  column 
formed  a flying  wedge  and  precipitated 
a free-for-all  fracas  that  swirled  vainly 
about  the  window.  When  this  closed 
again  I was  still  ten  feet  away.  I con- 
cluded that  I had  my  fill  of  pot  luck, 
and  buffeting  my  way  to  the  outer, 
air,  purchased  at  the  “ Adlon  ” a ticket 
for  the  following  morning. 
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A lit  Ue  episode  lit  my  departure  siig-  com 

gcsted  that  the  ev«>r-ob«  riicij*  German  vociferated,  i: 
of  Kaiser  days  was  changing  m char-  "and  it  rexua 
acter.  The  second-class  coach  was  ah-  gel  out  of  the 
ready  filled  when  I entered  it,  .except  No  one  tpi.c 
dial  »t  erne  end  there  wg$  an  empty.  one  answered 
cdinpoxtiuent,  m the  windows  of 
had  been  pasted  the  word 
lo  the  olden  days 
the  oaere  an-  ' ■•. 

noumx-nu'iit  that 
it  mis  "engaged  ” 
would  have  pro-  : " . 

tepted:  if  as  easily 
as  bolts  and  bars.  / 

I decided  to  tent  |j^.  jr 

the  ne  w do  moo- 
racy.  Crowding  w 

my  way  past  a B'&Js 

dozen  men  stand- 
i«g  oliedicuLly  bn  EBB 

the  corridor.  I en- 
tered  the  forl»d* 
den  compartment  BH 

and  sat  down.  In 
a minute  or  two  a Bflfl 

sea  tic 


The  porter  fumed 
which  u bit,  led  his  charges  farther  down  the 
beutellt train,  and  perhaps  found  them  an- 
other compart- 

raeul  j itl  any 

rate,  he  never 
returned.  " De- 
mocracy ** had 
won.  Yet  through 
! it  all  I could  not 
BBB  i shake  off  the  feeb 

iog  that  if  any' 
one  with  a genu- 
inely bold,  com- 
manding manner, 
uu  old  army  offi- 
cer, for  inatapee, 
decorated  with  all 
the.  UnngMinubobs 
of  Ids  rank;  had 
ovdered  the  e«»m- 
pt»  rtniciit  y a - 
cabal,  the  occu- 
pants would  have 
tiled  out  of  it  ns 
silently  and  meek- 
ly as  lambs. 

At  Span do u 
there  lay  acre  uj>- 
on  acre  of  war 
nuvtcrial.  of  every 
Species,  red  deni  ug  with  rust  anti  over- 
growing wi  th  grass  mid  weeds.  The  sight 
of  it  aroused  a few  murmurs  of  discontent 
from  nrv  *x*mpanions.  But  they  soon 
IMI  back  again  into  that  apathetic  si- 
lence that  had  n-igped  our  de- 
parture; A tew  had  rend  awhile  the 
morning  papers,  without  a sign  of  feel- 
ing, though  tiie  headlines  must  haw 
been  startling  to  a Gernimi,  then  laid 
them  languidly  aside.  Apparently  the 
lack  of  nourishing  food  left  them  too 
sleepy  to  talk.  The  deadly  apathy  of 
the  eompnri.iuenl.  was  quite  the  antith- 
esis of  what  it  Would  have  been  in 
Emm*,1;  a cargo  of  frozen  meat,  could 


passenger 
■put  bis  head  iii  at 
the  door  and  in* 

<1  wired  with  hum-; 
h I e courtesy 
whether  if  was  I 
who  had  engaged 
the  section,  I 
shook  my  bead, 
and  a moment 
later  he  wiis  seated  beside  me.  Others 
followed,  until  the  compartment  was 
crowded  with  passengers  and  baggage. 
One  of  my  companions  angrily  tore 
the  pasters  from  the  windows  and  tOsswd 
tliem  ouldilv. 

“i/esh//#,  indeed!"  he  cried,  sneermg- 
ly.  "Perhaps  by  the  Soldiery’  Council, 
eh?  I thought  we  had  done  away  whit 
those  old  favtuatisms!1’ 

A few  minutes  later  a station  porter, 
in  hw  majors  Uniform,  »p}>en,red  at  the 
door  with  hfs  amis  full  of  bagguge  and 
followed  by  two  j«,*ruj>i«4N-looking  men 
in  silk  hats.  He  began  to  bellow  in  the 
familiar  old  before -the- war  style. 

V«*  CXXXJX.— Na.  ;*U  — lit 


Tipj  AUtinm  ubkxsep  in  ii«ymi:;,Vw»TnMtr, 
stUAiiv  roil  tub  rim*  To  lithrua'  v- 
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not  have  been  more  uncommunica- 
tive. 

The  train  showed  a similar  languor, 
due  perhaps  to  its  ersatz  coal.  It  got 
there  eventually,  but  it  seemed  to  have 
no  reserve  strength  to  give  it  vigorous 
spells.  The  station  we  should  have 
passed  at  noon  was  not  reached  until  one- 
thirty.  Passengers  tumbled  off  en  masse 
and  besieged  the  platform  lunch-room. 
There  was  ersatz  coffee,  ersatz  cheese, 
watery  beer,  and  war-bread  for  sale, 
the  laist  named  only  “against  tickets.” 
I was  not  supplied  with  bread-coupons, 
but  a fellow-passenger  tossed  me  a 
pair  of  them  and  replied  to  my  thanks 
with  a silent  nod.  The  nauseating 
stuff  seemed  to  give  the  travelers  a 
bit  of  surplus  energy.  They  talked  a 
little  for  the  next  few  miles,  though  in 
dreary,  apathetic  tones.  One  had  re- 
cently journeyed  through  the  occupied 
area,  and  reported  that  “every  one  is 
being  treated  fairly  enough  there,  es- 
pecially by  the  Americans.”  A languid 
discussion  of  the  Allies  ensued,  but 
though  it  was  evident  that  no  one 
suspected  my  nationality,  there  was 
not  a'  harsh  word  toward  the  enemy. 
Another  advanced  the  wisdom  of  “see- 
ing Germany  first,”  insisting  that 
the  sons  of  the  Fatherland  had  been 
too  much  given  to  running  about 
foreign  lands,  to  the  neglect  of  their 
own. 

Where  I changed  cars,  four  fellow- 
travelers  reached  the  station  lunch-room 
before  me  and  every  edible  thing  was 
bestellt  when  my  turn  came.  With 
three  hours  to  wait  I set  out  along  the 
broad,  well-kept  highway.  A village 
hotel  served  me  a huge  Pfannkuchen 
made  of  real  eggs,  a few  cold  potatoes, 
and  some  species  of  preserved  fruit,  but 
declined  to  repeat  the  order.  The  bill 
reached  the  lofty  heights  of  eight  marks. 
Children  playing  along  the  way,  and 
frequent  groups  of  Sunday  strollers,  tes- 
tified that  there  was  more  energy  for 
unnecessary  exertion  here  in  the  coun- 
try than  in  Berlin.  The  flat,  well-plowed 
land,  broken  only  by  dark  masses  of 


forest,  was  already  giving  promise  of  a 
plentiful  harvest. 

The  sun  was  still  above  the  horizon 
when  I reached  Schwerin,  though  it  was 
nearly  nine.  There  was  a significant 
sign  of  the  times  in  the  dilapidated 
coach  which  drove  me  to  my  destina- 
tion for  five  marks.  In  the  olden  days 
one  mark  would  have  seemed  a generous 
reward  for  the  same  journey  in  a spick- 
and-span  outfit.  The  middle-aged  wom- 
an who  met  me  at  the  door  was  by  no 
means  the  buxom  matron  she  had  been 
ten  years  before.  But  her  welcome  was 
none  the  less  hearty. 

“ Bist  du  auch  gegen  uns  gewesen?" 
she  asked,  softly,  after  her  first  words  of 
greeting,  “You,  too,  against  us?” 

“ Yes,  I was  with  our  army  in  France,” 

I replied,  watching  her  expression  closely. 

There  was  regret  in  her  manner,  yet, 
as  I had  foreseen,  not  the  faintest  sus- 
picion of  resentment.  The  German  is 
too  well  trained  in  obedience  to  govern- 
ment to  dream  that  the  individual  may 
make  a choice  of  his  own  in  national 
affairs.  As  long  as  I remained  in  the 
household  there  was  never  a hint  from 
any  member  of  it  that  the  war  had  made 
any  gulf  between  us.  They  could  not 
have  been  more  friendly  had  I arrived 
wearing  the  field  gray  of  the  Fatherland. 

A brief  glance  about  the  establishment 
sufficed  to  settle,  once  for  all,  the  query 
as  to  whether  the  civil  population  of 
Germany  had  really  suffered  from  the 
ravages  of  war  and  of  the  blockade. 
The  family  had  been  market-gardeners 
for  generations.  Ten  years  before,  they 
had  been  prosperous  with  the  solid 
material  prosperity  of  the  well-to-do 
middle  class.  In  comparison  with  their 
neighbors,  they  were  still  so,  but  it  was 
a far  call  from  the  plenitude  of  former 
days  to  the  scarcity  that  now  showed 
its  head  on  every  hand.  The  estab- 
lishment that  had  once  been  kept  up 
with  the  pride  of  the  old-fashioned  Ger- 
man as  for  an  old  family  heirloom,  which 
laughs  at  unceasing  labor  to  that  end, 
was  everywhere  sadly  down-at-heel.  The 
house  was  shedding  its  ancient  paint; 
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MV  OKH.MAN’  AVUTOtt  WHO  HA1)  IKWHl^D 
PAttM  AND  tONfMiN 


eoter'in  tlwir  ch£*?w*-  ;*f<*  i««ms 

equal  eveft  |«  iWt;  uf  the.  gra  nd  fa  ther» 
shaping  wow  in';  the  cliurehynrfh  lit  iht* 
time  of  rOv  former  visit.  Of  i.lwf  two 
granddaughters  the  one  horn  tim  e years 
iwlou’;  when  the  blockade  was  only  l»‘- 
ginning  to  he  felt  in  these  Imokwiiters 
of  *he  Efni'iwv  was  stout  and  titty 
enough;  but  her.  sister  of  nine  months 
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looked  pitifully  like  the  waxen  image  Was  not  the  prevailing  topic  of  conversa- 
rd  a Malln;afed  infant  . of  half  that  age.  lion  in  the  household,  however,  not. 
The  s'ffjjph^-hearted.  plodding  head  of  when  the  subject  was  forced  upon  fbeni, 
the  household,  nearing  sixty,  hod  shrunk  was  It  treated  in  a whining  spirit,  Hjist 
almt>st  Iwyond  recoKnitknrto  hhose  who  of  like  their  neighbors, 

had  known  Jum  ip  his l|i|tqwp  and  pros-  adroitly  avoided  it,  as  a proud  prise- 
pecans  years,  while  liis  «df«t  had  out-  fighter  tuigbt  ahk'-step  references  to  the 
distanced  eveii  him  in  her 'decline.  bruises  of  a.  recent  beating.  Only  the 

Business  ill  the  roarket-gar<h'iling  line  mother  could  now  and  then  lie  drawn 
had  fallen  off  chiefly  hecjmse  of  the  mto  sj^dfyiug  details  of  the disaster, 
senrcity  of  seeds  arid  fertOfedies.  Then  “Do  ^(nt  see  the  staging  around  our 
there  was  the  ever  more  si-riohs  question  OhUrvh  dferc?,'  slie  asked,  One  morning, 
of  labor.  Old  women  who  had  gladly  idler  I had  persfeted  soihe  time  in  my 
accepted  three  marks  for  toiling  from  . uuesl. Softs,  drawing  »u*  to  a window, 
dawn  urtril  dark  fen  '-years  "before  re- ' “They  am*  replacing  with  an  ersatz 
ceived  eleven  now  for  scratching  languid-  metal  tile  .copper  that  w&i  taken  from 
ly  about  the  gardens  a bare  eight  hours  the  steeple  apd  tftp  eavds.  Even  the 
with  'their  hoes  arid  rakes.  Male  help  IjoIIs  weatT1{«;the  cannon  foundries,  sbt 
had  begun  to  drift  back  since  the  prints-  of  them,  all  but  the  one  that  is  ringing 
tico,  but.  it  was  fey  ho  me&jvs  eiiual  to  mm..  I never hear  it  without  thinking 
file  former  standard,'  in  munbers,  of  an  orphan  clwJd  crying  in  the:  woods 
strength,  or  willingness.  On  top  of  all  after  ail  the  rest  of  its  family  have  been 
this  came la  crushing  burden  of  taxation  , eaten  by  wolves.  Ach!  What  we  have 
When  all  the  demands  of  the  govern-  not  sacrificed  irt  this  fight  to  save  the 
Dicut  were  reekoued  up  they  her  wolfish  enemies. 

40  per  cent,  of  the  ever-decreasing-  he  We  gave  up  our  gold  and  our  silver, 
come.  : .V our  nickel  and  our  copper,  even 

The  hardships  of  the  past  fouir  yx&t'S  y|  iiiiir  smallest  pots  and  pans,  our  aJumi- 


Mnoireas  on  the  mabkkt-oardkn  khtats 
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At  least  tny  dear  boy  was  not  taken 
from  me." 

The  son,  whom  Tve  frill  call  Heinrich, 
I had  last  seen  a*  a child  iu  knicker- 
bockers. Now  lve  was  « pdWeflul,  two- 
fisted  fellow  of  twenty-one.  with  n man's 
outlook  on  life.  Having  enlisted  ns  a 

Freittnlligcr  oil 
his  sixteen  th 
birthday,  at  the 
outbreak  of  the 
^•gqSB^jatHi  war.  he  had  seen 


num  and  our  lend,  leather,  and  our 
rubber  down  to  the  bicycle  tire. 

The  horses  and  ■ the /ikfWH.  we  gone,  Luv*~ 

I have  only  goats  W iftllfe  wbw,  Then 
the  struggles  I tar  keep  the 

family  clothed!  Gjibtb  that  used  to 

cost  fifty  pfennigs  a meter  has  gone  up 
to  fifteen  marks,  ■ 

und  we  cun 
scarcely  find  any 
of  that.  . Even  • ( 
thread  i*>Jd  jijtftfMM 
only  a g a < n s t j 
tickets,  and  we  S 

are  lucky  to  get  i §g  < m 

a spool  a month.  ! ' WfR«. 

We. are  far  better  j r> 

off  than  the  i>«or  l£$jjj£i~ 

can  only  afford 

the  miserable  HBPvfe  - 

stuff  made  of  9»: -:;  'M  - 

paper  or  net  tles,  '■  - . ■ ^ 

A rn  e r i e a also  Hg& 

Wants  to  destroy  - >V* 

us;  she  will  not  nK  • - 

even  send  ns  cpt- 
top.  A n d ^the  _ * - 

can  get  anything  — — 

you  want  to  eat 
—if  you  can  pay 
for  it.  Yet  uur 
honest  ticket  s 

are  often  of  no  u$e  because  rascals  have 
bought  up  everything  at  wicked  prices. 

If  we  ilo  not  get  final  soon  even  this 
llaMiafbtiizr  government  will  recoin, 
menee  (he  war  against  France,  surely 
as  you  am  sitting  there.  The  young 
men  are  all  ready  to  get  up  and  Jolkm 
our  generals.  The  new  volunteer  'corjwt 
are  taking  on  thousands  every  •b?y . from  grocery  clerks  to  hankers  sons. 
Acid  The  sufferings  of  these  Ust  ymrs?  ; Id?  still  wore  his  uniform,  stripped  of  its 
And  now  our  cruel  enemies  ^p^^asjr  :^iai*ftdts  of  rank,  not  out  of  pride,  but 
poor  brave  prisoners  t*>  rebuild  Europe;  because  civilian  clothing  was  too  great 
But  then  / have  no  right  to  comubiio.  a luxury  to  be  indulged,  except  ou  Sun- 


'ofcRiyrAx  Bot.oiEn  stewfowG  American 

<.  if/ABETrcs 
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tien.v  of  this  fact  to  see  I ho  (bligh- 
ters calmly  light  cigarettes,  whit  • t!j<* 
sternly  religions  father  of  ten  year*  Sts 
who  would  Ijave  flayed  them  for 
'n  church.  looked  idly  ou  with- 
out. a sign  of  protest.  They  wete  .still 
at  hottptA  the  jicoper  German  Pr/iuleius 
of  the  rural  middle  class-— though  si 
mudh  eonhi  .not  be  snid  of  rdl  t Jjj&  :Sr*i 
even  ip  resist  able  old  Schwerin — but 
on  1 lie  .surface  there  were  ntaoy  <>(  these 
little  feliderM'ie«  towuni.  the  It'ichitnnfiig,, 
When  it  ciuiui  to  th-<  .1.  sh-us  of  the  war 
and  Genrumy'a  coral  tu  t of  . i t , I found 
no  Wag  in  which  «v  could  get  togctiicr. 
We  might  have:  ht-gtiwl  until  (ioomsday. 
were  it  fitting  for  a iTUtist  to  badger  his 
hosts,  without  coming  to  a single  jxuot 
at  agreement.  Every  one  of  the  aid 

fallacies  was  Milt 
swallowed,;  h 0 •,  k 
j^jjj==^==jj=fl  and  line,  if  I had 

expected  national 
disaster  to  bring 
m n change  of  heart 

* should  have 
been  grievously 
■ disappointed.  To 

b • he  sorts  Mccldc.u- 

j ; ’ burg  is  one  of  the 

•\>  , remotes!  buck- 
s'-: writers  of  the  Eit.i- 

: pipe,  and  those 

laborious,  lirhsn- 
' : aginative  filler.*. of 

‘‘v  > '•££*  the  soil  one  of  .0 

most  ctsftsefv'fl.ttyt? 
element*.  They 
would  have  eon- 
f*?  ' ■ *•  id*- reel  ft  tjfi.-r-eni- 

ly  to  uruke  h Imxj- 
ne.ss  of  tluukuig 
fur  theiiiselve.s  in 
political  matters, 
some!  king  akin  tic 
aei^  pt'Ug  Ji  position  for  which  they  had 
ho  { m*  views  t mi  hing. 

Hftv  •jgiiin  it  was  the  mother  wh<< 
was  oKisf,  roitspoken  toward  what  she 
ridlejl  “the  wicked  wrecking  of  pour, 
in  nix  cut  Germany.”  The  father  and 
the  children  expressed  ibewjfcelvif?  more 


mcc  souvenir  of  your  visit."  When  I 
coaxed  hifn  outdoors  to  be  photographed 
in  his  two  iron  crosses,  he  would  not 
put  them  on  until  we  had  reached  n 
secluded  corner  of  the  garden,  heCuU.se, 
its  he  explained^  the  neighbors  might 
think  lit?  was  boastful. 

“I  should  gladly  have  died  for  this 
Fatlierlmul."  he 
remarked,  as  he 

tossed  the  trink-  ' iMIlltMllf MPWIIIHM 

cts  back  into  the 
drawer  full  of  niis- 

cellatleous  junk  lyl^^SBa^vlris 

from  which  lie  had 
fished  them,  'if 
only  Germany  had 

won  the  war  . Bui  ' ..  ; ' : 

not  i’or  this!  Not  ^P^|r 

1,  with  no  other  •.  T 

satisfaction  t h a 

I he  floor  fellows  S^Snudr' 

we  buried  out  |Hn  - -ppp 

t here  wotikl  fed  if  • , 

they  coi'ld  sit  up 
in  fheir  graves  |8jp"'  .. 

ajitl  look  about  ^ 

Hum,”  / $ 

The/e  were  M «P 

f;l-H rtU.n^  • chungns 
kpl v'ttin  s 
. « I \ \ * 

iiiiie  Uwknl  life 
whh*f?  i h 

found  so  ? t r « 1 1 1 t 
in  tfce  sioiplr*  pt^ptv  u(  nmil  t 
t ffe  Uiw  ht  iltj  iivi!  Xhf 

war  la  ^tvvn  « 1 juU 

to  Lite .xmist? rvu I sW^td  •&)$> 

iikt  »i jo,  >,  p;>r!  iraUtiv  t J'ii-  ynuui! 

people.  IVrltupH  tin  mo>I  ppigible  cyp 


A KOKt  JvITTttjfi  MA  ID  t}KJJ ARMED  BY  WAR 
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calmly,  H at  all,  .though  it  was  evident  Pf^rve  officers.  Btft  then,  war  i 

that  theit  vonyieUons  were  the  same.  If  only  1 cnold  get  ‘‘JJesoiv*’  to  tel 

Apparently  they  had  reached  the  point  of  tl>€  thii^y  left;  l.n>4  aiwj 

where  further  defense  of  wbal  they  re-  bovyv.  for  iiudatjce,  the  dadurdJy 

garded  us  the  plain  facts  of  the  situa-  riank  had  ^jseaOicd-'.Mrheft-.  they 

tion  seemed.  a waste  of  words. 

"i  - 


not  imdkywar  that  way,  like  mj.r  hcarL 
less  enemies.’*  .•  : y ;yO 

Yet  iu  the  same  Breath  sheeradjlddd. 
op  into  pSiebdcdes  of  what  any  one  m 
less  prejudiced Viewpoint  wandd  have 
called  atrCadtk%  but  which  she  sidvaheed 
e.vamplos  of  the  fighting  qinditiesof 
the  German  troops,  Thbrc.  again  tarns 
in  that  cprioiis  Gt'tUian  psychology,  or 
pienUUity,  or  pisanityV  ov  whatever  y»jJ 
choose  to  cull  it.  which  lias  always 
Hainnnded  the  warld  at  large,  ‘'Iteinie" 
had  seen  the  hungry  soldiers  recoup  fstUiire --Of. tiie last  gmit  German  offeu- 
themselves  by  taking  food  away  froth 
the  wicked  RountanuiPs.;  lie;  hod  often 
told  how  they  Cpterfed  the  hotises  and 

portable  to  sell 
to  the  Jews  at  a song,  that  the  next, 
battle  sboifldnut  Gnd  them  unprepared. 

The  officers  had  just  pretended  they 
did  not,  see  the  men,  iV>r  tb<*y  couid  not. 
let  Ihetit  go  Upfei 
things  (liemsclrcS: 


A OE.RMANT  SEKt.EANT-MAJOR  SELI4JKI 
■NE\VftVAl>Ell& 


pushed  buck  into  the  .marshes,  whole 
armies  of  them.  ' 

I found  more  Interest  in  *T:leifdeV? 
stories  of  the  ins«|«r.rable  diffuidUfes-  he 
find  oyetypine  ini a Fe&fwebet  in  keeping 
up  the  discipline  of  his  men  after  the 

$iyfi‘but  t did  npt  press  that  point  in 
her  presence.  - . 

■"Noe'  she  went  on.  In.  answer  to  an- 
other question,  “ the  Germans,  ««:vr  did 
anything  against  w'owten.  Those  are 
all  English  lies!  Jieinie  never  told  me 
me  of  a single  ease  r'y^''  i1eiaiev’  was, 
pi  course,  no  more  apt  to  fell  mother  such' 
They  had  taken  details  titan  would  one  of  the.  wte}l-1»rciil 
too,  especially  the  boys  of  our  own  Puritan  society,  but 
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I kept  the  mental  comment  to  myself. 
“Of  course,  there  were  those  shameless 
Polish  girls,  and  French  and  Belgian 
hussies,  who  gave  themselves  freely  to 
the  soldiers,  but  . . . 

“Certainly  the  Kaiser  will  come 
back,”  she  insisted.  “We  need  our 
Kaiser;  we  need  princes,  to  govern  the 
Empire.  What  are  Ebert  and  all  that 
crowd?  Handarbeiter , hand-workers, 
and  nothing  more.  It  is  absurd  to  think 
that  they  can  do  the  work  of  rulers. 
We  need  our  princes,  who  have  had 
generations  of  training  in  governing. 
Siehst  du9  I will  give  you  an  example. 
We  have  been  Handelsgartner  for  gen- 
erations. Hermann  knows  all  about 
the  business  of  gardening,  because  he 
was  trained  in  it  as  a boy,  nicht  wahr? 
Do  you  think  a man  who  had  never 
planted  a cabbage  could  come  and  do 
Hermann’s  work?  Ausgeschlossen!  Well, 
it  is  just  as  foolish  for  a Handarbeiter 
like  Ebert  to  attempt  to  become  a ruler 
as  it  would  be  for  one  of  our  princes  to 
try  to  run  Hermann’s  garden. 

“ Germany  is  divided  into  three  classes : 
the  rulers,  the  middle  class  (to  which 
we  belong),  and  the  proletariat,  or  hand- 
workers, which  includes  Ebert  and  all 
these  new  upstarts.  It  is  ridiculous  to 
be  getting  these  distinctions  all  mixed 
up.  Leave  the  governing  to  the  princes 
and  their  army  officers,  and  the  Junk- 
ers. We  use  the  nickname  ‘ Junker  ’ for 
our  noble  gentlemen — von  Bernstorff, 
for  instance,  who  is  well  known  in 
America,  and  all  the  others  who  have 
a real  right  to  use  the  ‘ von  ’ before  their 
names,  whose  ancestors  were  first  high- 
way robbers  and  then  bold  warriors, 
and  who  are  naturally  very  proud” — 
she  evidently  thought  this  pride  quite 
proper  and  fitting.  “Then  our  army 
officers  are  chosen  from  the  very  best 
families  and  can  marry  only  in  the 
gelehrten  class,  and  only  then  if  the  girl 
has  a dowry  of  at  least  eight  hundred 
thousand  marks.  So  they  preserve  all 
the  nobility  of  their  caste  down  through 
every  generation  and  keep  themselves 


quite  free  from  middle  class  ways — the 
real  officers  I am  speaking  of,  not  the 
Reservisten , who  are  just  ordinary 
middle-class  men,  merchants,  and  doc- 
tors, and  teachers,  and  the  like,  acting 
as  officers  during  the  war.  Those  are 
the  men  who  are  trained  to  govern,  and 
the  only  ones  who  can  govern.” 

I knew,  of  course,  that  the  great  god 
of  class  was  still  ruling  in  Germany,  but 
I confess  that  this  bald  statement  of 
that  fact  left  me  somewhat  flabber- 
gasted. It  is  well  to  be  reminded  now 
and  again,  however,  that  the  Teuton 
regards  politics,  diplomacy,  and  govern- 
ment as  lifelong  professions  and  not 
merely  as  the  fleeting  pastimes  of  law- 
yers, automobile-makers,  and  unsuc- 
cessful farmers;  it  clarifies  our  vision 
and  aids  us  to  see  his  problems  more 
nearly  as  he  sees  them. 

I took  train  one  morning  back  to  Berlin. 
At  the  frontier  of  Mechlenburg  soldiers 
of  the  late  dukedom  went  carefully 
through  passengers’  baggage  in  search  of 
food.  The  quest  seemed  to  be  thorough 
and  I saw  no  tips  passed,  but  there  was 
considerable  successful  smuggling,  which 
came  to  light  as  soon  as  the  train  was 
well  under  way  again.  A well-dressed 
merchant  beside  me  boastfully  displayed 
a twenty-mark  sausage  in  the  bottom 
of  his  innocent-looking  hand-bag,  and 
his  neighbors,  not  to  be  outdone  in 
proof  of  cleverness,  showed  their  caches 
of  edibles  laboriously  concealed  in  brief- 
cases, hat-boxes,  and  laundry-bags. 

“The  peasants  have  grown  absolutely 
shameless,”  it  was  agreed.  “They  have 
the  audacity  to  demand  a mark  or 
more  for  a single  egg,  and  twenty  for  a 
chicken.”  In  other  words,  the  rascals 
had  turned  upon  the  bourgeois  some 
of  their  own  favorite  tricks,  taking  ad- 
vantage of  conditions  which  these  same 
merchants  would  have  considered  le- 
gitimate sources  of  profit  in  their  own 
business.  Wrath  against  the  “con- 
scienceless” countrymen  was  unlimited, 
but  no  one  thought  of  shaming  the  smug- 
glers for  their  cheating. 
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CLAY  AND  THE  CLOVEN  HOOF 


BY  WILBUR  DANIEL  STEELE 

A STORY  IN  TWO  PARTS— II 


Synopsis  of  Part  I. — Robert  Ives,  a student  of  law,  but  secretly  trying  to  become  a 
sculptor,  engages  Victoria,  a negro  cook  from  the  West  Indies,  who  imagines  that  the 
busts  in  Ives's  studio  are  intended  for  Voodoo  practices.  Following  an  altercation  with 
the  ice-man,  she  attacks  and  breaks  the  left  arm  of  a clay  figure  of  the  ice-man  which 
Ives  has  been  working  upon.  Ives  himself  destroys  a bust  of  Doctor  Failing  which  he  is 
dissatisfied  with.  lie  discovers  next  day  that  the  ice-man  has  met  with  an  accident  and 
broken  his  arm,  and,  alarmed  by  this  coincidence,  he  calls  upon  Doctor  Failing,  only  to 
find  that  the  doctor  has  disappeared.  Mentally  upset  by  these  extraordinary  occurrences, 
he  sets  to  making  a bust  of  Kyle,  his  rival  in  the  affections  of  Eleanor  IronwaU,  with  the 
intention  of  revenging  himself  upon  it. 


THE  next  day  was  Sunday.  It  was 
just  as  well  no  one  saw  Mr.  Ives 
that  day,  shaken  as  he  was  by  the  pe- 
culiar exhaustion  which  follows  any  wild 
indulgence  in  the  occult.  He  remained 
indoors  all  day,  pacing  from  room  to 
room,  or  pausing  for  minutes  at  a time 
to  gaze  out  of  a rear  window  (with  a 
strange  lassitude)  at  the  new,  faint 
swelling  of  the  turf  under  the  lilac-bush 
by  the  stoop. 

It  was  Victoria  who,  taking  matters 
into  her  own  hands,  had  buried  there  the 
broken  clay  of  young  Kyle,  knowing,  as 
the  good  woman  did,  that  if  this  be  done 
immediately  and  under  cover  of  the 
night,  then  the  earthly  envelop  of  the 
victim  himself,  no  matter  where  his 
strange  ruin  may  have  overtaken  him, 
is  not  likely  to  be  found  by  any  police 
constable  that  ever  walked  the  earth. 

This,  to  Victoria,  was  almost  an  axiom 
of  her  calling.  That  Mr.  Ives  affected  to 
be  unaware  of  it  puzzled  her.  That  he 
was  a practitioner  of  standing  she  could 
not  question;  she  had  known  many  in 
the  islands,  and  had  heard  of  other  and 
more  epic  ones  at  the  lips  of  her  grand- 
mother, who  had  come  from  the  back- 
lands  of  the  Ivory  Coast,  but  the  au- 
thority of  this  cold-country  white  was 
beyond  anything  her  experience  had  yet 
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touched.  And  this  made  his  incompre- 
hension in  minor  phases  of  his  profession 
seem  only  the  more  appalling. 

As  for  Mr.  Ives  himself,  now  that  it 
was  all  over,  he  had  the  oddest  feeling 
about  young  Kyle.  Young  Kyle  was 
not  so  much  forgiven  as  forgotten.  By 
evening  it  was  almost  as  if  the  assistant 
cashier  at  Mr.  Ironwall’s  bank  had  never 
been.  In  an  imaginative-digestive  way, 
he  did  not  “go  so  far”  as  Doctor  Failing 
had.  No  meat  will  ever  taste  so  sweet 
to  the  tiger  as  it  tasted  to  the  cub. 

By  noon  of  the  Monday,  had  it  not 
been  for  one  thing,  he  would  have  been 
quite  himself  again — not,  of  course,  his 
old  self,  as  the  public  schools  of  Paragon 
Heights  and  the  house  of  the  immaculate 
Geraldine  White  had  known  him.  But 
to  all  outward  seeming,  had  it  not  been 
for  one  thing — 

The  one  thing,  in  short,  was  the  wife 
(or  shall  we  say  the  widow?)  of  Doctor 
Failing.  Had  Daisy  come  straight  in 
that  afternoon;  had  she  taken  him  by 
storm;  then  he  had  a feeling  he  could 
have  faced  her — even  that  he  could  have 
faced  her  dawn.  After  all,  she  was  only  a 
woman.  ...  It  was  this  growing  sense 
of  an  assault  by  irresolution,  this  half- 
shrinking  beleaguerment  of  his  home, 
which  was  too  much  for  him.  When  he 
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had  seen  her  coming  up  the  walk,  falter- 
ing at  the  steps,  turning  back,  retreating 
almost  in  headlong  panic — when  he  had 
seen  this  for  the  third  time  through  a 
crack  in  a front  window-shade,  I say, 
he  began  to  take  a really  serious  view  of 
the  matter. 

“ I wonder — ! By  Heavens !” 

Turning,  he  found  Victoria  behind 
him,  a question  smoldering  in  her  small, 
close-set  eyes.  He  had  an  impulse  to  tell 
her  all,  to  blurt  out  who  it  was  that  hov- 
ered so  before  the  house,  to  confess 
that  he  had  talked,  precisely  as  the 
woman  called  the  Harris  woman,  for 
whom  the  boils  had  been  set  on  the 
cable-agent’s  wife,  had  talked — most  in- 
discreetly. He  had  the  impulse,  but  he 
mastered  it. 

“It  is  nothing,”  he  muttered.  “She 
is  nobody,  nobody.  She’ll  go  away  pres- 
ently.” Avoiding  the  eyes,  he  turned  to 
roam  again. 

“But  by  Heavens!”  he  considered, 
with  growing  conviction,  “that’s  pre- 
cisely what’s  happened.  Daisy  has  al- 
lowed this  thing  to  work  on  her  mind 
and  she’s  got  herself  into  a stew  and 
gone  running  to  the  police — The  po- 
lice! Yes,  that’s  what  the  maid  said  the 
other  night — ‘Something  about  the — the 
— 'police /’  ” 

It  must  have  been  the  humidity  again, 
for,  although  the  thermometer  outside 
the  bedroom  window  stood  at  a bare 
sixty,  yet  he  found  himself  beginning  to 
perspire  freely. 

“And  now,”  he  broke  out,  bitterly — 
“now,  to  salve  her  conscience,  she  feels 
that  she’s  got  to  let  me  know  what  she’s 
done.  And  yet — yet  she’s  afraid  to  face 
me.  A pretty  pickle,  a pretty  pickle !” 

He  drew  himself  up  a little  straighter 
and  folded  his  arms. 

“After  all,”  he  announced  in  a firmer 
tone,  “there  is  no  law  in  the  country  to 
prevent  me  from  destroying  a work  of 
art,  done  by  me,  still  remaining  my 
property,  in  my  possession,  and  not 
covered  by  insurance.  Nor  is  there  any 
law  to  prevent  my  burying  it  in  the  back 
yard  if  I feel  like  it.  Or  in  the  front 


yard,  or  the  cellar.  My  position  is  im- 
pregnable.” 

Mopping  his  brow,  he  went  on  tiptoe 
to  have  one  more  peep  through  the  cur- 
tain crack.  Daisy  had  not  gone  away. 
She  was  there  at  the  very  top  of  the 
steps;  in  fact,  her  eyes  fixed  with  a 
despairing  fascination  on  the  door,  her 
hands  pressed  to  cheeks  on  which  the 
white  of  fright  did  battle  with  the  rose  of 
shame.  This  time  she  was  coming  in. 

“My  position,”  Mr.  Ives  repeated, 
hoarsely,  “is  impregnable.” 

And,  turning,  he  fled.  He  went  by  the 
kitchen  way  and  the  secret  cemetery  of 
the  back  yard,  speeding  light-footed  in 
his  red  morocco  slippers.  Red  morocco 
slippers!  He  became  aware  that  he  was 
hatless,  too,  that  his  hair  was  mussed, 
and  that  a man  as  white  as  a saint  could 
hardly  afford  to  be  seen  about  town  in 
a long  house-gown  of  horizon  blue  and 
old  gold.  Heavens!  Faltering,  he 
groaned  yet  more  deeply  at  sound  of 
a door-bell  creeping  out  of  the  house 
behind  him.  Come  what  might,  then, 
he  had  to  go.  He  laid  an  impulsive 
hand  on  the  alley  gate.  The  following 
instant  he  withdrew  it,  as  if  the  gate  had 
been  hot,  and,  with  his  eyes  protruding 
slightly  from  their  sockets,  stared  at  the 
man  who  seemed  to  have  arisen  from  the 
ground  on  the  other  side. 

The  man  had  on  a golfing-cap.  This 
fact  impressed  itself  upon  Mr.  Ives,  as 
also  the  fact  that  the  man  seemed  polite — 
polite  enough,  at  any  rate,  to  shield  with 
one  hand  a somehow  introductory  cough. 

“Ah— Mr.  Ives?” 

Mr.  Ives  found  himself  unable  to 
speak.  Evidently  taking  silence  for 
affirmation,  the  man  in  the  cap  went  on 
to  make  himself  known. 

“My  name  is  Barleyplanter,  Mr.  E. 
G.  Barleyplanter.  I always  like  every- 
thing open  and  aboveboard,  Mr.  Ives, 
and  so  I’ll  tell  you  right  off  that  I’m 
connected  with  the  Metropolitan  Dis- 
trict Police,  and — ” his  eyes,  from  under 
their  somewhat  heavy  lids,  weighed  the 
effect  of  every  falling  word — “and  I just 
thought  we’d  have  a little  talk.  Eh?” 
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you?  Allow  trie,  then,  to  introduce  to 
you  All'.  Brtrioyplatttet-tof  the  Metro- 
politan Dijii.net  Patti'**'’' 

If  a word -escaped  hen  jfc.WW  inaudi- 
ble; if  sha  rue  flooded  her  faee,  it  rims 
^ i J J , — j„  1 


The  time  had  eorne  now  when,  in  sim- 
ple jiislh^n^  Air  Ives  had  to 

‘\My  lie  ftmvoltneed  in  a 

strengthfes  voice,  “hi  impregnable.” 


in  the  jolliest  way, 
‘‘No  jipiiht  in  the 
world!'’  Gelt i n g 
inside  the  pufo,  he 
word  oh  Mt  -a  loud 
time jSih&LL  we 
ttilk  here?  The 
neighbors-—-  '. 

“Oh  no,  i st> — rn 
Mr  J ves  Iw«l  hold 
of  1*0  elbow . “Do 
come  in’” 


U itli  doubt. 

u b t f ' Mr. 
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‘‘So!  Flatly  deny  all  knowledge,  do 
you?  You’ll  be  able,  then,  no  doubt,  to 
explain  your  actions — ” 

“Actions?” 

“You  were  seen  with  the  man.” 

“Seen  with  him?  Well,  I like  that! 
Can’t  I be  seen  with  a man  without 
being  accused  of — of — ” 

“Of  what?” 

“Of — of  whatever  I’m  accused  of. 
. . . And,  besides,”  he  rushed  on,  let- 
ting loose  the  floodgates  of  speech,  “ the 
man  was  drunk.  I give  you  my  solemn 
word,  Mr.  Barleyplanter,  the  last  I 
laid  eyes  on  him  was  at  the  Ironwalls’ 
gate.  It  was  a dark  night,  I tell  you,  and 
if  he  started  home  across-lots,  with  all 
those  open  drains  and  cellars  and  every- 
thing, why,  anything  could  have  hap- 
pened to  him,  anything!  And  he  had 
been  drinking — heavily /” 

“Drinking?”  The  other  pursed  his 
lips  with  a trace  of  impatience.  “That’s 
a new  point.  I didn’t  know  he  drank.” 

“Well,  he  does — that  is,  did — does,  I 
mean.  Ask  his  wife!” 

“Wife?”  Mr.  Barleyplanter’s  impa- 
tience grew  deeper.  How  could  they 
expect  a man  to  do  the  work  if  they 
failed  to  give  him  the  data? 

“They  never  told  me  he  had  a wife.” 

“Why,  that — ” Mr.  Ives  waved  a wild 
hand  toward  the  door.  “ That  was  his 
wife!” 

“Oh?  So-o-o?”  Mr.  Barleyplanter 
pursed  his  lips  still  tighter  and  shot  a 
sidelong  glance  at  Mr.  Ives.  This  did 
put  another  face  on  the  matter.  “Tell 
me,  has  Mrs.  Kyle  been  in  the  habit — ” 

“Mrs.  Kyle P”  Amazement  lifted  Mr. 
Ives  bodily  from  his  seat. 

“Not  Kyle /”  he  shouted.  “I  thought 
all  the  while  you  were  talking  about — 
about — ” An  eleventh-hour  realization 
that  he  was  getting  in  deeper  than  ever 
sealed  his  lips.  But  then  he  couldn’t 
be  quiet.  What  if  the  detective  insisted 
upon  knowing  of  whom  he  had  been 
thinking? 

“ As  to  Kyle,”  he  stammered,  “ Kyle — 
about  Kyle,  now — ” 

“Yes,  Mr.  Ives;  about  Kyle?” 


“About  Kyle — I — I know  nothin?. 
Absolutely  nothing!” 

Mr.  Barleyplanter  began  to  lose  his 
air  of  jollity.  He  drew  his  chair  closer, 
placed  a finger  on  Mr.  Ives’s  knee,  and 
eyed  him  sternly. 

“My  friend,  that  won’t  do.  That 
won’t  go  down.  You  ought  to  know  by 
this  time  that  Mr.  Ironwall  is  nobody’s 
fool.” 

“Ironwall?  Mr.  Ironwall?  What’s 
Mr.  Ironwall  got  to  do  with  this?” 

“I’ve  a suspicion  you’ll  know  what 
he’s  got  to  do  with  it  before  you  get 
through  with  him.  . . . But  now,  look 
here;  let  me  help  your  memory  a little 
bit.  What  did  you  do  on  the  day  before 
the  night  of  Kyle’s  disappearance?  I’ll 
tell  you.  You  took  the  three-fifty  train 
down  from  Paragon  Heights.  Why? 
You  didn’t  go  to  the  city.  You  got  off 
the  train  at  Bloomsbury.  Why?  At 
Bloomsbury  you  had  a meeting  with  this 
Kyle.  Why?  It’s  an  interesting  fact  that 
not  even  your  closest  friends  had  the 
slightest  idea  you  were  well  acquainted 
with  Kyle.  You  had  pretended,  I be- 
lieve, even  to  dislike  Kyle.  If  you  can 
explain,  then,  this  prearranged  meeting 
at  Bloomsbury — ” 

Mr.  Ives’s  face  was  growing  momept 
by  moment  more  purple. 

“It  was  not  prearranged!  And  I can 
explain  nothing /” 

“I’m  afraid  there’ll  come  a time  when 
you’ll  find  that  you  can.  And  you’ll  also 
be  able  to  explain  just  what  occurred  in 
the  time  between  four-thirty-five,  when 
you  left  Bloomsbury  in  Kyle’s  car,  and 
five-twenty-five,  when  you  were  seen 
by  Mr.  Ironwall  at  his  place  in  Paragon 
Heights.  . . . And,  another  thing,”  he 
added,  presently,  “and  that’s  why 
you’ve  been  acting  so  strangely  of  late.” 

Mr.  Ives  turned  a gaze  of  suddenly 
deepened  bitterness.  “Did  Elean — 
Did  Miss  Ironwall  tell  you  that?” 

“Miss  Ironwall  doesn’t  enter  into  the 
question,  Mr.  Ives.  The  person  we  have 
to  deal  with  in  this  matter  is  Miss  Iron- 
wall’s  father.” 

“ Damn  her  father!” 
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Air.  Barleypianter  bent  over  bis  little 
book  and  for  a moment  nothing  was 
beard  in  the  room  but  the  faint  scraping 
of  his  pencil.  When  he  got  up  he  took 
his  cap  out  of  bis  pocket. 

“That  is  till,  then,  Mr.  Ives,  that  you 
care  to  say?” 

“I Tell  you.  I’ve  said  nothing 
‘'Very  weli”  At  the 
door  Mr.  Barley  plan  ter 
hesitated.  “ By  the  way, 

T suppose  I can  count  mi 
you  to  stay  here  quietly 
till  you ’re  wan  ted?  Other- 
wise, of  course,  1 shall  ha  ve 
to  take  steps—” 

“Oh  yes,  yes— yon  can 
count  on  me— quite— " 

Mr.  Ives  stared  straight 
ahead  of  him  at  a e<ild 
space  on  the  wall.  “And, 
besides/’  he  added  in  a 
weak,  thick  voice,  ”niy 
j>mit ion  is  impregnable.” 

He  remained  seated  pre- 
cisely as  he  was  for  shine 
time  after  tine  door  had 
slammed  in  the  wake  of  the 
agent  of  police. 

And  then,  quite  of  a 
sudden,  lie  jumped  up.  He 
went  in  haste  to  life  room, 
his  elothes-eloset.  He  went 
to  the  closet  in  t he  hall  by 
the  bathroom.  He  got  his 
suit-case,  his  clean  shirts* 
his  night  things.  He  tbok 
stock  of  available 


sure,  it  seemed  to  his  heightened  senses 
that  the  vague,  petturobral  shadow  of  tut 
iu visible  wa  tcher  lgy  across  the  strip  of 
door-step  he  could  sec.  , . . He  triad 
the  back  way.:  tried  it  at  something 
almost  like  a rush.  • 

And  there  again  he  was  brought  up 
short.  It  was  no  hidden  shadower  that 


IM  GOkSOCTKO  W'lTif  SHIf.  WSTBfiPO UTAH  nuvrittCT. 
pouch  " 


halted  him  this  time,  but  the  fpC'daf'Sc  of 
another  fugitive  hi  the  act  of  stealing  out 
of  the  kitchen  tfoor?  At  sight  of  her  it 
passed  quite  from  Ids  miud,  ouve  and  for 
gib  that  lie  wits  a fugitive  himself, 
“ITeform.”  ' ^ • 

She  turned  wit  h a ^tart.  She  had  had 
trouble  with  the  police  la-fore.  Her 
gtUitere  dctathiiietit  !m»l  gime  sour;  in 
ejNs. 

lldn.  whiteness  unnfc  iiarrow  mils;  on 
her  tight  black  bead  a h«l  of  black 
.■draw  with  a popjijr  wfa  seFUWv  and  in 
bei'  hands  she  bore  tlu^Tsfrijjeil  box  tn 
which  tile  hat  had  come,  a cot  ton  uni- 


.moneys.  J uere 
was  six  dollars  and  odd  change  in  hi?, 
clothes;  -twenty  dollar??  in  a drawee, 
a iil'ty-dollar  bond  certificate  of  the 
Fifth,  or  Victory.  loan  tuck*  o | 
the  blotter  on  thn  dpsk,  If  .UsAtte  & 
pitiful  stake  on  which  to  &cse;  a,,  pejpir 
wiirld,  anti  tu  face  if  , moreover/ 
five,  But  the  rest  .'of 'in*  t|^6rA|fe;^fO}i- 
sesfiou  was  in  the  bank,  and  t})e.  bsthk 
was  Mr.  Ironw  all  s.  . . , He  gttl  his  hat 
He  got  a light  coat  . • ■ v , 

He  took  the  precaution  to  peep  bcfqrfe 
he  toed  the  fropt  way;  and  he  wow  gfod 
of  this,  for,  although  he  could  not  be 
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brella,  and  a brown-canvas  suit-case  ex- 
uding the  hasty  ends  of  things. 

She  made  an  effort  to  straighten  her 
hat.  “Yes,  sir;  quite  right,  sir?”  she 
defied  him  in  a sullen  tone. 

“ You!”  was  all  Mr.  Ives  said.  “ Even 
you /” 

He  had  never  touched  the  depths  of 
bitterness  before.  The  poisoned  iron 
entered  his  soul.  For  the  first  time  in  his 
life  he  understood  how  a sinking  ship 
must  feel  when  the  rats  begin  to  leave. 

The  rat  herself  stood  erect  under  her 
wild  burden.  “But  surely  Hi  have  a 
right,  sir.  The  lady  at  ths  employment 
place  said,  sir,  if  Hi  was  not  satisfied 
with  the  position — ” 

Mr.  Ives  interrupted  her  with  a sneer. 
“And  while  she  was  telling  you  all  that 
she  didn’t  drop  so  much  as  a hint,  I 
suppose,  about  a little  thing  called  a 
‘week’s  notice’?” 

If  she  answered  he  did  not  hear.  Bit- 
terness had  made  way  for  a stronger 
wine;  the  anger  of  the  avenger  engulfed 
him. 

“Never  mind!”  he  cried.  “Go!  Go 
your  way!” 

She  did  not  go.  Instead  of  that  she 
turned  to  search  his  face  with  eyes  of  a 
curious,  submerged  alarm. 

“And  what,  sir,  might  be  the  meaning 
of  that?” 

A note  of  laughter  came  out  of  his 
throat,  high  and  brittle. 

“ No ! Go ! Just  go  on  where  you  will 
and  leave  me  here  alone — alone  with 
my  clay  and  my  memory.  I’m  anxious 
to  see  how  far  you’ll  get  with  that  pe- 
culiar lower  lip  of -yours  and  that  high 
cheek-bone  sloping  down  at  an  angle  of 
about  ten  degrees  into  the  lower  rim  of 
those  rather  deep,  close-set  eye-sockets 
of  yours.  Yes,  go!  Ha-ha-ha!” 

He  reeled  a little  as  he  turned  away, 
leaving  that  awful  note  of  mirth  bang- 
ing in  the  air  over  the  colored  woman’s 
head. 

The  die  was  cast.  Definitely  he  had 
set  his  face  against  the  world.  Coming 
to  the  living-room,  he  fell  to  roaming  up 
and  down  like  a panther,  his  ears  attuned 


to  the  sounds  of  a renewed  and  furious 
domesticity  in  the  kitchen,  the  peniten- 
tial rattling  of  stove  things,  the  propi- 
tiatory banging  of  pans  and  kettles,  the 
swish  of  a frightened  broom.  That  he 
had  done  a thing  which  ten  thousand 
thousand  men  and  women  have  tried  to 
do  and  failed  was  nothing.  That,  sim- 
ply, as  if  it  were  offhand,  he  had  hit 
upon  the  only  adequate  solution  of  the 
servant  problem;  this  fact,  stunning  as 
it  was,  was  scarcely  more  than  a straw 
in  the  wind  of  his  personal  triumph.  He 
roamed  in  circles.  He  was  drunk  with  a 
drunkenness  given  to  few,  and  the  more 
insidious  by  ten  times,  coming,  as  it  did, 
upon  the  empty  stomach  of  fright. 

“Touch  me,  will  they?  Lock  me  up? 
I’d  like  to  see  them!” 

He  almost  wished  Victoria  had  per- 
sisted in  going.  Gazing  at  the  closed  door 
of  his  studio,  thinking  of  the  clay  beyond 
it,  the  waiting,  hungry  clay,  he  began  to 
think  it  would  have  been  rather  splendid 
to  have  had  her  flee,  like  a fish  at  the  end 
of  a diabolical  line.  While  he  was  at  the 
figure  he  could  have  put  in  the  bag,  and 
the  cotton  umbrella,  and  the  straw  hat 
with  the  poppy,  all  awry  on  the  clay 
topknot.  That  would  have  been  funny; 
screamingly  funny.  . . . 

As  for  that  man  Barleyplanter,  the 
preposterous  upstart — 

As  for  Mr.  Ironwall — 

Thinking  of  Mr.  Ironwall,  an  un- 
healthy pallor  crept  over  his  face,  and 
the  fingers  of  the  hands  clasped  behind 
him  knotted  a little.  What  business  had 
Mr.  Ironwall  meddling  in  his  affairs? 
Using  his  name?  Bandying  it  about  with 
the  police ? As  all  the  indignities  he  had 
suffered  there  piled  up  in  memory  to  this 
culminating  indignity  his  face  grew  cold 
and  hard. 

“Uncle  George,”  he  broke  out,  hoarse- 
ly. “ Damn  you ! Damn  you,  I say,  for  an 
overbearing,  intolerable,  meddlesome — ” 
“Why,  Robert  Eggleston  Ives!” 

It  would  be  false  to  say  that  he  was 
not  startled  by  this  exclamation  coming 
out  of  the  shadows  of  the  room  which  be 
had  considered  empty  save  for  himself. 
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A week  ago  he  would  have  turned  per- 
fectly crimson  at  being  caught  with  such 
an  expression  on  his  lips,  especially  by 
Eleanor;  he  would  have  wished  to  die, 
or  at  least  to  sink  through  the  floor.  But 
now,  save  for  the  first  sharp  intake  of 
breath,  there  was  no  perceptible  breach 
in  the  wall  of  his  contained  and  icy 
anger. 

“Eleanor,”  he  demanded  in  a level 
tone,  “how  did  you  come  here?” 

“The  front  door  was  unlocked.  I 
walked  in.” 

“How  long  ago?” 

“About  ten  minutes,  I should  say.” 

He  continued  to  peer  at  the  wing-chair 
in  the  corner  and  the  dim  loom  of  the 
girl  half  hidden  in  its  shadows.  It  was 
not  odd  that  he  had  failed  to  notice  her 
before.  Dusk  was  coming  on,  and  with 
it  the  added  pall  of  an  autumnal  storm. 
The  weather,  which  had  failed  so  signally 
in  the  way  of  portents  on  the  day  of 
Victoria’s  arrival,  was  not  to  be  caught 
off  guard  again.  It  grew  wild  and  dark 
to  the  dark  wildness  of  that  night  which 
was  even  now  beginning  to  close  down 
over  the  life  of  Robert  Ives. 

It  was  curious  to  think  that  once  this 
girl  could  have  been  in  love  with  the 
man  that  be  had  been. 

“Why?”  he  murmured,  by  and  by. 
“Why  did  you  come?” 

“Because  I had  to  know,  Robert.  I 
can’t  go  on  in  this  terrible,  terrible 
cloud,  listening  to  what  they  say.  . . . 
I want  you  to  tell  me , Rob.  What  has 
happened  to  Sterling  Kyle?" 

“Happened?” 

“Where  is  he?” 

“Why  do  you  want  to  know?” 

“Because  I shall  go  crazy  if  I don’t 
know  what  you  know.” 

Mr.  Ives  lifted  his  hands  ever  so 
slightly,  laughed  with  a low,  sardonic 
indulgence,  and  turned  away  to  gaze 
out  of  the  rear  window  where  leaves 
were  blowing  over  the  softly  mounded 
turf.  The  moan  of  the  wind  came 
muffled  to  his  ears;  his  soul  drank  of  the 
storm;  a dark  disdain  touched  the  cor- 
ners of  his  lips. 


“I  suppose  you’ll  be  asking  me  next 
where  Doctor  Failing  is.” 

“Doctor  Failing?  I didn’t  know  he 
was  anywhere — in  particular.  And  be- 
sides, what’s  Doctor  Failing  got  to  do 
with  Sterling  Kyle?” 

“Absolutely  nothing.  . . . Except  that 
they  both  happen  to  be  gone,  and  that 
neither  of  them  will  ever  be  found. 
That’s  all.” 

“ How  do  you  know  they’ll  never  be 
found?” 

“How  do  I know?”  A burst  of  un- 
bridled laughter  rose  to  his  lips,  but  he 
stilled  it  to  a chuckle.  “How?  Ha- 
ha-ha!” 

There  was  no  word  further  from  the 
wing-chair,  but  he  heard  soft  footfalls 
coming  toward  him.  Her  voice  sounded 
behind  his  shoulder. 

“Robert,  I don’t  understand  you.  I 
used  to  know  you,  and  now,  somehow, 

I don’t  know  you  any  more.  I used 
to—’’ 

“ — to  love  me,”  he  supplied  in  a 
steady  tone. 

There  was  something  in  the  gasp  be- 
hind him  that  aroused  a diabolical  ag- 
gressiveness in  his  soul.  Wheeling,  he 
grasped  her  wrist. 

“ Yes,  and  even  now,”  he  cried.  “ Even 
now!  What  if  Kyle  was  in  my  way! 
He’s  no  longer  in  my  way!  What  if 
another  man — ” 

It  was  hard  to  say  what  was  happen- 
ing, but  there  was  a noise  in  the  kitchen, 
mingled  of  ruffled  protests,  threats, 
bangings,  and  tramplings.  It  was  as  if  a 
wind  blew  through  the  house,  a heavy 
wind  of  anger  that  swung  back  the  door 
into  the  living-room  with  a sound  of 
roaring. 

“Is  my  daughter  here P” 

In  the  gloom  which  had  now  grown 
really  profound  the  figure  of  the  banker 
could  be  discerned,  bent  forward  and 
rocking  a little  on  half-crouching  limbs. 
One  could  see  he  was  not  himself. 

“Robert,  you  hound,  don’t  try  to 
hide.  Is  my  daughter  here?” 

In  the  tone,  even  more  than  in  the 
words,  there  was  a quality  of  domineer- 

Qrigiraal  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Go  'gle 


HARPER'S  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE 


ingliniUuity  to  which  the  other'*  venom  Tuts  sort  of  thing,  to  Mr.  Ironwall, 
leaped  as  a flame  to  vajiorinc  wax.  'Hte  was  more  than  incredible;  jt  was  im- 

drvil  hail  him  now,  He-  walked  -Jowly  possible,  He  was  the  president  of  a 

hulf-wayaeimstberttofuaudsjuipped  on  hank.  '• 'H'’ . -'A 

the  overhead  lights,  Sodding  the  room  “ And  by  tlie  w.-iv,"  t he  other  filled 
with  a spacious,  iucandesccnl  glare.  up  the  blank  in  a ernee  that  was  aow 

“ Your  daughter.  as  you  may  .> «ec-,  Mr.  almost  a purr,  “by  Uw  way.  aren't 

IronwaU,  is  here."  you  going  to  ask  me  sonrc  questions, 

“Yon — vow — -i-riivitinl;'*  too*  1 thought  everybody — “ 

“And  being  here.**  Mr  Ives  went  on,  The  hanker,  had  got  hi»  breath  back: 
ignoring  the  epithet  with  «iiea'iv  w«raH  “The  po/uv.”  he  roared,  “are  paid 

“and  being  here,  what  of  H?’’  to  asfc  questions  of  your  sort.  Persoual- 

The  banker’s  face  was  jrn/«ing  pHrpter  ly,  I don't  care  to  soil  my  tips  with  any 

all  the  while.  further  word-..  . . It's  enough,  God 

“I'il  talk  to  j^eu,  young  man,  at  the  jknows,  to  realise  that  I once  looked 

proper  time.  . . . And  now.  Eleanor-—'  upon  you  almost  in  the  light  ot  a son — " 

Ill's  eyes,  .slightly  bloodshot,  went  to  the  "’Or  perhaps  a so n — in-lnn?'’ 

curner  where  the  trirl,  dared  by  ths  <ud-  “ 

den  irruption  of  nnis»-  and  light,  stood  “Miry  do  you  ask  ‘what?’  I think 

with  her  bauds  pressed  to  her  wUiteimig  you  heard.  ’ 

clieeks.  “Come,  Eleanor?”  For  a space  of  seconds,  in  which  Mr. 

Seeing  that  in  her  bewilderment  she  Ives  maintained  hi$  pose  of  punctilious, 
had  not  moved,  he  repeated  it  in  a shout:  if  db.duiofut,  attention,  silence  lay  in 
“Come!'’  the  room.  And  then  Eleanors  voice 

He  moved  toward  her,  almost  tw'ma-  Was  hearth  scarcely*  more  than  a whisper 
ingly.  But  Air.  jfyes  was  in  his  wav.  husky  with  tmploration. 

‘Mast  a moment,  if  j'ou  please.  Just  “ Don't,  father,  don’t ! Can't  you 
a moment!'’  see  he’s  sick?  Oh,  oh.  don’t!” 


sFyng  sufctd”  hk  cbird.  “ on  yotii  wav!” 
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“Please!”  Mr.  Ives  bade  her  in  a 
sharp  aside,  without  removing  his  eyes 
from  the  anatomy  of  her  father’s  face. 
The  word  served  only  to  draw  upon 
himself  the  girl’s  despairing  plea.  . 

“No,  Robert,  no!  Think!  Look, 
Robert!  Can’t  you  see  he’s  not  him- 
self?” 

“I  am  only  waiting  for  his  answer,” 
he  said. 

Mr.  Ironwall  broke  out  in  a sudden, 
loud,  thick,  furious  tone.  “My  answer 
is— that!” 

Mr.  Ives  rocked  slightly  on  his  feet 
from  the  blow  of  the  other’s  open  hand. 
On  his  left  cheek,  white  as  dough,  the 
pattern  of  palm  and  fingers  came  out 
in  a crimson  stain. 

“ Thank  you!"  he  said. 

The  man’s  calm  was  cataclysmic. 
Had  it  not  been  for  that  mark  on  his 
cheek,  only  the  faint  heliotrope  of  his 
lips,  the  scarce-seen  dilation  of  his  nos- 
trils, and  the  extraordinary,  studying 
intensity  of  the  gaze  he  fastened  upon 
his  assailant’s  head  and  shoulders  would 
have  betrayed  the  flame  that  devoured 
him  flesh  and  bone. 

His  voice  was  even  lower,  softer,  than 
before. 

“Thank  you,”  he  repeated.  “That 
makes  it  easier.  . . . Now  all  I ask  you 
to  do  is  this.  Remember!  Just  for  an 
instant,  Mr.  Ironwall,  when  you  begin 
to  feel  the  queemess  coming  on,  kindly 
have  the  goodness  to  remember  what 
you  have  done.  It  will  be  too  late,  of 
course — but — remember!" 

It  was  evident  that  the  banker,  after 
his  act  of  violence,  could  not  trust  him- 
self to  deal  further  with  the  obviously 
mad.  He  averted  his  eyes,  which  began 
to  bulge  a little,  and  beckoned  his  daugh- 
ter. She  went  with  him,  her  head 
drooping. 

“Oh,  father,  father,  couldn’t  you  see 
— Rob,  oh,  Rob,  but  couldn’t  you  see 
that  father  isn’t  himself — at  all — ” 

Net  once  on  his  way  to  the  door  did 
Vtr.  Ironwall  look  back.  Not  once, 
with  that  crimson  sign-manual  flaming 
high  on  his  cheek,  did  Mr.  Ives  stir 
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from  where  he  stood  beneath  the  hang- 
ing lamp,  or  open  his  cold  lips,  or  re- 
move his  gaze,  extraordinarily  concen- 
trated, from  the  back  of  the  banker’s 
head.  ... 

He  began  on  the  back  of  the  head, 
holding  it  still  vividly  in  his  mind.  . . . 
Walking  into  the  studio  at  a deliberate, 
almost  somnolent  pace,  his  chin  in  his 
neck,  his  eyes  curiously  clouded,  he  got 
out  his  clay  from  the  cracker-box,  piled 
it  about  the  armature  on  his  stand,  and 
began  to  shape  it  roughly,  from  the 
vivid  back  toward  the  front. 

It  is  fair  to  say  that  he  didn’t  know 
what  he  was  doing.  For  the  time  being 
his  hands  worked  mechanically,  not 
mechanically  in  the  way  of  a drowsy 
garment-worker  or  a veteran  bricklayer, 
led  by  habit,  but  with  the  divine,  care- 
less, perceptive  authority  of  the  sub- 
conscious. If  he  felt  anything  it  was 
only  the  clinging,  cool  caress  of  the  clay, 
like  the  devil’s  kiss  on  his  hands.  If  he 
heard  anything  it  was  only  the  rising 
majesty  of  the  gale,  the  thick,  dark, 
tragic  moan  of  the  night  that  came  to 
wrap  him  about,  stand  his  guard  and 
pay  him  homage — the  wind  and  the 
dying  leaves  that  whispered  against  the 
clapboards,  or  lodged,  rustling,  in  re- 
mote, high  gutters  of  the  house.  If  he 
thought  of  anything  it  was  of  his  past 
life — pityingly  of  his  boyhood,  which  for 
some  queer  reason  had  been  much  like 
the  boyhood  of  other  men  who  had  later 
become  engineers,  ministers,  and  furni- 
ture dealers.  He  thought  of  his  young 
manhood,  far  off  and  incredibly  com- 
monplace. . . . 

He  was  a little  ashamed  of  it  all.  His 
eye,  roving  over  the  clay  company  of  his 
old  acquaintances  and  friends,  despised 
them.  Even  their  huddled  shadows,  dis- 
torted by  the  angles  of  the  wall  on  which 
they  fell,  were  not  yet  sufficiently  dis- 
torted to  make  them  seem  anything  but 
human  vegetables,  unmoved,  unmoving, 
unfantastic.  They  might  all  be  blotted 
out  of  the  world  of  genius,  and  not  for 
so  much  as  an  eye-wink  of  time  would 
there  be — 
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Vast  projects  of  annihilation  floated 
through  his  brain.  Suppose  he  should 
take  them  all  in  a lump ! But  no,  hardly 
that!  With  a small,  internal  start,  he 
found  himself  gazing  into  his  own  eyes. 
He  had  quite  forgotten  that  portrait 
of  himself;  the  one  he  had  not  thought 
good  because  it  failed,  somehow,  of 
being  him. 

And  now  he  made  a bizarre  discovery. 
It  was  he.  Not  as  he  had  been  then,  but 
as  he  was  now.  The  creative  sub- 
conscious in  him,  working  sullenly 
against  his  will,  had  made  a prophecy. 
He  had  thought  the  face  too  hard,  too 
ruthless.  It  was  too  hard.  He  had  im- 
agined there  was  a strange  curve  in  the 
upper  lip.  There  was. 

It  was  all  most  fascinating.  He  moved 
it  nearer  to  the  working  light  and  studied 
it.  He  had  been  trving  to  mold  the 
likeness  of  a young  man  who,  when  he 
had  ordered  a pound  of  steak  cut  for 
him  at  the  butcher’s  shop,  accepted  a 
pound  and  nine  ounces  meekly  and 
went  away.  And  his  stubborn,  vision- 
ary hands  had  wrought  the  face  of  a 
man  who  could  stand  unappalled  before 
a world  in  arms;  who,  with  a sense  in 
him  of  the  myriad-footed  law  closing 
' in  upon  him  through  the  night,  could 
yet  move  forward  the  ordered  processes 
of  vengeance  without  haste,  full  of  a 
large,  philosophical  disdain. 

Without  haste,  yes;  but  swiftly.  For 
all  this  while  those  bond-servants  of 
inspiration,  his  hands,  had  never  fal- 
tered. None  but  the  artist  will  know 
the  joy  of  the  hour  when  the  thing  be- 
gins to  create  itself,  when  all  the  worry 
goes  out  of  work,  when  by  some  obscure 
miracle  it  becomes  impossible  for  any- 
thing at  all  to  be  wrong. 

Iron  wall?  This  was  Ironwall,  never 
fear.  The  first  ear,  emerging  scarcely 
handled  from  the  dead  mass,  was  Iron- 
wall’s  ear.  Young  Kyle  he  had  done  by 
a sheer  tour  de  force,  in  the  rage  of  his 
heart  and  the  sweat  of  his  brow.  With 
Ironwall  it  was  all  different.  Ironwall 
grew  to  his  doom  under  the  caressing 
fingers  of  an  exquisite  hate — even  the 


epicurean  fingers.  Your  epicure  knows 
not  only  what  to  eat,  but  he  knows  how 
to  bide  his  time  till  the  eating  shall  ful- 
fil the  finest  accumulated  desire.  So 
it  was  with  the  fingers.  Touching  into 
life  an  ear,  rounding  forth  the  nose, 
there  would  flit  across  his  mind  the  sud- 
den, starry  thought:  “This  ear  now; 
with  one  twist  of  the  hand — !”  Or, 
“This  nose;  just  a simple,  quick  jerk 
now — and  bow  would  he  feel — how 
would  he  look  up  there  in  his  bouse  on 
the  hill?  Mr.  G.  J.  Ironwall,  the  banker, 
without  any  nose,  any  nose  at  afi?” 

“Ah,  but  no!  Wait!  Wait  a little 
while!  Wait!’’ 

It  grew  late.  His  shadow,  working, 
working,  sprawled  monstrous  and  fan- 
» tastic  over  the  shadows  of  all  those  un- 
fantastic  creatures  of  unimaginative 
clay.  The  room  grew  close.  Beyond 
the  door  and  across  the  dark  space  of 
the  living-room  the  clock  was  striking 
its  little  bell. 

It  was  midnight,  and  it  was  as  if 
something  mysterious  had  come  to  keep 
tryst  with  the  mysterious  hour.  Mr. 
Ives  discovered  it  quite  suddenly  and 
with  surprise.  Stepping  back  a pace, 
he  perceived  that  the  thing  was  done. 
The  clay  was  Ironwall. 

“ Ironwall !”  he  cried  aloud.  His  voice 
shivered.  The  hour  that  had  come  was 
too  sheer,  too  naked.  “Ironwall,  look 
at  me!  I asked  you  to  remember.  Do 
you  remember?  Now?  Now f" 

He  felt  his  hands  rising  above  his  bead, 
the  fingers  knotted  into  fists,  higher, 
higher.  He  remembered.  Over  the 
whole  of  him,  to  the  crown  of  his  head, 
to  the  soles  of  his  feet,  to  the  marrow  of 
his  bones,  he  was  conscious  now  of  the 
burning  pain  of  a vast,  ignominious 
slap.  It  is  curious  that  the  long  hours 
had  not  dulled  it.  The  psychologist  may 
explain  perhaps  why,  seeming  to  go  quite 
away,  it  had  in  reality  only  lain  and 
grown  in  abeyance,  gathering  its  poi- 
soned self  against  that  moment — 

“Now,  Ironwall,  damn  you!  Damn 
you  and  ruin  you  forever  and  ever. 
Amen!” 
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A mist  swam  before  his  eyes.  He  drowning  man  will  recall  the  .scenes  of 
felt  the  awful,  inexorable  weight  of  his  his  past  life,  small,  bright  pictures 
descending  hands.  . , , He  tried  to  stop  flickered  across  the  retina  of  his  brain, 
them.  Biting  his  lip,  .he  tried.  Bray-  He  saw  himself  astride  a . fiery  steed  on 
icg,  he  trie^f.  He  toed  and  tried,  and,  the  road  to  Salem,  by  Way  of  Boston 
M if  by  a miracle,  they  were  stopped,  a and  of  Lynn,  and  the  horse  was  a knee, 
bare  two  incites  short  of  their  mark,  and  in  the  sky  above  him  hung  the 
And  a groan  burst  from  Ins  throat.  . . . kindly  face  of  “Unde  George.”  He 
Mr.  Ives  wyaa imta  bad  ihaii.  Perhaps  saw  “Undo  G^orgey  at  a grammar' 
it  will  he  hart!  for  the  reader  to  believe,  school ,W  • the  front 
but  it  is  a fart  that  up  to  this  instant  he  row,  elappmg  longer  and  louder  than 
had  never  actually  realised  What  he  was  any  one  eke  when  Bobbie  Ives  had  suc- 
doing.  Murder?  Hoi  Hoess  any  one  ever  eeeded  finally  in.  gelrinif  the  remnaEita 
truly  and  seriously  voiulciiiU  i?'.c  spul  of  of  the  tight  Jirigade  through  that  never-, 
the  Queen,  of  Hearts,  waddling about,  to  to-btHpcgotten  blunder.  He.  walked 
the  time  of  that  everlitsting  “Off  with  awninarm  with  “UtieSe  G*^>rgc**  up  the 
Ids  headf*  Well,  that  was  precisely  the  ebteshaded  . — 

sort  of.  tlutig.  And  lieuplc  like  that  . hid  his 

never  real,  vivid  idea  of  the  dilatedeyeswhh  hfe»o»ledlr4hd8.  ‘‘God 

harm  they  do.  Almost  like  killing  flies, . , . iu  heaven,  a hat  have  I —what  am  1 — ” 
Bui.  now.  in  that  luuigmg  fraction  of  Ail  the  strength  drained  out  of  Ms 
a second,  the  light  hill,  and  Iu  the  light  limbs.  He.  reeled.  Hi*  felt  himself 
he  saw  himself.  The  murderer?  The  falling,  and  to  sale  himself  flung  out 
slinking,  secret  murderer  of  JToetor  Bail-  an  ami.  And  this  Ufi^e.-iT’did'.-.iibi  -Tail'. 
ing~-of  Kyle— of — of—  - of  its  .mark.  It  struck,:  ; In  his  ears 

But  no,  no!  Not.  of  Ironwalll  As  a sounded  the  crash  of  an  inexorable  ruin. 
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It  was  fate.  He  had  repented,  but 
repentance  had  come  too  late.  Given 
over,  wrapped  about,  dragged  along  by 
a dark  and  hungry  destiny,  no  tiny 
gesture  of  his  could  suffice  to  halt  its 
majestic  progress.  The  thing  was  done, 
hideous,  black,  irrevocable.  Swoon- 
ing with  horror,  his  eyes  still  blind- 
ed by  his  hands,  he  staggered  to  the 
door . . * * 

In  the  blackness  of  the  outer  rooms 
(for  she  never  seemed  to  turn  on  any 
lights)  the  exiled  priestess  had  been 
moving  without  sound,  or,  for  minutes 
at  a time,  standing  erect  and  motionless 
in  the  attitude  of  the  listener. 

She  knew.  Ah,  yes,  trust  the  woman 
Thwaite!  She  knew  what  it  was  that 
went  forward  in  that  closed  room.  If 
you  ask  how,  say  how  the  wild  goose 
steers  northward  in  the  spring,  or  the 
pigeon  finds  her  cote.  And  knowing,  it 
did  a strange  thing  to  her;  held  her  with 
a strange  authority.  It  made  her  forget 
the  police;  it  made  her  forget  the  men- 
acing tether  which  held  her  here  when 
she  would  have  fled.  At  moments,  let 
us  believe,  she  even  forgot  quite  where 
she  was;  this  alien  and  inhospitable 
cold  air  was  gone,  and  over  her  came 
pouring  the  warm  wind  of  island  jungles, 
heavy  with  the  heart  of  hibiscus,  wound 
with  the  silken  whisper  of  serpents,  the 
far  bell-note  of  a bird,  the  imponderable 
kiss  of  bare  soles  on  the  grass.  . . . Per- 
haps she  saw  them  again,  the  dark, 
sleek  figures  of  the  devotees  silhouetted 
against  the  farther  fire-glow;  perhaps  in 
her  dreaming  ears  hung  the  phantom 
of  a barbaric  croon,  rising  and  falling 
to  the  beat  of  goatskin  drums  and  the 
rattle  of  gourds. 

In  the  cavern  of  the  living-room  her 
tall  form  rocked  with  a scarcely  per- 
ceptible motion,  like  an  inverted  pendu- 
lum; from  her  lips  issued  a sound.  It 
was  not  loud,  but  about  it  it  had  this 
curious  quality:  it  went  away  from  its 
source  without  diminishing;  it  passed 
into  the  other  chambers  and  hung  there, 
a slumbrous  throb  of  sound.  And  all 


the  while  the  tall,  lithe  form  went  on 
rocking,  rocking  in  the  dark. 

Not  one  step  did  she  take  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  closed  door.  She  had  com- 
mitted one  breach  of  professional  ethics 
the  first  night  she  was  there  in  a moment 
of  passion;  she  would  not  commit  an- 
other. One  does  not  intrude  upon  a 
colleague’s  practice;  and,  flee  his  pres- 
ence as  she  would  have  done  that  after- 
noon— flee  it  again  as  she  would  at  first 
sign  of  the  waning  of  his  ominous  power 
over  her — still,  after  all,  he  was  her 
colleague.  It  was  hers,  she  felt,  to  play 
the  acolyte,  and,  swaying  in  the  blind- 
ness of  the  antechamber,  to  keep  that 
somber  incantation  hanging  undimin- 
ished through  the  house. 

It  was  a long  time.  Ten  struck,  and 
eleven.  The  measured  count  of  mid- 
night lingered  in  the  air.  . . . The  wall 
on  the  studio  side  was  broken  by  a 
shaft  of  light.  The  door  swung  back, 
not  as  if  pulled  by  a hand,  but  as  if 
blown  by  some  gust  of  outer  wind  in 
that  windless  quietude.  The  croon  died 
on  the  woman’s  lips  and  she  stood  mo- 
tionless, studying  with  a vague  uneasi- 
ness the  silhouette  of  the  master  sway- 
ing brokenly  in  the  doorway. 

“Victoria!”  he  called  in  a shattered 
voice. 

He  came  out  as  she  approached  and 
let  himself  down  in  the  morris-chair 
near  the  door.  In  the  penumbra  cast 
by  the  inner  light  his  face  had  the  look 
of  ivory.  The  woman  spoke  in  a whis- 
per, wary  of  the  ears  that  walls  have. 

“Shall  Hi  fetch  the  shovel,  sir?” 

“Shov-v-vel?  Ohhhhh!”  The  gasp 
went  down  into  the  bottom  of  horror. 
“Oh,  but  no — no — not  that!” 

Victoria  peered  at  his  working  face, 
her  uneasiness  increasing  with  her  mys- 
tification. She  heard  him  groan. 

“What  have  I done?  What  have  I 
done?  I’ve  killed  him;  murdered  my 
oldest  friend!  In  cold  blood,  Victoria! 
Cold  blood!” 

“Hi  am  at  a loss,  sir.”  The  col- 
ored woman,  reconnoitering,  hesitated. 
“Might  Hi  ask,  sir,  would  it  be  the 
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gentleman—  Ibis  evening's  gjttifenaD,  started  from  live  pores  about  bis  temples 
had  .fi^iaudiicity  to;  st'ri^?  .'  lytUBSi  • • dortvn,  tb  .sides  trf  Ms 

hitn  strike  Ute  again!  ihtiy  n«s«v’.  'V  . 

i«.-!  him  step  m*-  again,  box  my  ears,  u ‘IC-m- euway ? .Nii>,  there’s  Hemenway. 

hundred  times,  a.  thousand  times — ” And  the  LL'cm'tiWiiY  hired  girl,” 

Vic-tOria,  erasing,  peered  again  into  ViolorijFs glance  had  been  darting, 
the  studio.  too;  in  her,  too,  misgiving,  deepened. 

"But  Hi  sity.  dr,  surely,  sir,  there's  But  in  her  it  was,  more  knowing,  coming, 
been  mtw  mistake,  you  know.. 

Now  tlmi  gentle  man — ” 

wm 

evvr^^  hud y';  :"  v : - ,-  *», 

toUie islmii:Mr'f'lvesr"!’1  ’ V:  ” ’ ' ; 

“ Thank  he  enatimsed  •’  ••>:?  ,F"  Z ■ 


bless  you  V*  lie  almost  put  ted 
the  cold  head.  >.:■  . h.  % 

who,  .....  . 

eyes,  shifting,  interrogated  • the  other  more  directly  to  mud  the  truth,  And  in 
smashed  wooden  pcdeaMl  and  the  ruin  her  there  was  mingled AVifk  the  horror 
of  clay  scattered  on  the  floor.  ‘'Bui  of  discovery  the  strain  almost  of  a ilia- 
who,  then— "W’ho  «iis  ii.'V'  Loin  a!  rehef-^tvlensc.  Its  echo  was  in 

Misgidttg  CiMf.  a shiolow  cr.er  his  joy,  her  voice. 

Ilis  oldest  friend  had  been  suVed,  true  “ BmI-  siV.  a»d.  wherc  is  ihui  one — 
enough,  and  thanks  be  hir.it.  Blit  norite-  you  understand  true.,  sir — 

Ottfi  had  Suffered,  .(*!  Hie  .same.  And  Mr.  Ivrw’S  brain,  leaping  id  the.  urge 
who?  Chmld  it  Ik1  Air.  Iiarrisi>u,  the  .of  her  voice,-  touched  the  truth. 
Congregational  minister?  No  latter  .V  Me?" 

mac  Over  walked  on  earth;  and  to  he  Jib  vmo;  sunk  i*>  ;t  wandering  whis- 
s truck  down  so,  without  'yarning  or  jaw.  ‘'ALewe?'’ 

reason,  ia  the  innocence  of  bis  prime  Vi  s.  In  remesnheivd  now.  Yes,  that 

But  no;  there  was  Mr.  Harrison  in  vurious!;i  prophetic  portrait  bf  himself; 
the  sh/uhtw  behind  Air,  McLeod,  the  there  it  had  been  Standing,  edminilning 
coal  dealer.  And  so  it  couldn’t  be  Air.  with  hint  at  his  work. 

McLeod,  either.  Mr.  lees’s  glance  was  He  seemed  h'  reason,  yet  he  was  not 
fairly  dartir^  nmy,  canvassing  the  list  re;obh»iog  ht  all  Ifc  .bvdit  laughed, 
of  sijryiyorS.  There  Was  a growing  Tl*e  s>h»ull,  paly,  glmstly  itihinmcry  of 
tight  ness  vu  his  lungs.  IVrsp’irution  mirth' \vcut  and  hung  among  the  shadows 


anj>  now  nn  mace  a bv/ imu:  ' *T  b a5  he 


902 


HARPER’S  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE 


of  the  mocking  images.  . . . Victoria’s 
eye  dwelt  upon  him.  He  had  a sense 
of  them  far  off,  analyzing,  pathological; 
he  felt  them  keeping  track  of  his  every 
turn  and  quiver  with  a catlike  attention, 
horrible,  brilliant,  and  very  hard. 

He  made  an  effort  and  tore  himself 
away.  Turning,  he  walked  out  un- 
steadily into  the  dark  living-room.  He 
put  a hand  to  his  side. 

“It  doesn’t  amount — doesn’t  mean 
— anything!  It’s  all  a — a kind  of  joke. 
The  idea  of  a clay  figure  having  any- 
thing under  the  sun  to  do  with  a — a — 
a person!  The  idea! ” 

Behind  him  he  heard  the  soft-footed 
following  of  the  watcher.  He  wheeled 
on  her  with  a fragile  anger. 

“Stop  hounding  me  about,  will  you? 
You,  and  all  your  tomfoolishness. 
You’re  nothing  but  a dull,  simple,  igno- 
rant woman,  and  I tell  you  so  to  your 
face.” 

She  remained  silent,  an  inscrutable 
shadow  against  the  light. 

“And  I don't  feel  queer,  anyway! 
There!  I hope  that’s  settled  once  and 
for  all.  Not  the  least  queer  in  the 
world!” 

Both  hands  were  pressed  to  his  abdo- 
men; the  breath  whistled  sluggishly  in 
and  out  of  his  lungs. 

“But  it  hasn’t  anything  to  do  with 
that,  though.  p— I am  an  educated 
man.  I — it’s  just  something — any  good 
doctor  could  tell  me  in  a wink  what 
was  wrong — just  some  little  thing — ” 

He  loosened  his  knees  and  let  himself 
down  in  a chair.  But  in  place  of  easing 
it,  the  new  posture  seemed  only  to  speed 
the  growth  of  the  vast,  vivid,  localized 
discomfort  within  him. 

(“Just  for  an  instant  . . . when  you 
feel  the  queerness  coming  on”),  the 
ironic  echo  winged  across  his  brain 
(“it  will  be  too  late,  of  course — but — 
remember!”). 

He  tried  to  stifle  the  groan  that  would 
come  out  of  his  lips. 

Where  was  Victoria?  Where  had 
that  limb  of  the  living  devil  taken  her- 
self? The  nimbus  of  light  knew  her 


no  more;  released  from  bondage  by  the 
knowledge  that  the  withering  hand  itself 
was  withered,  the  destroyer  himself  de- 
stroyed, she  lost  no  time  in  slipping 
back  into  the  sanctuary  of  her  native 
element,  the  dark.  He  felt  her  every- 
where about  him,  watching  him  with 
her  black  vision,  counting  off  the  sec- 
onds pulsing  in  his  heart.  . . . 

Light!  He  must  have  light! 

He  tried  to  find  the  wall-switch,  but 
his  feet  stumbled  over  the  vales  and 
precipices  of  the  rug  and  his  groping 
hands  had  lost  the  instinct  of  direction. 
. . . His  mind  swam  blind  in  a blind  sea. 
. . . Pain  became  an  obsession.  . . . He 
felt  himself  breaking  in  two,  impossibly, 
inexorably,  in  the  middle.  . . . 

He  had  missed  his  way.  He  was  no 
longer  in  the  living-room.  He  was  in 
the  kitchen.  His  nerveless  fingers  struck 
the  wall  where  the  switch  happened  to 
be;  light  sprang  out  around  him.  His 
eyes  were  dazed;  they  blinked  and 
blinked  at  the  little  circle  of  floor  where 
they  chanced  to  be  fastened,  and  in  it  lay 
a shovel — the  coal-shovel! 

That  was  too  much.  Wheeling,  he 
fled — out  of  the  back  door,  down  the 
back  steps,  across  the  hideous,  peopled 
turf  of  the  back  yard.  He  got  out  -of 
the  back  gate,  he  couldn’t  say  how. 
He  ran,  where  he  didn’t  know;  how 
far,  how  long  he  couldn’t  have  told.  . . . 

About  his  flight  there  was  a bounding 
motion;  at  each  step  he  seemed  to  leave 
the  dark  earth  far  behind  and  beneath 
him.  Somewhere  in  the  obscure  chan- 
nels of  his  consciousness  lay  the  idea 
that  if  he  could  only  speed  fast  enough 
he  could  outdistance  that  doom  of  pain. 
He  had  the  illusion  once  or  twice  that 
he  had;  once  for  a whole  dazzling  block 
on  Pleasant  Avenue  he  seemed  to  have 
left  it  hopelessly  in  the  rear,  only  to 
find  it  waiting  to  pounce  upon  him 
under  the  arc-light  at  the  corner,  like 
the  kick  of  a hundred  cannon.  . . . 

Lights  came  and  went  across  the  dis- 
ordered firmament.  Faces  more  rarely, 
faces  of  brief  amazement  turning  to  fol- 
low the  flight  of  that  kobold  creature 
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streaming  a blue  - and  - yellow  robe 
athwart  the  night.  Once  there  was  the 
face  of  Mr.  Barleyplanter,  of  the  Metro- 
politan District  Police.  The  eyes  were 
round;  the  lip  hung.  But  he  presently 
turned  to  give  pursuit,  albeit  the  fact 
meant  nothing  in  Mr.  Ives’s  life.  . . . 

In  an  odd  way  the  storm  lost  char- 
acter. Something  of  dignity  Mrent  out 
of  it;  there  came  indecision,  a changed 
wind,  thunder.  Rain  fell  in  large,  re- 
volving drops.  Lightning  ran  over  the 
sky. 

Mr.  Ives  was  in  a really  serious  condi- 
tion. He  had  gone  past  the  possibility 
of  wonder,  and  so  it  did  not  occur  to 
him  to  be  amazed  at  finding  himself  in 
his  own  alley  again,  hanging  on  for  what 
dear  life  was  left  him  to  his  own  alley 
gate. 

There  was  lightning.  It  may  have 
passed  in  an  instant,  but  to  Mr.  Ives’s 
untrustworthy  brain  it  seemed  to  en- 
dure for  a long,  long,  white  moment. 
All  things  were  vivid,  edged,  and  hard. 
. . . He  perceived  the  form  of  Victoria 
Thwaite  in  the  middle  of  the  yard.  She 
had  on  the  black  hat  with  the  fugitive 
poppy;  the  cotton  umbrella,  open,  lay 
beside  her  on  the  grass,  as  did  the  brown- 
canvas  suit-case  exuding  the  ends  of 
things.  On  the  other  side  of  her  he  saw 
the  yellow  basket  in  which  clothes-pins 
were  kept.  But  there  were  no  clothes- 
pins in  it  now.  It  harbored  a more 
ghastly  burden — the  wreck  of  Ives. 

He  watched  her  because  he  hadn’t  the 
power  to  get  his  glazed  eyes  away.  She 
was  so  busy,  so  indefatigably  and  hor- 
ridly busy,  her  lean  form  swaying  with 
a sickening  rhythm  over  the  coal-shovel 
in  her  hands! 

“Oh,  but  no!  My  God,  not  that!” 
Mr.  Ives’s  lips  moved  with  dry,  mute 
cries.  “JVo,  no,  no — I tell  you  no — not 
in  the  ground!” 

In  his  heart  he  knew  it  was  vain.  As 
the  blackness  swept  down  again  out  of 
the  rocking  sky,  he  felt  the  coming  of 
the  end.  He  tried  to  keep  hold  of  the 
gate  with  his  nerveless  fingers,  but  they 
began  to  slip.  They  slipped.  He  felt 


himself  going  down  and  down.  . . . 
It’s  queer  to  feel  yourself  going  down 
and  down  . . . breaking  in  two  in  the 
middle  and  going  down  in  pieces  . . . 
into  the  black,  bottomless  pool  of  space. 

It  couldn’t  have  been  quite  the  end; 
or  else,  perhaps,  passing  over,  he  still 
lingered  for  a while  in  the  borderlands 
along  the  river  where  the  ghosts  are. 
He  had  a dim,  inchoate  sense  of  being 
almost  aware  of  Presences.  Shadowy 
faces  passed  him  by  on  the  primeval 
tides  of  space.  . . . His  soul  groped  back 
to  the  time  of  his  innocence,  and, 
strangely,  the  wraith  of  his  virgin  vic- 
tim came  to  bear  him  company.  He 
couldn’t  say  how  he  knew  it  was  Doctor 
Failing — but  it  was  Doctor  Failing. 
And  on  the  diaphanous  face  there  was 
a look — 

How  long  he  had  been  wandering 
this  frontier  land  he  did  not  know.  He 
opened  his  eyes  in  heaven.  It  was 
almost  dark  in  heaven.  Perhaps  it 
wasn’t  heaven;  perhaps  it  was  hell.  . . . 
All  his  frail  sight  could  give  him  was 
the  foot-rail  of  an  iron  bed  and  the  brief 
passing  of  a white-robed  being  with  a 
spoon.  Then  it  was  heaven,  after  all. 

He  was  tired,  being  new-born,  and 
he  closed  his  eyes  and  slept. 

It  was  quite  bizarre;  when  he  awoke 
again  Eleanor  Ironwall  was  in  the  room. 
It  was  just  for  the  merest  instant,  and 
then,  seeing  him  in  his  senses,  the  figure 
in  white  had  “shooed”  her  out.  . . . 
He  was  still  tired,  and  decided,  wisely 
perhaps,  not  to  engage  with  the  Prob- 
lem. . . . Perhaps  she  had  not  been 
there  at  all.  . . . 

He  saw  her  again,  though.  It  was 
dusk.  Eleanor  was  on  her  knees  beside 
his  bed.  She  had  hold  of  one  of  his 
hands,  and  the  hand  was  moist  with  in- 
explicable tears. 

“Oh,  Rob,  I didn’t — neither  of  us 
knew — that  is,  I knew  you  weren’t  well 
— but  I didn't  know  how  terribly  sick 
you  were.  . . .” 
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lib  rested  upon  he?*  inert \ de- 
ladwi-  tfe  thought:  itltitfa  #$$*1. 

through  the  reniomitsAg  i lb  mi  nd  wit? 
Uit»u  "Hwnvi,  pure.  huK*«?d  >?h! 
of  all.  should  not  l*-  tf>U> hub  th.mt  hand 
with  hers.  , . v*  ■ 

’"  Ami  father/'  she  irM.  going  uU 
a of  penitent  rush,  "father  will 

nevftr  fet^ve  himself!  Never!  We 
didn't  know  t ill  peisl  morning,  but  when 
Ditclnt;  Iftfififtg  ’idtWfit'd.  Ib~-' / 

"Failing?"  Mr.  Ives  hm«d  some- 
where the  .strength  to  gel  himself  tip 
nil  a si uril,  <l  elbow.  " P-f-faHhh/* 
You  mean — IM-oobor  Failing?" 

Uy  the  blankness Itt  her  cy**  he  knew 
she  did.  He  relapsed  •sUififlj*.  on  the 
pilVoiW.  , t he  md  ms  of  mb- 

possibility.  lie  Ktl ■ upon,  n wild  hyjKrth- 
..#& . ./$§.  h»Ve  -beeti  nil  a dream* 

tv  prol'TOged,  vivid,  and  abominable 
nigHtniftnv  He  had  refill  stories  Hint 
ended  that  viay,  that  being  the  easiest 
way  . He  ttmtiMl  on  her  an  eye  of  host, 
appeal.  ; ’ ! • •' :;■ 

''^)t  ^yrvudidu’tsay  Ihador/tri/om/” 
*'  You're  Itred/*  .she  murmured.  She 
started  to  smooth  his  brawn  arm  with  a 


pitying,  gentle  band,  and  then  .six? 
Withdrew  it  in  guilty  haste,  for  the  doc- 
tor hiiu^elf  vviSK  itt  the  doorway.  Mr. 
lyes  received  him  with  diluted  eyes, 
'i'luc  dpcfpxN  own  eyt?k  yrert*  for  the 
moment  fixed,  upon  the  girl.  Slie  arose 
and  retreated,  covered  wit  h •’onfusinh, 

**  But  he  seemed  so  — -so  much  better/* 
she  stammered. 

“Httined!.  fly  Heavens!  1 wash  my 
hands!  l,t(  the  man  go  on  and  da-  ir 
you’ve  built  made  up  your  minds  to  it/’ 
He  tumetl  his  attention  to  the  patient, 
and  in  a fighter  tone: 

"‘‘Well,  so  litre  ure  are.  eii r 1 sup- 
pose, first  off,  you’ll  never  be  content 
till  you  see  it.  They’re  always  that 
way.” 

nvbatr 

*■  I’ve  go!  t.  in  a bottle.  3 give  you 
my  w**rd,  Ives,  I don't  know  what  you 
vvere  about,  going  around  with  an  up- 
pcmli*  like  that  inside  of  you  nil  that 
while.  If  I’m  any  judge  yon  were  in 
a very,  very  batl  condition  for  ft  good 
many  duys--w«fkx'  even— a ud  prob- 
ably the  suppression  of  it  had  something 
to  do  with  the  little  hrnm-*t»>rm  there 
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tell  me  you  pulled  off  on  them.  I give 
you  my  word,  Ives — ” 

“Doctor!”  Mr.  Ives  felt  himself  get- 
ting farther  and  farther  to  sea,  and  he 
was  not  strong.  “Doctor,  tell  me  one 
thing.  Were  you,  or  were  you  not,  here 
in  the  Heights  all  the  time?” 

Color  touched  the  doctor’s  cheeks, 
and  in  the  old  signal  of  perturbation 
his  fingers  crept  to  his  dark,  silken 
mustache.  He  glared  uncertainly  at 
Eleanor,  who  had  held  her  hesitant 
ground  in  a corner. 

“Miss  Ironwall,  how  many  times 
must  I — 

If  she  went  out  grudgingly,  it  was  yet 
in  haste.  [ He  closed  the  door  after  her, 
came  to  the  bedside,  and  spoke  in  a 
lower  tone. 

“See  here,  old  man,  I want  to  thank 
you  for  sticking  tight  and  keeping  mum 
as  long  as  you  did,  and  I suppose  a 
word  to  the  wise  is  sufficient,  eh — for 
the  future,  you  know.  Now  I’ll  tell 
you  how  it  was.  I was  just  a little — 
well,  ‘off,’  you  understand,  that  evening 
at  old  IronwaU’s.  He  has  a good  stock. 
Well,  when  I left  you,  I was  all  set 
for  some  more.  I found  some  more, 
all  right,  but  where  I landed  up,  some 
queer  how  or  other,  was  in  the  ‘ Cure*  at 
Portgate;  and  a good  job  it  was  for  me. 
Honestly,  I believe  they  fixed  me  up 
for  good.  But  the  poor  little  wife. 
Well,  you  know!  Anyhow,  I managed 
to  get  word  to  her  the  third  day,  and 
then  after  that  she  was  scared  pink 
that  you  would  go  and  make  a mess  of 
things  by  getting  the  police  on  the  job. 
Pink!  Honest!  I’ve  asked  her  why 
she  didn’t  just  tell  you  everything.  She 
says  she  was  ‘embarrassed.*  But  she 
did  try  one  evening,  and  the  maid 
couldn’t  get  you.  And  the  other  time 
she  tried  you’d  actually  got  a detective 
to  the  house.  I don’t  know  whether 
you  were  going  to  tell  him  or  not — ” 

“Oh,  Doctor” — Mr.  Ives  waved  a 
weak  hand— “oh,  I assure  you — ” 

“Well,  anyway,  all’s  well  that  ends 
well,  and  now  between  the  three  of  us, 
I suppose,  no  one  need — ” 
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“Oh,  I — Doctor — I — Take  my  word 
for  it,  Doctor!” 

Mr.  Ives’s  brain  felt  its  way  through 
cloud-dust.  “And  Kyle,”  he  implored. 
“Wh-what  happened  to  Kyle?” 

“Oh,  Kyle!”  The  doctor  laughed. 

“I  don’t  know  much  about  it,  but  I’ve 
heard  they  got  Kyle  dead — ” 

“ Dead /”  The  invalid  groaned,  and 
the  miracle  began  to  fade. 

“Yes,  dead  to  rights.  Isn’t  that  so, 

Mr.  Ironwall?  . . . Here’s  Mr.  Ironwall, 
Ives.  He  can  tell  you  more  about  it 
than  I can.” 

The  banker  was  in  the  doorway, 
genial  enthusiasm  in  every  line  of  his 
face. 

“Well,  I should  say.  Caught  him  in 
a boarding-house  in  Utica,  with  the 
suit-case  under  his  bed  and  only  two 
out  of  the  hundred  and  ten  thousand 
gone.  Thrifty  lad,  eh?”  He  approached 
the  sufferer,  his  expression  sobering. 
“Rob,  my  boy,  believe  me  when  I say 
I’m  glad  to  see  you  looking  alive.  I 
tell  you  I’ll  never  forgive  myself  for 
acting  the  way  I did.  I suppose  ' it’s 
no  excuse,  but  I was  upset — terribly 
upset.  I trusted  that  young  fellow — 
and  then  to  find  out  he’d  been  laying 
the  wires  all  the  while  to  make  his  get- 
away the  minute  I gave  him  a place 
where  he  could  get  at  the  funds — Well, 

I was  upset.  I’ll  confess  it;  I went  wild. 

I suspected  everything,  everybody.  ' I 
know  now  why  you’d  been  acting  queer; 
you  were  sick.  But  the  way  I was,  I 
j umped  on  that.  And  then  you  wouldn’t 
deny  it,  you  know.  Look  here,  you’ll 
laugh,  but  I got  it  into  my  old  fool  head 
that  night  that  you’d  received  the 
boodle  and  had  it  hidden  somewhere  in 
the  house.  I couldn’t  sleep.  I got  the 
police  first  thing  in  the  morning  and 
took  them  down  and  went  through 
your  house  from  top  to  bottom — ” 

“Oh-h-h!”  breathed  Mr.  Ives,  with 
an  abrupt  recrudescence  of  shame. 

But  still  another  expression  had  come 
on  the  banker’s  face  now — a light  of 
penitential  enthusiasm. 

“Rob,  my  boy,  I’ve  got  to  confess 
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another  thing,  and  that  is  that  I’ve  been 
misjudging  you.  I used  to  think  you 
had  it  in  yon  to  do  big  things  m the 
world,  but  of  late  years — of  late  years — 
But  now ! Rob,  when  I came  into  that 
fittle  room  and  found  what  you’d  been 
keeping  from  us  all  this  while — do  you 
know  what  I did?  I sat  down  and  told 
myself  in  plain  words  just  what  I was. 
That  one  of  me,  Rob — ” Something 
like  awe  crept  into  the  speaker’s  eyes. 
“That  one  of  me,  Rob— -well — you’ll 
just  have  to  forgive  me — us — that  is, 
I — they — the  directors,  you  know — 
they’re  having  it  cast  in  bronze.  I — 
they  wanted  it,  yon  know,  for  the — the 
bank.  . . . I’m  not  much  on  artists,  as  a 
rule,  but  when  it  comes  to  genius — ” 

“Please,  please!”  Mr.  Ives  wagged 
imploring  hands.  “ Please,  Uncle  George, 
don’t  talk  about  that!” 

“ Oh,  yes,  I will.  Do  you  know  what 
I said  to  myself?  I said  to  myself, 
‘That  boy  there  can  have  anything  I’ve 
got  to  give;  on  my  word  of  honor  he 
can!’” 

“Do  you  mean — ” 

He  got  no  farther.  Eleanor,  running 


the  gantlet  of  the  doctor’s  eye,  had 
somehow  got  back  into  the  room,  and 
Eleanor  was  there  on  the  other  side  of 
the  bed,  squeezing  his  nerveless  hand. 
He  appealed  incredulously  to  her  eyes, 
his  own  blurred  by  a mist  of  rose. 

“Victoria  has  gone,”  she  argued,  with 
an  absurd  sobriety.  “And  you’d  have 
to  hunt  up  another  housekeeper,  any- 
way!” 

“Oh,  Eleanor — Eleanor — ” Tears  of 
weakness  and  of  joy  stood  in  his  eyes. 

“And  we’ll  get  the  nicest  little  house,” 
she  went  on,  and  her  whisper  was  more 
than  ever  music,  “with  the  coziest  little 
studio — ” 

Mr.  Ives  actually  sat  right  up  in  bed. 
He  clung  to  her  hands  with  a strength 
that  made  her  wince. 

“Not  a studio.  No — no — don’t  say 
— studio!”  An  office J”  He  was  a weak 
man,  and  all  he  wanted  to  do  was  to 
forget.  “ But,  Eleanor — Uncle  George — 
Oh,  everybody — Eleanor — ” His  voice 
had  in  it  the  indefinable  thread  of  a 
wail. . . . “I — I — I want  to  be  a lawyer!” 

Isn’t  that  just  like  life? 


THE  LITTLE  HOUSE 

BY  HAZEL  HALL 

OFTEN  I said  a little  house 

Would  do  quite  well  for  me; 

I’d  dwell  among  the  happy  things 
As  happy  as  could  be. 

I’ve  built  my  house  and  stocked  it  well 
With  precious,  little  things — 

Yet  here  I stand  within  the  door 
And  dream  of  shining  wings! 
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IV.— A GREEK  WAITRESS,  A TURKISH  POLICEMAN,  AND  A RUSSIAN  SHIP 

BY  CAPTAIN  ALAN  BOTT 

Author  of  Cavalry  of  the  Claude 


AT  half  past  eleven  of  a scorching 
morning  every  Britisher  at  Psa- 
matift  (a  suburb  of  Constantinople) 
marched  from  the  prison-house.  As  a 
result  of  the  furore  that  followed  the 
escape,  twenty-four  hours  earlier,  of  my 
fellow-conspirator.  Captain  White,  the 
Turks  were  sending  us  into  the  interior 
of  Anatolia.  About  fifty  Tommies,  with 
a detachment  of  guards,  left  first;  and 
we — the  fifteen  officer-prisoners — fol- 
lowed twenty  yards  behind  them.  In  the 
rear  was  the  Turkish  officer  in  charge, 
with  a screen  of  six  guards  who  showed 
fixed  bayonets,  loaded  rifles,  and  smiling 
ferocity. 

Three  of  us — Fulton,  Stone,  and  my- 
self— had  made  up  our  minds  to  slip 
away,  or,  if  needs  be,  dash  away,  before 
the  party  entrained  at  Haidar  Pasha,  on 
the  Asiatic  shore  of  the  Sea  of  Marmora. 
The  Turkish  officer  rather  expected 
somebody  to  make  an  attempt,  but  knew 
not  whom  to  suspect  in  particular.  A 
little  deduction  might  have  told  him, 
for,  except  F.,  the  “do-or-die  trio” — as 
the  others  had  named  us — were  the  only 
officers  wearing  civilian  clothes;  and  one 
would  as  easily  have  suspected  F.  of  an 
ambition  to  become  the  sultan’s  chief 
eunuch  as  of  an  ambition  to  escape. 

Some  of  the  Tommies  were  disabled 
or  still  sick.  As  they  trudged  through 
the  hot  streets,  oppressed  by  heavy 
packages  and  the  relentless  heat,  their 
backs  bent  lower  and  lower,  and  they 
began  to  straggle.  Finally  one  man 
fainted.  While  he  was  being  carried  into 
the  shade  the  officers  obtained  permis- 
sion to  relieve  the  weakest  Tommies  of 
their  kits.  Once  again  the  Turks  ought 


to  have  discovered  the  escape-gang;  for 
the  others  saw  to  it  that  Fulton,  Stone, 
and  I should  not  be  burdened  with  the 
parcels.  Meanwhile  the  midday  heat 
grew  more  intense  and  the  Tommies 
more  exhausted.  It  became  necessary, 
every  half-mile  or  so,  to  rest  for  a few 
minutes  on  the  shady  side  of  the  street. 

The  “do-or-die  trio”  looked  to  these 
halts  for  their  opportunity;  but  always 
the  guards  hemmed  us  in  too  closely  for 
any  chance  of  a break-away.  A com- 
bined effort  seemed  impossible,  so  that 
the  three  of  us  accepted  the  maxim  of 
each  man  for  himself.  Even  to  talk  with 
one  another  on  the  march  was  impru- 
dent, for  earnest  conversation,  like  ear- 
nest looks,  must  have  attracted  atten- 
tion. 

The  first  move  was  made  by  Fulton. 
We  had  halted  on  a narrow  pavement, 
in  the  suburb  of  Yeni-kapou.  There 
followed  a short  interval  of  lounging  re- 
pose, during  which  we  sipped  at  water- 
bottles,  while  the  Turkish  officer  did  his 
best  to  fraternize.  Turning  ’round  casu- 
ally, in  a search  for  possible  opportuni- 
ties, I saw  Fulton  sliding  into  a little 
booth  of  a shop,  and  then,  with  head 
bent  over  the  counter,  looking  at  post- 
cards. As  far  as  I could  gather,  none  of 
the  guards  had  noticed  him.  He  killed 
time  by  calling  for  more  and  ever  more 
post-cards.  Five  minutes  later  the  order 
to  continue  was  given.  We  rose  and 
arranged  our  packs,  while  M.  stood  in 
front  of  the  shop-window,  so  as  to  hide 
Fulton.  But  a Turkish  sergeant  counted 
us,  and,  finding  the  number  of  officers 
short  by  one,  became  excited  and  ag- 
gressive as  he  wandered  around  and 
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checked  his  figures.  Fulton’s  discovery 
was  then  inevitable.  He  made  the  best 
of  things,  when  observed  through  the 
window,  by  choosing  and  paying  for 
several  post-cards,  and  leaving  the  shop 
indifferently,  as  if  he  had  entered  it  with 
no  ulterior  purpose.  The  Turkish  officer 
looked  his  suspicion,  but  made  no  com- 
ments. 

Stone’s  turn  came  next.  At  Koum- 
kapou  we  rested  below  the  wall  of  an 
old  palace.  When,  as  he  thought,  no- 
body was  looking.  Stone  slipped  through 
a side  entrance  and  sat  down  against  a 
doorway  in  the  left-hand  corner  of  the 
courtyard.  A guard  darted  after  him 
and  dragged  him  back.  The  Turkish 
officer  saw  the  commotion  and  wanted 
explanations,  whereupon  Stone  com- 
plained that,  although  he  went  into  the 
courtyard  merely  to  find  shelter  from  the 
sun,  the  guard  had  hustled  him  rudely. 
The  watchful  guard  was  reprimanded 
for  want  of  politeness. 

We  passed  from  Koum-kapou  to 
Stamboul,  where  crowds  of  befezzed 
men  and  veiled  women  gathered  at  every 
crossing  to  gaze  their  dull-eyed  curiosity. 
Here,  in  the  mazed  streets  of  the  Turkish 
quarter,  I again  petitioned  Providence 
for  some  sort  of  a diversion,  under  cover 
of  which  we  might  run.  But  nothing 
happened.  The  guards  surrounded  us  as 
if  we  had  been  wayward  pigs  being 
driven  to  the  slaughter-house,  and  han- 
dled their  bayonets  suggestively.  At  one 
point  we  could  see  Theodore’s  down  a 
side  turning.  We  moved  along  the  tram- 
lines toward  the  big  bridge.  Then,  after 
a moment’s  delay  at  the  toll-gate,  we 
passed  over  the  Golden  Horn. 

Three-quarters  of  the  way  across  the 
bridge,  the  Turkish  sergeant  leading  us 
switched  the  column-head  to  the  steps 
descending  the  ferry-stage  for  the  Haidar 
Pasha  steamboats.  The  Tommies  were 
placed  at  one  end  of  the  wooden  stage, 
with  a separate  group  of  guards,  while 
the  Turkish  officer,  who  since  the  begin- 
ning of  the  journey  had  shown  a desire 
to  make  himself  pleasant,  took  the  offi- 
cer-prisoners into  a little  cafe  for  cooling 


drinks.  We  talked  idly  to  the  Greek 
waitress  who  served  us;  but  at  the  mo- 
ment I was  too  preoccupied  to  notice 
anything  about  her,  except  that  she  was 
plump  and  obliging. 

Later  we  were  grouped  some  distance 
to  the  left  of  the  cafe,  in  a comer  of  the 
ferry-stage  opposite  that  occupied  by  the 
Tommies.  There  we  remained  for  nearly 
an  hour  in  the  broiling  sun  while  waiting 
for  the  steamer  which  was  to  take  us 
from  Europe  to  Asia.  People  surged  on 
and  off  the  ferry-boats  that  moored 
opposite  us  from  time  to  time,  but  never 
once  did  the  guards  relax  enough  to 
allow  anybody  to  fade  into  the  crowd. 
The  chances  were  made  even  more  des- 
perate by  some  German  soldiers  who 
leaned  over  the  bridge-rails  above  us 
and  watched  the  changing  scene. 

“Our  ship  comes,”  announced  the 
Turkish  officer,  at  last,  pointing  out  to 
sea  in  the  direction  of  Prinkipo  Island. 
In  five  minutes’  time,  I knew,  the  party 
would  be  on  board  that  steamer;  and, 
once  aboard  it,  I should  have  left  behind 
all  hope  of  escape  from  captivity  in  Tur- 
key. Only  five  minutes!  Had  the  gods 
left  no  loophole?  I searched  among  the 
crowd  in  every  direction,  ready  to  take 
advantage  of  the  wildest  and  slimmest 
scheme  that  might  suggest  itself.  I 
heard  Father  Mullen  and  Fulton  asking 
the  Turkish  officer  if  they  might  return 
to  fetch  some  kit  whigh  had  been  left  in 
the  cafe.  The  Turk  nodded  and  sent 
them  away,  escorted  by  his  sergeant.  I 
also  had  left  some  kit,  I claimed  on  the 
spur  of  the  moment,  just  as  Father 
Mullen  and  Fulton  were  leaving  us. 

“All  right,”  said  the  Turk;  “follow 
your  comrades.” 

In  full  view  of  the  rest  erf  the  party,  I 
walked  after  Father  Mullen  and  Fulton, 
and,  while  keeping  close  to  the  sergeant, 
as  if  to  show  I was  under  his  wing,  took 
care  to  remain  behind  him,  so  that  he 
himself  should  know  nothing  of  my  pres- 
ence. The  little  group  entered  the  caf& 
first  Father  Mullen  and  Fulton,  then  the 
sergeant,  and  finally  myself. 

Inside  the  doorway  was  the  plump 
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waitress,  who  smiled  affably.  I strayed 
near  her  while  the  other  three  passed  to 
the  inside  room  where  we  had  been 
seated  earlier.  I fingered  my  lips  warn- 
ingly,  and  in  soft-spoken  French  asked 
where  I could  hide. 

The  waitress  gave  no  answer,  but, 
without  showing  the  least  excitement  or 
even  surprise,  half-opened  a folding 
doorway  that  opened  on  a passage  to  the 
kitchen.  I planted  myself  behind  it, 
while  she  entered  the  inner  room  and 
talked  to  the  Turkish  sergeant.  A min- 
ute later  I heard  the  three  of  them — 
Father  Mullen,  Fulton,  and  the  guard — 
tramp  past  my  doorway  and  out  to  the 
ferry-stage.  Just  then  the  arriving 
steamer  hooted. 

“Now,”  said  this  waitress-in-a-mill- 
ion,  “they  have  gone,  and  so  must  you. 
The  Turks  may  come  any  moment,  and 
if  they  find  you  here  I shall  suffer  more 
than  you.” 

“Good-by,  and  a million  thanks,”  I 
said,  fervently,  and  walked  into  the 
open.  Without  even  turning  my  head  to 
see  whether  the  disappearance  was 
known,  I swerved  to  the  right  and,  tak- 
ing great  care  not  to  attract  attention 
by  walking  in  haste,  passed  up  the  long 
line  of  steps  leading  to  the  bridge.  I 
continued  to  look  straight  ahead;  but  I 
could  sense  the  presence,  only  a few 
yards  away,  of  the  German  soldiers  who 
loitered  by  the  railings.  Fortunately, 
several  other  people  were  moving  up  or 
down  the  steps.  Dressed  as  I was  in  a 
civilian  suit  obtained  from  the  Dutch 
Legation,  the  Germans  paid  no  more 
attention  to  me  than  to  them.  I reached 
the  pavement  and,  still  not  daring  to 
look  behind,  crossed  the  tram-lines  to 
the  opposite  side  of  the  bridge.  Then 
only  did  I turn  ’round  to  find  out  if  I 
were  followed. 

Everything  was  normal.  Not  one  of 
the  idlers  who  lined  the  railings  had 
noticed  me,  the  usual  traffic  and  the 
usual  crowds  ebbed  and  flowed  across 
the  bridge,  the  sun  shone.  1 lit  a ciga- 
rette and  walked  eastward.  Having 
crossed  the  circus  of  streets  at  the  Galata 


end  of  the  bridge,  I turned  to  the  right 
and  made  for  the  Rue  de  Galata.  At  the 
comer  I looked  back  again.  To  my  very 
great  relief,  I was  still  not  followed. 

I was  conscious  of  an  intense  exhilara- 
tion as,  free  at  last,  I rubbed  elbows  with 
the  crowd  of  nondescript  Levantines. 

It  was  the  first  time  for  months  that  I 
had  ever  walked  the  streets  without  the 
burden  of  an  oppressive  consciousness 
that  a yard  or  two  to  the  rear  was  an 
animal  of  a Turkish  soldier.  That  sense 
of  always  being  followed  and  spied  upon 
and  menaced  and  held  on  a leash  had 
weighed  so  much  on  my  mind  that  I had 
come  to  look  upon  a guard  in  the  same 
light  as  an  old-time  convict  must  have 
looked  upon  the  lead  ball  chained  to  his 
foot.  The  sense  of  freedom  from  this 
incubus  was  glorious. 

I was  worried  about  my  chances  of 
meeting  the  unknown  Russian  who  had 
agreed  to  hide  Captain  White  and  my- 
self. According  to  the  plan  detailed 
some  hours  earlier  by  our  intermediary, 
the  Russian  prisoner,  Vladimir  Wilkow- 
sky,  he  was  to  wait  for  me  in  a German 
beer-house  from  two  o’clock  to  four.  I 
had  been  unable  to  escape  in  time  for 
the  appointment,  and  it  was  now  four- 
twenty.  Nevertheless,  hoping  that  the 
Russian  might  have  lingered  over  his 
drink,  I decided  to  carry  out  the  same 
arrangements  as  if  I had  arrived  in  time. 
These,  I remember  thinking  as  I strolled 
along  the  Rue  de  Galata,  studiously  un- 
conscious of  gendarmes  and  soldiers, 
were  suggestive  of  a Deadwood  Dick 
thriller,  or  of  some  sawdust  melodrama 
at  a provincial  theater. 

Having  entered  the  beer-house  (named 
Zur  Neuen  Weli),  1 was  to  pass  down 
the  main  room  until,  on  the  right-hand 
side  of  it,  I reached  the  piano.  I must 
seat  myself  at  the  table  next  to  the 
piano,  order  a glass  of  beer,  put  a ciga- 
rette behind  my  left  ear,  and  look 
around  without  showing  too  much 
anxiety.  Somewhere  near  me  I should 
find  a man  whose  left  ear,  also,  was 
adorned  with  a cigarette;  or,  if  not  al- 
ready there,  he  would  arrive  very 
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shortly.  He  would  occupy  the  table 
beyond  mine — that  is  to  say,  the  next- 
but-one  to  the  piano.  On  no  account 
must  I speak  to  him  in  the  beer-house, 
although  to  make  his  identity  doubly 
dear  he  might  ask  for  a light,  speaking 
in  German.  He  would  remain  until  I had 
paid  my  reckoning,  then  pay  his  own, 
leave  Zur  Neuen  WtU,  and  walk 
toward  Pera.  I was  to  follow  him  not  too 
closely,  always  taking  care  to  be  sepa- 
rated by  a distance  of  at  least  twenty 
yards,  so  that  nobody  might  observe 
how  my  movements  depended  on  his. 
Arrived  on  the  fringe  of  Pera,  he  would 
unlock  a door,  leave  it  open,  and  disap- 
pear; whereupon  all  that  remained  for 
me  was  to  follow  him  into  this  retreat, 
where  I should  find  Captain  White  al- 
ready installed. 

It  was  four-twenty-seven  when  I en- 
tered the  Bierhaus  Neuen  Welt,  a low- 
roofed,  close-atmosphered  caf6  in  the 
Rue  de  Galata.  The  customers  inside  it 
were  few;  but  some  of  them  caught  my 
attention  at  once,  for  they  included  a 
group  of  German  soldiers  and  a Turkish 
officer  of  gendarmerie,  who  was  talking 
to  a civilian.  The  table  next  to  the 
piano  was  vacant,  as  were  those  sur- 
rounding it.  I sat  down,  casually  placed 
a cigarette  behind  my  left  ear,  and  or- 
dered a glass  of  Munich  beer. 

As  I sipped  the  beer  I looked  around 
the  room  for  the  man  of  mystery.  No- 
body paid  the  least  attention  to  me. 
Plenty  of  cigarettes  were  held  in  the 
hand  or  the  mouth,  but  none  in  the  cleft 
behind  the  left  ear.  Still,  with  a faint 
hope  that  the  Russian  who  was  to  hide 
me  might  return,  I ordered  a second 
glass  of  beer  and  made  a study  of  every 
man  present,  in  case  one  of  them  might 
be  he.  But  nothing  had  happened,  and 
nothing  continued  to  happen.  The  offi- 
cer of  gendarmerie  kept  his  back  toward 
me,  while  the  German  soldiers  grew 
boisterous  over  repeated  relays  of  beer, 
and  over  mandolin-strummings  by  a 
red-faced  Unteroffizer.  The  proprietress, 
a German  woman  of  an  especial  corpu- 
lence, dragged  her  fleshy  body  from  table 


to  table  and  finally  arrived  before  mine. 

“You  seem  hot,”  she  said,  in  German. 
“You  must  have  been  walking  too  fast.” 

“No;  I have  merely  been  out  in  this 
atrocious  sun.” 

“German?”  she  asked — at  which  I 
was  delighted,  for  it  proved  that  my 
accent,  acquired  many  years  before  as  a 
student  in  Munich,  was  not  yet  too 
rusty  to  pass  muster. 

“No,  madam;  Russian,”  I replied, 
hoping  hard  that  she  could  speak  no 
Russian. 

“So!  Plenty  of  Russians  come  here 
since  the  Ukraine  was  occupied  and  the 
boats  began  to  arrive  from  Odessa.” 

Now,  although  the  fat  proprietress 
had  paid  such  a compliment  to  my  Ger- 
man accent,  I remembered  the  five  years 
since  I had  spoken  the  language  con- 
tinuously, and  was  frightened  that  in 
any  word  she  might  detect  an  English 
accent.  I grew  more  and  more  frightened 
and  anxious,  for  it  was  very  unlikely  that 
the  man  with  the  cigarette  would  arrive 
now.  I looked  at  my  watch,  and  found 
the  time  to  be  five-twenty-five.  Finally 
the  tension  of  trying  to  think  clearly 
while  answering  the  German  female’s 
questions  was  more  than  I could  stand. 
I paid  my  bill  and  returned  $ the  Rue 
de  Galata. 

By  now,  I judged,  the  guards  must 
have  discovered  my  escape.  Probably 
they  were  searching  the  streets  for  me, 
and  probably  the  gendarmerie  in  Galata, 
Pera,  and  Stamboul  had  been  instructed 
to  look  out  for  a European  in  a gray 
civilian  suit  and  a black  hat.  I stopped 
at  the  nearest  outfitting  shop,  bought  a 
light-gray  hat,  and  left  the  black  one 
lying  on  a chair.  Deciding  that  the  water 
would  be  safer  than  the  land,  I made 
my  way  back  to  the  bridge,  with  the  in- 
tention of  chartering  a small  boat  for  a 
trip  up  the  Bosphorus. 

Then,  crossing  the  open  space  facing 
the  bridge,  I was  horrified  to  see  Mah- 
moud, one  of  my  old  guards.  He  re- 
volved undecidedly  and  peered  among 
the  crowd.  Obviously  he  was  looking  for 
some  one,  and  the  odds  were  a hundred 
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to  one  that  the  some  one  must  be  me. 
I edged  away  from  him  without  being 
observed,  and  dodged  into  the  fruit- 
bazaar  among  the  quay-side  streets  to 
right  of  the  bridge. 

This  bazaar  was  one  of  the  dirtiest  in 
Constantinople.  Millions  of  flies  drifted 
over  and  settled  on  the  baskets  of  tired 
fruit.  The  very  stalls  seemed  ready  to 
fall  to  pieces  from  decrepitude.  The  peo- 
ple, venders  and  buyers  alike,  were  dusty 
and  ragged.  A few  loiterers  squatted  on 
the  cobbled  stones  and  sucked  orange- 
peel.  It  was  inevitable  that  in  such  a 
place  my  more  or  less  smart  legation 
suit  and  my  newly  bought  hat  should 
attract  attention.  A policeman,  of  the 
“dog-collar”  species  seemed  particu- 
larly interested  in  them.  I was  leaving 
the  bazaar  by  a narrow  street  that 
looked  as  if  it  might  lead  me  to  the  sub- 
way station  of  Galata,  when  he  barred 
the  way  and  said  something  in  Turkish, 
while  holding  out  his  hand  expectantly. 
I failed  to  understand  most  of  the  words, 
but  one  of  them — vecika — was  enough. 
Vecikas  were  the  Turkish  passports  with 
which  every  honest,  or  rich  but  dishon- 
est, civilian  had  to  provide  himself,  if  he 
wished  to  remain  at  liberty.  They  might 
be  demanded  at  any  time  in  any  place 
by  any  gendarme. 

Naturally  I could  produce  no  vecika. 
But  I had  the  next  best  thing.  That 
same  morning  I had  discussed  with 
Vladimir  Wilkowsky  the  possibility  of 
being  stopped  in  the  street  by  a police- 
man. His  advice  was  that  if  it  happened 
I must  claim  to  be  a German  officer.  I 
remembered  being  photographed  in 
civilian  clothes  when  at  Gumush  Souyou 
hospital ; and  before  leaving  Psamatia  I 
gave  myself  a useful  identity  by  signing 
one  of  the  copies  with  a German  name. 
After  searching  an  inside  pocket,  I now 
handed  to  the  gendarme  a photograph 
which  went  to  prove  that  I was  Fritz 
Richter,  Oberleutenant  in  den  Flieger- 
truppen.  Speaking  in  fluent  German, 
interspersed  with  a few  words  of  broken 
Turkish,  I protested  violently  that  I was 
a German  officer  in  mufti,  and  that  he 


would  get  himself  into  trouble  for  having 
presumed  to  stop  a German  officer.  And 
never  was  I more  frightened  than  when 
uttering  that  bombast. 

Half  convinced  and  half  browbeaten, 
the  gendarme  took  the  photograph, 
looked  at  it  dubiously,  and  consulted  a 
stallkeeper  from  among  the  curious 
crowd  that  circled  us.  This  man,  it  ap- 
peared, claimed  to  know  German.  I 
understood  little  of  the  conversation, 
but,  as  far  as  I could  gather,  the  police- 
man asked  if  I really  were  a German 
officer;  and  the  stallkeeper,  reading  the 
signature  laboriously,  informed  him  that 
it  proclaimed  me  to  be  a Supreme  Lieu- 
tenant of  the  Flying  Soldiers. 

“ Pek  ee,  effendi ,”  said  the  gendarme  to 
me.  He  returned  the  photograph,  sa- 
laamed, and  apologized.  He  then  went 
away.  So  did  I. 

I returned  cautiously,  through  a com- 
bination of  side-streets,  to  the  bridge- 
head, and  was  relieved  to  find  that  Mah- 
moud had  disappeared.  From  the  quay 
I chartered  a rowing-boat,  and  ordered 
the  Turkish  kaikfche  to  row  me  up  the 
Bosphorus. 

“Are  you  Russian,  effendi?”  he  asked. 

“No;  German,”  I replied,  surlily.  At 
that  his  conversational  advances  ended. 

The  train  of  thought  started  by  the 
word  Russian  led  me  to  decide  that  I 
had  better  spend  the  night  aboard  the 
Russian  tramp  steamer  on  which  White 
and  I were  to  travel  as  stowaways. 
Vladimir  Wilkowsky,  in  fact,  had  told 
me  to  make  for  it  if  I failed  to  reach  the 
hiding-place  on  shore,  and  to  ask  for  M. 
Titoff,  the  chief  engineer.  Its  name,  1 
knew,  was  the  Batoum,  and  most  of  its 
officers  were  in  the  conspiracy  to  help  us, 
in  return  for  substantial  payment.  I 
knew  that  the  ship  was  moored  in  the 
Bosphorus,  but  of  its  appearance  or 
exact  position  I knew  nothing. 

“ Russky  dampfschiff  ‘ Batoum ,’  ” I or- 
dered the  kaiktche,  using  the  polyglot 
mixture  which  he  was  most  likely  to  un- 
derstand. But  his  voluble  jabbering  and 
his  expressive  shrug  showed  that  he, 
also,  was  ignorant  of  where  it  lay. 
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“ Bospkorl ” I commanded,  pointing 
higher  up  the  Bosphorus,  and  thinking 
I would  find  the  name  Batoum  painted 
on  one  of  the  five  or  six  ships  that  I 
could  see  in  the  distance,  moored  in  mid- 
stream. 

But,  having  rowed  up  the  Bosphorus 
and  already  passed  Dolma  Bagtche 
Galace,  I found  no  ship  labeled  Batoum. 
Most  of  the  craft  seemed  to  use  only 
numbers  as  distinguishing  marks.  What 
was  worse,  the  majority  flew  the  Ger- 
man flag,  although  two  of  the  masts 
sported  a yellow -and -blue  standard 
which  I failed  to  recognize.  Certainly 
none  flew  the  Russian  eagle. 

Our  only  chance  of  finding  the  Batoum 
was  to  ask  directions.  We  visited  several 
lighters  near  the  quay,  but  the  kaiktche' s 
questions  to  Turks  and  Greeks  were  un- 
productive. As  a last  chance  I told  him 
to  row  dose  to  a larger  steamer,  on  the 
deck  of  which  I could  see  some  German 
sailors. 

“Please  tell  me  where  I can  find  the 
Russian  boat  Batoum ,”  I shouted  in 
German,  standing  up  while  the  kaiktche 
kept  the  little  craft  steady  with  his  oars. 

“Don’t  know  the  Batoum,”  said  a 
sailor.  “There  are  no  Russian  ships 
now.  They’ve  become  German  or  Aus- 
trian.” 

“And  those  two  over  there?”  I asked, 
pointing  toward  the  craft  with  the  yel- 
low-and-blue  ensign. 

“Ukranian.” 

“Thanks  very  much,”  I called  as  we 
sheered  off.  My  mistake,  I realized,  had 
been  in  forgetting  for  the  moment  the 
existence  of  that  newly  made-in-Ger- 
many  republic,  the  Ukraine.  Any  vessd 
from  Odessa  not  flying  the  German  or 
Austrian  flag  would  now  be  Ukranian; 
and  the  yellow-and-blue  standard  must 
be  that  of  the  Ukranian  Republic.  One 
of  the  pair  flying  this  flag  proclaimed  it- 
self to  be  the  Nikolaieff.  It  followed  that 
the  other,  which  was  marked  only  by  a 
number,  must  be  the  Batoum. 

Having  made  the  kaiktche  take  me  to 
the  bottom  of  its  gangway,  I climbed  to 
the  deck.  At  the  top  of  the  gangway 


was  a tall  man,  made  noticeable  by  a 
bristling  mustache  and  a well  - pressed 
uniform  of  white  drill.  Obviously  he  was 
a ship’s  officer,  and  as  such  he  must  be 
one  of  the  syndicate  whom  White  and  I 
were  bribing.  If  so,  he  would  know  of 
Wilkowsky. 

“ Russky  vapor  ‘ Batoum  I asked,  in 
Pidgin-Russian. 

“Da.” 

“M.  Titoff?” — pointing  at  him  by 
way  of  inquiry  into  his  identity. 

“Niet.  M.  Belaef.” 

“Droug  Vladimir  Ivanovitch  Wilkow- 
sky?” 

He  gave  me  a long  look,  smiled,  and 
said,  under  his  breath,  “Yes,  meester.” 

These  were  the  only  English  words 
known  by  Ivan  Michaelovitch  Belaef, 
first  mate  of  the  Ukrainian  tramp 
steamer  Batoum,  from  Odessa.  And  for 
the  moment,  at  any  rate,  I was  safe 
among  friends. 

Michael  Ivanovitch  Titoff,  chief  en- 
gineer of  the  tramp  steamer  Batoum , 
proved,  to  the  dissatisfaction  of  Captain 
White  and  mysfelf,  that  he  was  a thief, 
a mean  cheat,  a cunning  liar,  a cringing 
coward,  and  a rat.  Apart  from  these 
aspects  of  his  altogether  despicable  char- 
acter, he  was  not  a bad  sort  of  fellow. 
The  officers  and  crew  of  the  Batoum  were 
scoundrels  almost  to  a man.  Except 
Titoff  and  one  or  two  of  the  crew,  they 
were  likable  scoundrels,  however,  and 
applied  an  instinctive  sense  of  decency 
to  their  rogueries.  For  example,  Andreas 
Kulman,  the  Lettish  third  mate,  would 
cheerfully  cheat  the  Turkish  merchant 
who  had  chartered  the  vessel,  and  cheer- 
fully smuggle  drugs  from  anywhere  to 
anywhere;  but  I never  knew  him  to 
cheat  a friend  or  a poor  man,  or  to  take 
advantage  of  a stranger  in  difficulties. 
To  White  and  myself,  as  prisoners  escap- 
ing from  Turkey,  he  showed  many  kind- 
nesses. If  we  had  been  penniless,  he 
would  have  been  willing  to  take  us  from 
Constantinople  without  payment.  The 
other  mates  were  of  the  same  type,  if  a 
trifle  less  obliging. 
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The  second  and  third  engineers — Feo- 
dor Mozny  and  Josef  Koratkov— were 
among  the  very  few  of  our  shipmates 
who  could  not  be  classified  as  rogues. 
They  transgressed  only  to  the  innocuous 
extent  of  smuggling  moneyed  stowaways 
and  contraband  goods.  They,  also, 
showed  White  and  myself  many  kind- 
nesses, as  did  the  second  engineer’s  wife, 
who  voyaged  with  her  husband.  Several 
evenings  she  spent  in  the  stuffy  heat  of 
the  frowsy  little  engine-room,  washing 
our  only  underclothes,  while  we  sat  in 
Josef’s  cabin,  clad  in  nothing  but  the 
tunic  and  trousers  of  our  Russian-sailor 
disguises. 

We  wore  these  disguises  for  the  bene- 
fit of  visitors  to  the  Batoum,  and  not  to 
throw  dust  in  the  eyes  of  the  crew.  That 
was  needless,  for,  except  the  captain, 
every  man  belonging  to  the  ship  soon 
knew  of  our -presence.  The  marvel  was 
that,  with  so  many  people  privy  to  the 
secret,  it  never  leaked  to  the  Turkish 
police.  In  pro-Entente  circles  on  shore 
our  presence  on  the  Batoum  was  widely 
known  and  widely  discussed;  and  I count 
it  a debt  to  Providence  that  the  news 
was  not  carried  to  the  Ministry  of  War 
by  one  of  the  city’s  many  police  spies. 
The  crew  were  unlikely  to  betray  us 
knowingly,  for  every  man  of  them  must 
have  been  concerned  in  something  which 
might  wither  in  the  strong  light  that  a 
police  investigation  would  cast  all  over 
the  ship.  Besides,  they  were  tolerant  of 
the  British,  while  disliking  the  Turks 
even  more  than  they  disliked  the  Ger- 
mans. 

The  captain — a white-bearded,  bent- 
backed,  ancient  Greek  of  about  eighty — 
seemed  incompetent  and  well  on  the  way 
to  senile  decay,  buc  withal  harmless. 
This  voyage  was  to  be  his  last  before 
enforced  retirement.  He  was  as  wax  in 
the  cunning  hands  of  Titoff,  who  kept 
him  from  the  knowledge  that  two 
escaped  Britishers  were  aboard.  Had  he 
known,  he  would  have  either  insisted  on 
our  removal,  or,  more  probably,  de- 
manded a large  share  of  the  passage 
money.  It  was  not  difficult  to  keep  the 
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old  man  in  ignorance,  for  apparently  he 
knew  less’ than  anybody  else  of  what 
happened  on  his  vessel.  Titoff  assured 
us  that  should  the  captain  see  us  in  our 
disguise  of  Russian  sailors  he  would  re- 
main unsuspicious,  if  we  took  care  not 
to  speak.  His  declining  mind  had  be- 
come too  feeble  to  remember  offhand 
even  the  numbers  of  the  crew,  without 
question  of  then  faces.  Once  I brushed 
by  him  closely,  outside  Kulman’s  cabin. 
He  passed  without  a glance  at  me,  look- 
ing on  the  ground  and  muttering  into  his 
beard. 

The  crew  were  a dubious  mixture. 
Many — in  particular  the  firemen — bad 
been  Bolsheviks  of  the  most  violent  type 
until  Austro- German  forces  landed  at 
Odessa  and  Sevastopol  and  temporarily 
crushed  Bolshevism  in  south  Russia. 
Others,  ex-members  of  the  collar-wearing 
bourgeoisie,  who  were  unable  to  make  a 
living  on  land  under  present  conditions, 
had  become  temporary  seamen  by  the 
grace  of  friends  connected  with  the  ship- 
ping company  that  owned  the  Batoum. 

Among  the  whole  shipload  of  rogues, 
the  only  man  who  victimized  us  was 
Titoff,  the  chief  engineer.  When  we 
first  came  aboard  he  demanded  twelve 
dollars  a day  for  our  food,  which,  being 
stolen  from  the  ship’s  supplies,  cost  him 
nothing.  At  the  instigation  of  the  second 
and  third  engineers  we  reduced  the  pay- 
ment to  six  dollars  a day.  He  blustered, 
but  gave  way  and  tried  to  make  up  the 
difference  by  cheating  us  in  the  matter 
of  tobacco,  cigarettes,  newspapers,  and 
other  things  bought  on  shore.  He  paid 
twenty-four  dollars  for  a revolver,  and 
tried  to  sell  it  us  for  thirty-six,  as 
being  the  cost  price. 

The  days  and  weeks  passed,  and  the 
Batoum  remained  in  the  Bosphorus,  an- 
chored to  Constantinople  by  heart- 
breaking delays.  Our  stock  of  money 
ran  low,  until  at  last  it  was  insufficient 
to  pay  the  fifteen  hundred  dollars  which 
Titoff  was  extorting  as  passage  money. 
This  happened  at  a time  when  three 
other  British  officers  — Yeats  - Brown, 
Fulton,  and  Stone — were  recaptured 
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while  hiding  in  the  house  of  Theodore, 
the  Greek  waiter.  The  news  of  the  dis- 
aster reached  the  Baioum,  and  the  cur- 
rent report  in  the  bazaars  added  that 
Theodore  was  to  be  hanged.  Thereupon 
Titoff,  mortally  afraid  of  his  own  neck, 
wanted  to  get  rid  of  White  and  me.  He 
made  our  shortage  of  funds  an  excuse  to 
order  us  ashore,  although  we  hoped  to 
cash  further  checks  on  our  good  friend, 
Mr.  S.  White  and  I ..eclared  that  we 
had  grown  too  fond  of  him  to  part  com- 
pany, and  that  if  we  did  leave  the  ship 
it  would  be  to  give  ourselves  up  to  the 
police,  with  the  request  that  our  friend 
and  colleague  Michael  Ivanovitch 
Titoff  should  accompany  us  to  prison. 
Thereupon  Michael  Ivanovitch  pro- 
tested that,  out  of  the  kindness  of  his 
heart,  he  would  take  us  to  Odessa, 
whether  we  paid  the  full  amount  or  only 
part  of  it. 

We  had  left  behind  us  in  Psamatia  a 
store  of  clothes  and  tinned  food,  which 
was  to  have  been  smuggled  on  board  by 
the  Russian  prisoner,  Vladimir  Wilkow- 
sky.  As  the  days  passed  and  nothing 
arrived  we  suspected  Wilkowsky  of  hav- 
ing either  failed  or  fooled  us.  Then,  at 
a party  in  Titoff’s  cabin  one  evening,  I 
saw  inside  a cupboard  some  tins  of  bis- 
cuits and  cocoa,  of  the  kind  that  were 
sent  to  aviator  prisoners  in  Turkey  by 
the  British  Flying  Services  Fund.  'Titoff 
could  not — and  in  any  case  certainly 
would  not — have  bought  them  in  Con- 
stantinople; for  English  cocoa  and  bis- 
cuits, if  obtainable  at  all  in  the  shops  of 
Pera,  fetched  fantastic  prices. 

Although  the  mere  sight  of  the  tins 
was  insufficient  proof,  the  inference  was 
that  Wilkowsky  had  sent  our  belongings 
and  that  Titoff  had  stolen  them.  We 
delayed  investigation  and  accusation 
until  we  should  be  safely  out  of  Turkey 
and  in  possession  of  revolvers.  Some 
time  or  other  we  meant  to  make  Titoff 
suffer.  Meanwhile  we  were  forced  to 
wait  until  our  moment  came. 

Titoff  was  head  of  a syndicate  of 
ship’s  officers  which  might  have  been 
named  “Stowaways  Limited.”  He  was 


the  schemer-in-chief,  and  the  others, 
while  disliking  him  heartily,  were  con- 
tent to  rely  on  his  superior  cunning. 
Besides  ourselves,  the  syndicate  under- 
took to  carry  across  the  Black  Sea  a 
Greek,  a Jewess — both  wanted  by  the 
Turkish  police — and  four  passportless 
prostitutes,  all  of  whom,  to  the  extent  of 
some  hundred  dollars  apiece,  wished  to 
leave  Constantinople  for  Odessa. 

Most  of  the  crew,  also,  were  smuggling 
men,  women,  or  material  across  the 
Black  Sea.  It  included  four  Russian 
soldiers  who  had  escaped  from  prison- 
camps  in  Turkey  and  were  passing 
themselves  off  as  seamen.  The  bo’sun’s 
particular  line  of  business  was  a woman 
thief,  who  brought  with  her  a heavy 
purse  and  a trunk  full  of  property  stolen 
from  a merchant  who  had  been  her  dear 
friend.  Katrina,  the  kitchen  girl  who 
brought  us  our  food,  invested  in  a well- 
to-do  Turkish  deserter. 

As  for  the  non-human  contraband,  it 
was  stowed  in  every  comer  of  the  vessel 
— cocaine,  opium,  raw  leather,  tobacco, 
cognac,  and  quinine.  Prices  were  ex- 
travagant enough  in  Constantinople,  but 
in  Russia  they  were  colossal.  The  dif- 
ference in  the  price  of  drugs,  for  exam- 
ple, often  amounted  to  hundreds  per 
cent.  The  demand  for  cocaine  as  contra- 
band was  so  great  during  the  week  before 
we  actually  sailed  that  by  the  end  of  it 
the  chemists  of  Pera  and  Galata  would 
sell  none  under  five  hundred  dollars  a 
kilo;  but  in  Odessa,  we  heard,  one  might 
dispose  of  it  without  difficulty  for  a thou- 
sand dollars  a kilo.  Even  White  and  I 
became  infected  by  the  contraband 
craze,  and,  with  Kulman  as  partner, 
gambled  on  a consignment  of  leather,  in 
the  hope  of  covering  some  of  our  escape 
expenses. 

At  dusk,  when  we  left  our  home  in  the 
wireless  cabin  and  paced  the  shadowed 
portion  of  the  deck  for  exercise,  we  often 
saw  a rowing-boat  creeping  toward 
whichever  side  of  the  Baioum  happened 
not  to  face  the  shore.  Somebody  in  it 
would  exchange  low  whistlings  with 
somebody  on  deck,  the  somebody  often 
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being  Titoff.  When  the  boat  had  been 
made  fast  to  the  bottom  of  the  gangway 
a figure,  or  two  figures,  would  climb  to 
the  deck  and  disappear.  Sometimes  they 
brought  and  left  a package;  sometimes 
it  was  a visitor  himself — or  herself — 
who  did  not  depart  with  the  rowing-boat. 

With  all  this  illicit  traffic  in  men  and 
goods  there  were  some  restless  half- 
hours  during  the  last  few  days  of  our  stay 
in  the  Bosphorus.  Trouble  was  caused 
by  the  bo’sun’s  woman-thief,  whose  pres- 
ence among  us  the  Pera  police  suspected. 
Five  times  they  searched  for  her.  The 
bo’sun  detailed  a man  to  watch  the 
shore,  and  whenever  a police  launch 
appeared  this  lookout  would  blow  a 
whistle.  All  the  stowaways  then  scur- 
ried to  their  various  hiding-places. 

White  and  I,  being  the  most  dan- 
gerous cargo,  were  given  the  safest — and 
certainly  the  dirtiest — hiding-place  of 
all.  This  was  in  the  ballast-tanks,  at  the 
very  bottom  of  the  ship,  underneath  the 
propeller-shaft.  The  entrance  to  them 
was  through  a narrow  manhole,  covered 
by  a cast-iron  lid,  about  twenty  yards 
down  a dark  passage  leading  from  the 
engine-room  to  the  propeller.  The  alarm 
having  been  given,  Feodor,  the  second 
engineer,  would  lead  us  along  the  pas- 
sage by  the  light  of  a taper,  remove  some 
boards,  raise  the  lid,  and  help  us  to 
wriggle  into  the  black  cavity  below.  Chur 
feet  would  be  covered  by  six  inches  of 
bilge- water,  while  we  crouched  down,  so 
as  to  leave  him  room  enough  to  replace 
the  iron  cover  and  relay  the  wooden 
boards  that  hid  it.  Then,  one  at  a time 
and  with  our  knees  squelching  in  the 
water,  we  crawled  from  tank  to  tank, 
toward  the  Kingston  valve. 

Half-way  along  the  line  of  tanks  were 
two  that  contained  small  mattresses, 
which  the  second  engineer  had  placed 
in  position  for  us.  After  the  fiist  day 
they  were  sodden  with  the  bilge-water; 
but,  at  any  rate,  it  was  better  to  sit  on 
them  than  in  the  water  itself.  The  lim- 
ited space,  however,  made  it  impossible 
for  us  to  be  seated  in  any  but  a very 
cramped  position,  with  hunched-up 


shoulders  rubbing  against  the  slime  that 
coated  the  sides  of  each  tank.  Standing 
was  impossible,  and  lying  down  meant 
leaning  one’s  head  on  the  wet  mattresses 
and  soaking  one’s  feet  in  the  drain  of 
bilge  that  swished  backward  and  for- 
ward, with  every  motion  of  the  ship. 
Complete  blackness  surrounded  us.  'The 
air  was  dank  and  musty,  so  that  matches 
spluttered  only  feebly  when  struck,  and 
the  light  from  a taper  was  hardly  strong 
enough  to  chase  the  darkness  from  the 
half  of  each  small  tank. 

When,  after  each  search,  the  police 
returned  to  their  launch  we  would  hear 
the  heavy  boots  of  the  second  engineer 
tramping  along  the  passage  overhead. 
As  we  listened  to  the  nerve-edging  noise 
that  accompanied  the  removal  of  the 
boards  and  the  iron  lid  we  crouched  into 
the  best-hidden  comers  of  our  respective 
tanks,  not  knowing  whether  a friend  or  a 
policeman  was  at  the  entrance.  We 
scarcely  breathed  until  there  came, 
booming  and  echoing  through  the  hollow 
compartments,  the  word,  “ Signori ” — 
Feodor’s  password  denoting  that  all 
was  clear  and  that  we  might  return  to 
the  engine-room. 

The  22nd  of  August  was  the  final  date 
fixed  for  the  departure.  At  six-thirty 
in  the  morning  Josef  roused  us  from 
our  sleep  on  the  floor  of  his  cabin 
and  invited  us  to  the  ballast-tanks; 
for,  as  the  police  and  customs  officers 
would  be  on  board  most  of  the  time 
until  we  weighed  anchor,  we  must 
remain  hidden  until  the  Batoum  left 
Turkish  waters.  Since  we  expected  to 
be  hidden  for  about  twelve  hours,  we 
took  with  us  a loaf  of  bread,  some  dried 
sausage,  and  a bottle  of  water.  After  a 
last  look  through  the  port-hole,  at 
Seraglio  Point  and  the  cupolas  of  Stam- 
boul,  I passed  below,  hoping  and  expect- 
ing that  when  I next  looked  to  the  open 
air  we  should  be  clear  of  Turkey. 

For  a long  while  nothing  happened  to 
take  our  thoughts  from  the  cramped 
space  and  the  foul  air  of  the  tanks.  We 
breakfasted  sparingly,  and  allowed  our- 
selves one  cigarette  apiece.  More  we 
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dared  not  smoke,  because  of  the  effect 
on  the  oppressive  atmosphere. 

Then,  at  about  ten  o’clock,  we  heard 
from  above  a succession  of  three  thuds — 
the  signal  to  all  stowaways  in  the  region 
of  the  engine-room  that  the  police  were 
on  board.  We  made  ourselves  as  com- 
fortable as  possible,  and  took  minute 
care  to  make  no  sound. 

We  waited  in  frantic  impatience  for 
the  noises  from  the  engine-room  that 
would  denote  a getting-up  of  steam.  At 
half  past  eleven  there  began  a continu- 
ous, rhythmic  spurting  which  we  took  to 
be  the  sound  of  the  engines  in  action. 
Soon  afterward  a grinding  and  scraping 
on  the  deck  convinced  us  that  the  anchor 
was  being  raised. 

“Put  it  there,  old  man,”  said  White, 
thrusting  his  hand  through  the  hole  that 
linked  our  respective  tanks.  “We’re 
leaving  Turkey  at  last!” 

But  not  yet  were  we  leaving  Turkey. 
The  noise  from  the  engine-room  was 
merely  that  of  a pump  preparing  the 
pressure.  After  three-quarters  of  an  hour 
it  quieted  as  suddenly  as  it  had  begun. 
Soon  after  noon,  came  the  real  music 
for  which  we  had  waited  so  anxiously. 
The  telegraph  from  the  bridge  tinkled, 
a fuller  and  more  throaty  rhythm  came 
from  the  engine-room,  loud  grinding  and 
rattling  from  the  deck  testified  that  the 
anchor  had  parted  company  with  the 
bottom  of  the  Bosphorus.  A few  minutes 
later  we  felt  the  ship  swinging  ’round, 
and  a swishing  and  rushing  of  water 
told  us  that  this  time  we  really  were 
away.  In  silence  we  shook  hands  again. 

For  long  hours  we  remained  in  the 
slimy  tanks,  crouched  on  the  sodden 
mattresses.  But  it  was  no  longer  purga- 
tory. The  swish-swish  of  the  screw 
chased  away  all  sensation  of  discomfort, 
and  there  remained  only  the  realization 
that  we  had  left  Constantinople  and  soon 
would  have  left  Turkey. 

By  early  evening,  we  had  calculated, 
the  Baioum  should  be  leaving  Turkish 
territorial  waters  and  entering  the  Black 
Sea.  Just  before  six  there  came  the  shock 


of  a bitter  disappointment.  The  cap- 
tain’s telegraph  clanged,  the  engines 
subdued  to  dead  slow,  the  vessel  swung 
’round  into  the  tide  and  seemed  to  re- 
main almost  stationary  for  a quarter  of 
an  hour.  We  had  expected  a last  search 
by  the  Turkish  customs  authorities  at 
the  outlet  of  the  Bosphorus,  and  sur- 
mised that  this  was  the  reason  for  the 
slackened  speed.  But  a repetition  of  the 
whirring  and  clanking  on  deck,  followed 
by  a loud  splash,  showed  that  the  anchor 
was  in  action  again,  and  that  something 
more  important  than  a mere  search  was 
on  hand.  For  two  hours  longer  we  re- 
mained in  the  blackness,  unenlightened 
and  very  anxious.  Then,  after  the  usual 
removal  of  the  boards  and  the  lid,  there 
floated  through  the  tanks  a low-voiced, 
4 'Signor /” 

Feodor,  candle  in  hand,  was  waiting 
for  us.  He  whispered  a warning  to  make 
as  little  noise  as  possible,  because  two 
Turkish  official  were  on  board.  Having 
reconnoitered  to  make  sure  that  the  way 
to  Josef’s  cabin  was  clear,  he  led  us  there. 
The  delay,  it  appeared,  was  because  the 
Turkish  merchant  had  left  some  clear- 
ance papers  at  Constantinople.  He  had 
gone  to  the  capital  by  automobile,  and 
meanwhile  two  of  the  customs  police 
would  remain  on  the  Batoum. 

We  slept  in  the  cabin,  and  at  dawn 
descended  once  more  to  the  ship’s 
bowels.  We  spent  five  more  hours  of 
purgatory  in  the  ballast-tanks.  The 
Baioum  remained  motionless  during 
three  of  them,  but  the  last  two  were  en- 
livened by  the  swish-swish  of  displaced 
water  racing  past  the  flanks  of  the  vessel. 
Finally  we  heard,  for  the  last  time,  the 
blessed  signal,  “ Signori ” 

“ Fineesh  Turkey ,”  said  Feodor,  as 
he  smiled  and  helped  us  through  the 
manhole.  Gone  was  the  Bosphorus,  and 
in  its  place  we  saw  the  leaden  waters  of 
the  Black  Sea.  From  the  port-hole  of 
Josef’s  cabin  we'could  distinguish,  many 
miles  west  of  us,  the  coastline  of  the 
country  in  which  White  had  spent  three 
years  of  the  most  dreadful  captivity. 


( The  end.) 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


IN  REGARD  TO  BACKGROUNDS 

BY  F.  M.  COLBY 

1HAVE  been  snubbed  so  long  by  culti- 
vated people  that  I have  learned 
how  to  snub  myself,  and  I believe  I 
could  be  almost  eloquent  in  rebuking  the 
sort  of  vulgarity  that  I am  about  to  con- 
fess. I hate  the  self-improved,  traveled 
American  whom  I meet  in  books  and 
periodicals.  I hate  him  for  what  seems 
to  me  the  servility  of  his  spirit  in  the 
presence  of  other  people’s  past.  I dare 
say  it  may  be  because  I envy  him  his 
superior  travel  and  refinement.  That  is 
what  the  cultivated  person  always  im- 
plies, and  he  wonders  how  any  one,  in 
view  of  the  national  crudity,  can  have 
the  heart  to' find  fault  with  these  mis- 
sionaries of  taste  from  a riper  culture 
who  have  learned  the  value  of  artistic 
milieux  and  literary  backgrounds.  After 
all,  he  says,  what  Henry  James  would 
call  the  “European  scene”  may  still  be 
commended  to  Americans,  and  surely  it 
is  just  as  well  that  they  should  be  re- 
minded now  and  then  of  what  Prof. 
Barrett  Wendell  used  so  admirably  to 
term  their  “centuries  of  social  inexperi- 
ence.” As  he  goes  on  I not  only  feel 
that  I am  coarse,  but  I like  the  feeling 
of  it. 

I have  never  been  in  Poughkeepsie  and 
I have  never  been  in  Venice,  and  so  far 
as  direct  esthetic  personal  consequences 
to  myself  of  golden  hours  of  dalliance  in 
the  two  places  are  concerned,  I am  there- 
fore unable  to  offer  a comparison.  But 
during  my  life  I have  met  many  returned 
travelers  from  Venice  and  from  Pough- 
keepsie, and  I have  read  or  listened  to 
their  narratives  with  as  much  attention 
as  they  could  reasonably  demand.  Theo- 
retically I accept  the  opinion  of  enlight- 


ened persons  that  Venice  is  superior,  in 
respect  to  what  educators  call  its  “ cult- 
ural value,”  to  Poughkeepsie.  Prac- 
tically, and  judging  merely  from  the 
effects  upon  the  respective  victors,  I am 
all  for  Poughkeepsie.  I have  never  met  a 
man  who  returned  from  Poughkeepsie 
talking  like  the  stray  pages  of  a cata- 
logue, of  which  he  had  a complete  copy 
before  he  started.  Poughkeepsie  never 
took  away  part  of  a man’s  mind  and  re- 
placed it  with  a portion  of  an  encyclo- 
pedia. Nobody  ever  came  back  from 
Poughkeepsie  damaged  as  a man  and  yet 
inferior  as  a magazine  article.  For  the 
careless  person  I should  recommend 
Venice;  for  the  culture-seeker,  Pough- 
keepsie. Overstrain,  that  misery  of  the 
conscientious  self-improving  man,  with 
its  disagreeable  effects  upon  other  peo- 
ple, could  be  avoided  in  Poughkeepsie. 
Out  of  the  essays  on  Venice  that  I have 
read,  nine  were  written  by  fish  out  of 
water  who  might  have  swum  easily  and 
perhaps  with  grace  in  the  artistic  cur- 
rents of  Poughkeepsie. 

A self-improved  American  delivered 
an  apologetic  discourse  the  other  day  on 
the  American  deficiency  in  backgrounds. 
Culture  cannot  take  root,  he  said; 
families  float;  everybody  dies  in  a town 
he  was  not  bora  in;  art  bombinates  in 
a vacuum;  literature  gathers  no  moss; 
manners,  when  they  exist  at  all,  are 
accidental;  history  is  clean  gone  out  of 
our  heads,  while  every  Englishman  is 
familiar  with  Bannockburn;  poetiy 
cannot  be  written,  and  it  is  foolish  to  try 
on  account  of  the  dearth  of  venerable 
circumstance;  no  traditions,  no  memo- 
ries, no  inheritance — in  fact,  no  past  at 
all;  not  even  a present  of  any  conse- 
quence, but  only  a future;  and  into  this 
future  every  man,  woman,  and  child  in 
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the  whole  foolish  country  is  moving — 
though  it  is  not  through  any  fault  of 
theirs;  the  unfortunate  creatures  really 
have  no  other  place  to  go  to. 

I bear  no  grudge  against  the  author  of 
this  discourse  as  an  individual,  but  only 
as  a type.  Indeed,  I am  not  sure  that  he 
is  an  individual  or  that  I have  reported 
him  correctly,  for  no  sooner  does  any 
one  begin  in  this  manner  than  his  words 
run  into  the  words,  of  others,  forming  a 
river  of  sound,  and  I think  not  of  one 
man,  but  of  strings  of  them — all  worry- 
ing about  the  lack  of  backgrounds,  like 
the  man  who  cast  no  shadow  in  the  sun. 
I deny  that  it  is  any  one’s  voluntary 
attitude;  it  is  a lockstep  that  began  be- 
fore I was  born,  and  I have  no  doubt  it 
will  continue  indefinitely.  Seven  centu- 
ries after  Columbus’s  injudicious  dis- 
covery they  will  still  be  complaining, 
with  a Baedeker  in  their  hands,  of  the 
fatal  youth  of  North  America.  For  they 
live  long,  these  people,  because,  as  in 
certain  lower  orders  of  animal  life,  ap- 
parently, there  is  hardly  any  life  worth 
losing,  and  the  family  likeness  they  bear 
to  one  another  is  astonishing.  The  very 
ones  that  George  William  Curtis  used  to 
satirize  as  shining  in  society  are  still  to 
be  found  among  us  at  this  moment,  but 
they  are  engaged  for  the  most  part  in 
contributing  to  the  magazines.  In  one 
respect  they  seem  more  the  slaves  of 
other  people’s  backgrounds  even  than 
Mrs.  Potiphar  was.  Mrs.  Potiphar  only 
believed  that  the  right  sort  of  liveries 
were  not  produced  in  this  country, 
whereas  they  swear  that  the  right  sort  of 
literature  can  never  be  produced  in  this 
country — or  at  least  not  till  our  back- 
grounds are  ever  so  many  centuries 
thicker  than  they  are  now.  I am  unable, 
looking  back,  to  see  any  value  whatever 
in  these  decades  of  sheer  sterile  com- 
plaint of  sterility,  because  no  ruins  can 
be  seen  against  the  sky,  because  no 
naiads  are  dreamed  of  in  the  Hudson  or 
mermaids  in  Cape  Cod  Bay,  and  because 
most  people  who  are  born  in  Indian- 
apolis seem  glad  to  get  away  from  it 
when  they  can. 


For  one  sign  that  we  have  changed 
too  fast  I can  produce  two  signs  that  we 
have  not  changed  half  fast  enough.  If 
there  is  no  moss  here  on  the  walls  of 
ancient  battlements  there  is  plenty  of 
moss  in  our  heads,  and,  so  far  as  tenacity 
of  tradition  is  concerned,  I can  produce 
a dozen  United  States  Senators  who  are 
fully  as  picturesque,  if  only  you  will 
regard  them  internally,  as  the  quaintest 
peasant  in  the  quaintest  part  of  France. 
Backgrounds  are  not  lost  here  just  be- 
cause we  move  about;  backgrounds  are 
simply  worn  inside,  often  with  the  ivy 
clustering  on  them.  Who  has  not  talked 
with  some  expatriated  Boston  mar.  and 
found  him  as  reposeful,  as  redolent  of 
sad,  forgotten,  far-off  things,  as  any  dis- 
tant prospect  of  Stoke-Pogis?  In  fact, 
it  seems  as  if  these  pale  expositors  of 
backgrounds  had  merely  visited  the 
monuments  they  praise — inside  some 
Boston  man! — and  that,  I confess,  is  the 
most  irritating  thing  to  me  about  them. 
They  have  never  really  looked  at  any- 
thing themselves,  but  only  learned  from 
others  what  they  ought  to  seem  to  see. 
And  it  is  absurd  to  tax  us  with  a lack  of 
memory,  when  in  some  of  our  most  ex- ' 
elusive  literary  circles  there  is  notori- 
ously nothing  but  a memory  to  be  seen. 
There  is  too  much  Stoke-Pogis  in  a Bos- 
ton man,  if  anything,  in  proportion  to 
other  things.  Even  the  casual  foreign 
visitor  has  noticed  it. 

Now  I have  great  respect  for  the  re- 
ligion of  the  Quakers,  whose  name,  I 
understand  comes  from  the  phrase  of  a 
founder  about  quaking  and  shaking  in 
the  fear  of  the  Lord.  And  if  that  is  the 
real  reason  why  they  quake  I believe 
they  are  justified  not  only  in  their  quak- 
ing, but  in  trying  to  make  other  people 
quake.  But  these  Delsartean  literary 
quakers  correctly  tremulous  in  the  pres- 
ence of  antiquity,  these  “cultured” 
minds,  not  only  palsied  by  their  own 
advantages,  but  intent  on  palsying  oth- 
ers, bring  back  no  good  report  to  any- 
body in  regard  to  the  good  things^  the 
world.  Any  one  had  as  lief  be  stung 
by  a gymnotus,  as  affected  as  they 
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are  by  the  contemplation  of  a master- 
piece. 

I do  not  know  whether  a poet,  like  a 
sugar  beet,  requires  a soil  with  peculiar 
properties;  and,  in  regard  to  the  poet, 
I do  not  know  what  the  peculiar  proper- 
ties ought  to  be.  Zoning  of  verse,  com- 
parative literary  crop  statistics,  mean 
annual  density  of  ideas,  ratio  of  true 
poetry  to  square  miles  and  population 
within  a given  period,  are  all  outside  my 
limitations.  The  theory  that  bone-dust 
fertilizers  are  the  things  for  poets  does 
not  always  seem  to  work,  even  when  the 
bone-dust  is  that  of  the  Crusaders,  and 
I have  read  lyrics  from  cathedral  towns 
which,  though  infinitely  more  decorous 
than  the  brass  band  of  my  native  village, 
were  equally  remote  from  literature. 
Still  there  may  be  something  in  it.  But 
I do  know,  even  better  than  I wish  I did, 
two  generations  of  writers  on  the  theme, 
who  have  been  saying,  with  hardly  any 
deviation  in  their  phrases,  that  this  is 
the  land  where  poets  cannot  grow;  and 
I know  them  for  the  sort  of  persons  who, 
if  by  chance  a poet  should  grow  in  de- 
fiance of  their  theory,  could  not  tell  him 
from  a sugar  beet.  They  are  unaware  of 
any  growing  thing  which  stands  before 
them  unaccompanied  by  bibliography. 
Unless  there  were  antecedent  books 
about  an  object  they  would  not  know 
that  the  object  was  a poet. 

ON  BEING  CHEERFUL  BEFORE 
BREAKFAST 

BY  WALTER  PRICHARD  EATON 

1LIVE  in  a house  which  admits  of  less 
privacy  than  is  desirable  and  decent 
before  breakfast.  As  a result,  I was 
recently  restrained  only  with  difficulty 
from  committing  murder.  We  had  a 
guest,  an  otherwise  estimable  female, 
who  rose  cheerful.  On  the  very  first 
morning  of  her  visit  she  turned  on  the 
bath  and  an  aria  from  “Aida”  at  the 
same  moment.  I am  a reasonable  be- 
ing, and  I do  not  object  to  cleanliness 
before  coffee,  but  I am  also  human,  and 
I do  object  to  cheerfulness.  To  sing 


while  dressing  is  a sign  either  of  patho- 
logically good  health  or  a vacant  mind. 
In  either  case,  there  is  no  punishment 
to  fit  the  crime  unless  it  be  to  arouse  the 
criminal  from  the  depths  of  that  deli- 
cious morning  drowse  by  the  loud  sing- 
ing of  hymns,  and  compelling  him  (or 
her)  to  remain  awake  by  listening  to  a 
recital  from  the  pages  of  a “glad” 
book. 

Breakfast  itself  is  an  odd  meal,  and 
the  laxity  allowed  is  an  admission  of  the 
normal  state  which  precedes  it.  “Lunch- 
eon at  one,”  or  “Dinner  at  seven- 
thirty,”  we  say.  But,  “Come  down  to 
breakfast  any  time  you  feel  like  it.”  At 
luncheon  or  dinner,  too,  a guest  is  ex- 
pected, and  expects,  to  eat  what  is 
placed  before  him.  Not  so  at  breakfast. 
His  individual  tastes  are  carefully  con- 
sulted, and  no  two  ever  concur.  One  has 
tea,  another  coffee.  One  has  cereal, 
another  never  touches  it.  Some  quaint 
appetites  demand  meat.  Now  and  then 
comes  a kindred  spirit  who  understands 
the  delectable  art  of  dipping  doughnuts 
into  a coffee-cup.  But,  one  and  all, 
must,  at  breakfast,  be  allowed  to  get 
into  a rut  of  habit,  as  if  the  day  could 
not  be  started  unless  that  initial  track 
were  taken — as,  indeed,  it  probably 
could  not  be.  Once,  when  visiting,  we 
ourself  ate  steak  and  buckwheat  cakes 
for  breakfast,  and  all  that  day  we  moved 
as  in  a dream! 

Why,  indeed,  should  it  not  be  so?  To 
spring  lightly  out  of  bed,  wide  awake  and 
cheerful,  is  done  only  by  characters  in 
stories,  and  the  pathologically  healthy 
in  real  life.  Not  even  in  childhood  does 
the  normal  person  spring  lightly  and 
happily  out  of  bed.  What  task  is  more 
difficult  than  getting  a small  boy  up  in 
the  morning — unless  it  be  getting  him  to 
bed  at  night?  Even  he,  without  a care 
in  the  world,  with  no  consciousness  of 
his  stomach,  is  cross  and  snappy  before 
breakfast,  or  drugged  with  the  opiate  of 
dreams.  As  for  us  adults,  when  we  rise 
with  sleep  still  heavy  upon  us,  with 
yesterday’s  fatigue  not  quite  gone  from 
our  muscles,  with  the  insistent  morning 
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• void  in  the  pit  of  our  modern,  hyper- 
acidulous  stomachs,  with  a dull,  half- 
conscious realization  that  here  is  another 
day  to  put  us  by  so  much  nearer  middle- 
age,  what  wonder  that  we  are  not  cheer- 
ful, that  we  want  to  be  left  alone,  to 
drink  our  coffee  in  silence,  and,  by  filling 
the  aforementioned  void,  and  slipping 
thus  pleasantly  into  the  chains  of  habit, 
to  resume  at  last  our  wonted  way?  To 
eat  breakfast  is  to  pick  up  again  the  job 
of  living,  after  a vacation  in  dreams.  It 
is  not  lightly  to  be  undertaken. 

It  is  not  a lack  of  hospitality  which 
makes  me  dread  the  coming  of  visitors; 
it  is  the  fear  that  some  of  them  may  be 
sincerely,  or  politely,  pleasant  before 
breakfast.  What  is  harder  to  endure 
than  the  guest  who  comes  beaming  down 
the  stairs  with  a cheery,  44  Well,  how  are 
you  all  this  lovely  morning?” — unless  it 
be  the  guest  who  actually  goes  out-of- 
doors  before  coffee,  and  comes  in  to  tell 
us  how  perfectly  heavenly  everything  is 
with  the  dew  fresh  upon  it — as  if  it  were 
not  much  fresher  at  eight  o’clock  the 
previous  evening!  Even  the  guest  who 
discusses  bolshevism  at  breakfast  is 
preferable  to  this  variety,  because  no- 
body is  cheerful  on  the  subject  of  bol- 
shevism, either  pro  or  con.  Argument  is 
better  than  amiability,  at  any  rate. 

I have  a friend,  a plump  and  pleasing 
person,  a charming  and  thoughtful 
hostess,  who  has  had  the  courage  to  solve 
the  problem  in  her  country  home. 
Prominently  displayed  in  the  upper  hall 
is  a neat  sign,  reading  as  follows: 

Guests  are  requested  not  to  be 

CHEERFUL  BEFORE  BREAKFAST 

It  is  surprising  to  some,  who  have  not 
given  the  matter  thought,  to  find  how 
many  people  are  almost  pathetically 
grateful  for  this  brave  abolition  of  the 
social  tyranny  of  politeness  before  the 
morning  meal.  For  all  of  us,  in  this  mat- 
ter, have  been  keeping  up  a painful  pre- 
tense on  all  our  visits,  all  our  lives.  Tell 
us,  at  last,  that  we  can  be  as  cross  or  as 
glum  or  as  taciturn  as  we  like,  and  we 
are  almost  cheerful  at  the  prospect. 


This,  to  be  sure,  is  more  especially  true 
of  men.  When  a woman  is  visiting,  she 
wouldn’t  feel  quite  natural  if  she  weren't 
a bit  unnatural. 

They  will  deny  this,  of  course. 

A BOOKMAN’S  BALLADE 

BY  RICHARD  LE  GALLIENNE 

HAVE  you,  as  I,  O Reader  kind. 

Sometimes  before  your  bookshelves 
stood, 

Seeking  in  vain  some  book  to  find. 

The  proper  and  peculiar  food 
. For  some  un  je-nesais-q uoi  mood? — 

In  other  words,  you  know  not  what — 
May  I advise,  yet  not  intrude, 

Dickens,  Dumas,  or  Walter  Scott? 

With  all  fair  fruitage  of  the  mind. 

The  beautiful,  the  wise,  the  good. 

Your  shelves  luxuriously  are  lined; 

And  yet,  O strange  ingratitude! 

They  bring  you  no  beatitude. 

The  charm  they  had  this  day  is  not: 

Try,  then — if  I were  you,  I should — 
Dickens,  Dumas,  or  Walter  Scott. 

For  idle  “ vapors”  undefined. 

For  sickly  Thought’s  distempered  brood, 
Throw  “psycho-analysts”  behind 
The  fire,  and  be  all  such  eschewed: 

Let  simple  laughter  stir  your  blood. 

And  plot,  and  breathless  counter-plot. 

And  all  Life’s  moving  multitude — 
Dickens,  Dumas,  or  Walter  Scott 

ENVOI 

Yea,  gentle  Reader,  if  we  .would 
Forget  ourselves,  our  cares  forgot 
None  else  can  equal,  by  the  Rood, 

Dickens,  Dumas,  or  Walter  Scott 

AMERICAN-FRENCH 

BY  C.  M.  FRANCIS 

AN  American  college  president  broke 
the  academic  peace  some  months 
ago  by  an  attack  on  the  prevailing 
methods  of  teaching  the  French  lan- 
guage. As  I am  myself  a victim  of  those 
methods,  I take  a private  pleasure  in  all 
attacks  upon  them,  but  aside  from  that 
I found  this  one  interesting  for  two  rea- 
sons. In  the  first  place  this  college  presi- 
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dent  was  not  inclined  to  an  eccentric  or 
a radical  view  in  regard  to  any  sort  of 
established  thing.  On  the  contrary,  he 
was  one  of  the  least  violent  - minded 
members  of  a profession  celebrated  for 
its  lack  of  violence  of  mind.  In  the  sec- 
ond place,  his  university  was  considered 
by  many  the  best  in  the  country  in  re- 
spect to  the  teaching  of  French  and  he 
was  in  close  and  presumably  friendly  re- 
lations with  the  best  French  teachers. 
Hence  it  was  natural  to  suppose  either 
that  he  would  let  the  subject  alone,  or 
if  he  did  criticize  that  he  would  at  least 
do  so  with  the  blandness  and  ambiguity 
peculiar  to  college  presidents  when  they 
criticize.  For,  as  has  been  often  ob- 
served, it  is  the  rule  among  college  presi- 
dents that  the  mental  disturbance  fol- 
lowing any  of  their  remarks  shall  be 
almost  as  imperceptible  as  if  the  remarks 
had  not  been  made.  A mind  that  is  not 
only  calm  itself,  but  the  cause  of  calm  in 
others — that  is  the  true  college  presi- 
dential ideal,  and  as  a rule  it  is  realized, 
especially  on  public  occasions.  The 
standard  of  repose  is  lofty  and  the  tact 
displayed  in  maintaining  it  is  enormous, 
hence  the  contrast  offered  by  this  in- 
stance. For  this  college  president  was 
not  only  immoderate,  he  was  disagree- 
able. He  insulted  every  American  pro- 
fessor of  French  in  the  country. 

He  said  American  professors  of  French 
were  unacquainted  with  the  language; 
that  they  were  not  even  on  speaking 
terms  with  it;  that  if  you  put  them  in 
any  French-speaking  group  they  would 
be  helpless,  and  that  if  you  put  them 
in  a group  of  educated  Frenchmen 
they  would  be  idiotic.  He  implied 
that  several  hundred  thousand  Ameri- 
can doughboys  after  six  months  in 
France  not  only  had  a firmer  hold  on  the 
French  language  than  the  students  of 
these  American  professors  of  French 
after  six  years,  but  that  they  outshone 
in  that  respect  the  professors  themselves. 
He  did  not,  of  course,  deny  that  the 
professor  knew  more  about  the  H6tel  de 
Rambouillet  than  the  doughboy  did  or 
that  the  doughboy  was  incapable  of 
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lecturing  on  Romanticism  or  annotating 
the  **  Cid  ” with  anything  like  the  profes- 
sor’s exactitude.  But  he  implied  that  the 
doughboy’s  mind,  forlorn  as  it  might 
seem  in  its  philological  and  literary  des- 
titution, could  nevertheless  perform  a 
feat  that  the  professor’s  could  not 
achieve.  It  could  in  a sort  of  way  meet 
the  mind  of  a living  Frenchman,  and  this 
achievement,  though  apparently  slight, 
was  neverthelsss  prodigious  when  com- 
pared to  the  results  attained  by  the  un- 
fortunate victims  of  American  instruc- 
tion in  French.  And  he  demanded  such 
a change  in  the  system  as  would  enable  a 
careful  student,  after  seven  years  or  so 
of  plodding,  to  face  an  actual  French  per- 
son without  stuttering,  without  wild  and 
groundless  laughter,  without  agony  of 
gesture,  and  without  gargling  his  throat. 

I have  not  reported  him  exactly,  but 
these  are  the  inferences  I drew  from  his 
remarks. 

I gathered  also  that  it  was  his  opinion, 
as  it  is  mine,  that  no  man  is  qualified  to 
teach  a living  language  by  a mere  tomb- 
stone acquaintance  with  its  literature, 
and  that  any  student  after  seven  faithful 
years  should  be  saved  from  the  sort  of 
embarrassments  he  how  undergoes  and 
the  sort  of  barbarities  he  now  perpe- 
trates. He  ought  not  to  be  obliged,  for 
example,  to  leave  a house  by  the  fire- 
escape  because  he  cannot  ask  his  way  to 
the  door;  he  ought  not  to  be  served  four 
times  to  potatoes  because  he  cannot  say, 
“Je  n’en  veux  plus ; he  ought  not  to  go 
about  insulting  people  whom  he  has  no 
desire  to  insult;  he  ought  not  to  use  lan- 
guage to  his  hostess  which  he  finds  after- 
ward to  have  been  highly  obscene;  he 
ought  not  to  tell  a story  in  a mystic 
tongue,  known  only  to  himself,  com- 
pounded of  the  ruins  of  two  languages, 
or  in  the  deaf-and-dumb  alphabet  sup- 
plemented by  gymnastic  feats,  or  in 
words  so  far  apart  that  everybody  in  the 
room  listens  to  the  ticking  of  the  clock 
between  them. 

I will  reproduce  as  accurately  as  I can 
the  table-talk  of  a serious  and  by  no 
means  unintelligent  man,  a finished 
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product  of  the  present  system.  He  be- 
gins, of  course,  almost  invariably  by 
telling  the  French  person  that  sits  next 
to  him  that  he  is  a woman  or  that  he  is 
not  a woman.  He  will  then  say  that  he 
is  in  the  rear  because  a long  time  ago  he 
was  held  underneath  the  city;  that  he 
filled  the  soil  of  his  office  slowly;  that 
he  did  not  jump  till  six  o’clock,  though 
he  usually  jumps  at  five;  that  he  likes 
cats  and  oaks  and  that  he  had  a cat  and 
an  oak  once  who  would  eat  in  the  cup 
together;  that  his  aunt  had  a cat  who 
killed  six  smiles  in  one  day;  that  he  had 
dropped  a piece  of  bread  on  the  ceiling; 
that  it  is  a good  time  though  the  paper 
promised  tears;  that  he  swims  better  in 
dirty  water  than  in  cool  because  it 
throws  him  up  in  the  air.  And  he  will 
ask  for  the  following  objects,  all  of  which 
he  believes  can  be  found  on  the  table  or 
easily  obtained:  A saddle — he  wants  to 
put  some  of  it  in  his  soup;  a hillside;  a 
little  more  of  the  poison;  a pear-tree;  a 
bass  wind  instrument  full  of  milk;  • the 
hide  of  any  animal;  a farmer’s  daughter 
of  shameless  character;  and  a portion  of 
a well-set,  thick,  short-backed  horse. 

Now  this  sort  of  thing  may  happen 
not  only  to  almost  any  student  under 
the  present  system,  but  to  the  majority 
of  the  teachers  themselves,  and  as  a rule 
they  do  not  know  that  it  is  happening. 
Many  Americans  will  talk  French  at  in- 
tervals all  through  their  lives  without 
ever  finding  out  that  they  are  not  saying 
anything  in  French;  so  great  are  the 
powers  of  divination  among  the  gifted 
people  with  whom  they  hold  converse. 
And  again  and  again  you  will  see  persons 
who  have  not  emerged  from  the  condi- 
tion of  the  young  man  whose  conversa- 
tion I have  quoted  chosen  as  French 
teachers  in  institutions  of  learning.  It 
is  compatible  with  present  standards  of 
scholarship.  One  may  behave  in  this 
manner  and  publish  an  intelligible  mono- 
graph on  the  Felibrige.  One  may  curl  up 
in  some  corner  of  Romance  philology 
where  he  will  never  be  disturbed,  or 
range  through  five  centuries  of  French 
literature,  putting  authors  in  their 


places,  or  make  those  unnecessary  re- 
marks beneath  a classic  text  which  con- 
stitute the  essence  of  foot-note  gentility; 
in  short,  one  may  be  Teutonically  effi- 
cient all  around  and  about  the  French 
language — over  it  and  under  it  and  be- 
hind it — and  never  once  be  in  it,  never 
once  be  able  to  enter  into  the  simplest 
human  relation  with  any  one  who  uses  it. 

And  if  he  is  a true  product  of  the  sys- 
tem he  will  be  perfectly  satisfied.  He 
will  say  that  chattering  with  French  peo- 
ple is  only  a pleasant  accomplishment, 
after  all,  and  can  easily  be  acquired  at 
any  time  by  living  with  them;  that  it 
has  nothing  in  common  with  the  aims 
of  serious  scholarship;  that  it  is  not  to 
be  compared  in  importance  with  the 
ability  to  read  and  appreciate  books; 
that  there  is  no  room  for  it  in  the  present 
system  and  that  it  would  not  be  desir- 
able if  there  were.  He  will  add  lightly 
that  some  time  he  means  to  brush  up  his 
French  conversation.  He  will  say  this 
without  a qualm,  without  a trace  of  pity 
for  the  people  he  means  to  brush  it  on. 
He  does  not  know  that  an  American 
brushing  his  French  in  a room  bears  the 
same  relation  to  any  peaceful  conversa- 
tion that  may  be  going  on  in  it  at  the 
time  as  is  borne  by  a carpet-sweeper  in 
action.  He  does  not  know  that  an 
American  when  brushing  his  French 
ought  to  be  kept  out  of  rooms.  He  does 
not  know  that  if  in  the  future  the  rela- 
tions between  this  country  and  France 
should  unhappily  become  strained  it  will 
be  largely  due  to  these  merciless  Amer- 
ican brushings.  The  system  not  only 
withholds  from  us  the  means  of  under- 
standing the  French  language;  it  en- 
courages us  to  misunderstand.  It  fills 
us  with  the  assurance  that  we  are  doing 
easily  what  we  are  not  doing  at  all.  It 
seems  as  if  American  instruction  in 
French  were  designed  for  the  frustration 
of  civilized  intercourse. 

I cannot  really  blame  that  French  lady 
who,  after  long  association  with  the 
American  functionaries  in  Paris  recently, 
pronounced  the  opinion  that  at  their 
best  Americans  are  children  and  at  their 
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worst  they  are  brutes;  nor  can  I alto- 
gether blame  the  Americans.  I have  no 
doubt  that  a large  part  of  the  unpleas- 
antness was  linguistic.  It  is  possible 
that  every  one  of  those  Americans  was 
trying  to  say  something  very  agreeable 
to  the  lady,  but  when  put  into  language 
it  turned  out  the  other  way.  It  is  pos- 
sible that  some  of  them  actually  cursed 
the  lady  and  never  knew. 

THE  FAIRYLAND  OF  FINANCE 

BY  C.  A.  BENNETT 

THEBE  was  a time  when  I never  even 
glanced  at  the  financial  sections  of 
the  newspapers — those  pages  given  over 
to  market  reports,  stock  quotations,  and 
the  rest.  I should  as  soon  have  thought 
of  seeking  interest  and  entertainment  in 
a table  of  logarithms.  It  was  all  so 
baffling  and  remote  for  one  who  did  not 
know  exactly  what  a stock  or  a share 
was,  who  still  less  had  ever  owned  one. 
I left  these  abstruse  matters  to  those  who 
were  interested  in  them — to  the  people 
who  would  get  really  excited  if  they  saw 
a notice,  “Gold  Debentures  at  par,”  or 
something  of  the  kind,  and  to  the  men 
who  bought  up  the  entire  cotton  crop 
for  1933  and  then  sold  it  in  a moment  of 
pique  at  the  first  touch  of  frost.  But 
that  is  all  changed  now.  To-day  I am 
exquisitely  diverted,  nay,  sometimes 
even  transported,  by  the  market  reports. 
The  way  it  happened  was  this: 

One  evening  my  brother-in-law,  a 
knowing’ enough  fellow,  looked  up  from 
his  paper  and  exclaimed: 

“By  Jove!  wheat’s  gone  to  two  and  a 
quarter!” 

“Good  Lord!”  I said.  “Shredded?” 
...  I realized  then  that  I had  given 
myself  away.  I abandoned  my  preten- 
sion to  knowledge  and  said,  humbly, 
“Tell  me — why  has  it  gone  to  two  and  a 
quarter?” 

“Well,  they  say  here  that  it’s  because 
of  the  way  the  elections  are  going  in 
Japan.” 

I saw  at  once  that  it  was  no  good  ask- 
ing any  more  questions — outwardly. 


at  least.  But,  inwardly,  I could  not 
help  wondering  what  on  earth  the  elec- 
tions in  Japan  could  have  to  do  with  the 
price  of  wheat.  As  an  election  ap- 
proaches do  the  Japanese  voters  sud- 
denly become  seized  with  a passion  for 
wheat?  Is  this  a sort  of  inevitable  ac- 
companiment of  violent  political  emo- 
tion in  the  Orient?  Or  is  it  that  Amer- 
ican farmers  become  so  absorbed  in 
watching  the  progress  of  Japanese  elec- 
tions that  they  forget  to  spray  the  wheat 
against  the  boll  weevil?  Or  what? 

I got  no  answer  to  these  questions 
then;  but  my  interest  was  roused.  I 
began  to  study  the  financial  section  from 
time  to  time.  My  perplexity  increased. 
It  was  amazing.  I would  come  across-  a 
statement  like  this:  “Home  Bails 
showed  violent  fluctuations  during  the 
early  hours,  but  under  the  influence  of 
reassuring  reports  from  Paris  later  be- 
came much  steadier.”  Now  that  didn’t 
mean  anything;  and  even  if  it  meant 
what  it  seemed  to  mean  it  wasn’t  true. 
If  it  had  been  I should  have  noticed  it. 
But  I had  come  in  on  a New  England 
local  that  very  morning  and  my  train 
was  half  an  hour  late  and  there  was  no 
room  in  the  smoker.  In  fact,  everything 
was  going  on  just  as  usual.  There  was 
not  the  faintest  sign  of  a fluctuation. 
Besides,  even  supposing  that  one  could 
imagine  what  the  news  from  Paris  might 
have  been,  how  could  it  have  acted  as  a 
sort  of  sedative  on  Home  Bails?  No. 
There  simply  wasn’t  any  connection  be- 
tween the  two  events.  I was  sure  that 
there  must  be  more  in  this  than  met  the 
eye.  I read  on  a little  farther.  “The 
market  showed  a distinctly  bullish  ten- 
dency.” Now,  I ask  any  man,  what  is 
one  to  make  out  of  that?  I have  never 
had  much  to  do  with  bulb,  but  I imagine 
that  a bullish  tendency  must  be  rather  a 
formidable  thing.  One  associates  i^with 
steaming  nostrils,  a flamboyant  tail,  and 
thunderous  hoofs.  But  one  can’t  con- 
ceive of  a market — an  abstract,  elusive 
thing  like  a market — behaving  in  that 
way.  I tried  again.  “The  unaccounta- 
ble depression  in  steel  was  again  a feat- 
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ure  of  the  day’s  transactions.”  Depres- 
sion— that  is  such  an  extraordinary 
word  to  use  about  steel.  But,  then,  it 
was  not  any  more  extraordinary  than  to 
talk  of  a Home  Rail  fluctuating.  These 
people,  I began  to  perceive,  spoke  a lan- 
guage of  their  own. 

And  then,  suddenly,  the  truth  broke 
on  me.  This  was  not  fact  at  all.  It  was 
fiction;  nay,  more,  fairy  tale.  Home 
Rails  and  Copper  and  Steel  and  Bethle- 
hem Preferred — these  are  not  real  be- 
ings, but  figures  of  legend  and  story, 
creatures  of  fantasy  whose  endless  ad- 
ventures nourish  day  by  day  the  imag- 
ination of  the  tired  business  man.  And 
at  once  I saw  the  explanation  of  the  re- 
assuring news  from  Paris  and  of  the 
strange  effect  of  the  Japanese  elections. 
You  had  only  to  throw  yourself  into  the 
mood  of  the  reader  of  fairy  tale  and  all 
these  things  became  plain.  Aladdin 
rubs  the  lamp  and  the  genie  appears. 
Lord  Dunsany’s  centaurs  shout  to  one 
another  across  the  open  meadows — in 
Greek.  Are  these  things  absurd?  Not 
if  you  have  accepted  the  wild  logic  of 
that  world.  Then  it  all  appears  natural 
and  inevitable.  Reassuring  news  comes 
from  Paris  and,  hey,  presto!  Home  Rails 
cease  to  fluctuate.  Why,  of  course!  So 
with  the  depression  in  steel.  My  mis- 
take lay  in  supposing  that  real  steel,  the 
stuff  they  make  battle-ships  out  of,  was 
what  was  meant.  Now  I know  that 
Steel  is  a giant,  the  fascinating  story  of 
whose  changing  moods  I can  follow  week 
by  week.  And  American  Tel.  and  Tel.? 
Why,  it  is  like  Little  Claus  and  Big 
Claus,  Jack  and  Jill,  Mutt  and  Jeff. 


And  so  when  I hear  lamentations 
about  the  gross  materialism  of  the  tired 
business  man  I do  not  let  them  vex  my 
soul.  I know  better.  I know  that  the 
eagerness  with  which  he  turns  first  to  the 
financial  section  is  the  same  as  that  with 
which  the  child  seizes  upon  a new  fairy 
tale,  and  that  while  he  seems  absorbed 
in  the  sordid  traffic  of  buying  and  sell- 
ing he  is  feasting  his  imagination  on  the 
latest  adventures  of  old  Home  Rails 
and  the  rest.  And  I have  become  so 
enthusiastic  about  these  tales  that  I 
have  even  tried  to  write  one  myself. 
Here  it  is. 

“Butter  opened  firm,  but  following 
the  news  of  the  continued  heat  wave  in 
Kansas  lost  its  stability  and  by  after- 
noon there  was  considerable  liquidation. 
American  Canned  Meat  showed  a dis- 
tinctly bullish  tendency.  The  market 
slumped  badly  when  the  news  of  Lenine 
having  broken  his  eye-glasses  first  be- 
came known.  Heavy  buying  by  Western 
interests  did  little  to  restore  the  needed 
tone;  but  later,  on  the  report  that  the 
glasses  had  been  mended,  considerable 
optimism  pervaded  the  market.  Home 
Rails  especially  recovered  some  of  their 
pristine  elan,  and  Zinc  displayed  an  irre- 
sistible espieglerie.  Western  Eggs  opened 
very  strong.  There  were  few  purchasers. 
Copper  was  sullen  and  bearish  and  did 
not  rise  all  day.  Mexican  Oil,  with 
shortage  of  sales,  fell  off  a couple  of 
points  in  a nasty  gale,  lost  its  earlier 
buoyancy  and  went  ashore,  but  was  later 
floated  off  with  the  Argentine  loan.  In 
spite  of  the  rise  in  temperature,  brewery 
issues  are  no  longer  absorbed.” 
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THERE  was  once  an  aged  author, 
mainly  a novelist,  who  lived  in  a 
dream  of  wide,  if  quiescent,  recognition. 
He  was  fearful  that  modern  editors  and 
their  public  did  not  want  him,  and  that 
the  general  reader’s  generalship  did  not 
extend  to  his  novels  and  other  things, 
but  he  soothed  his  sense  of  isolation  with 
the  belief  that  if  people  did  not  know  his 
work  they  knew  about  it.  He  had  abun- 
dant proofs  of  this,  which  need  not  be 
alleged  here,  but  which  may  be  readily 
imagined  by  those  who  knew  that  he 
had  published,  in  former  times,  some 
hundred  books,  big  and  little.  His  name 
was  in  all  the  encyclopedias,  antholo- 
gies, and  Who’s  Whoses,  with  the  titles 
of  many  of  his  many  works,  and  he 
rested  fairly  content  with  the  state  unto 
which  he  seemed  to  be  finally  called, 
when  one  day  the  morning’s  mail 
brought  him  a letter  which  cruelly  burst 
his  dream  of  "wide,  if  quiescent,  recogni- 
tion. In  the  superscription  his  name 
was  correctly  spelled,  and  the  address 
was  without  that  postal  evidence  of 
wandering  from  town  to  country  which 
his  letters  often  bore.  When  opened, 
it  proved  to  have  come  from  a “Home 
Correspondence  School,”  for  the  cult- 
ure of  students  in  the  arts  and  sci- 
ences, and  within  he  was  informed  in 
veiy  neat  typewriting  that  there  had 
just  come  to  his  correspondent’s  desk  a 
letter  from  a pupil  of  one  of  the  school’s 
instructors,  bearing  the  glad  news  that 
the  writer  had  just  sold  to  a leading 
magazine  a short  story  framed  upon  this 
instructor’s  theory  of  short-story  writing 
and  the  teachings  of  his  forty-lesson 
course.  “At  the  same  time,”  the  Home 
Correspondent  added,  there  had  come 
“a  letter  from  another  pupil  reporting 


the  sale  of  over  thirty  stories  to  various 
magazines.  These  things  are  of  daily 
occurrence,”  the  Home  Correspondent 
remarked,  and  “Although  you  have  not 
yet  enrolled,  I am  taking  it  for  granted 
that  you  are  interested  in  keeping  in 
touch  with  the  progress  that  we  are 
making,  and  I am  hoping  that  we  shall 
shortly  have  the  pleasure  of  welcoming 
you  to  membership  in  our  school.  As  a 
special  midsummer  inducement,  I am 
pleased  to  renew  our  offer  of  our  old 
rates,  'provided  your  application  is  re- 
ceived on  or  before  ....  As  you  have 
doubtless  noted,  there  are  three  courses 
in  Story  Writing  outlined  in  our  cata- 
logue. I imagine  that  it  is  Professor 
Ampersand’s  regular  forty-lesson  course 
that  you  will  probably  wish  to  take. 
The  introductory  course  is  intended  for 
young  pupils  and  for  those  who  are 
otherwise  poorly  prepared.  Only  a few 
of  Professor  Ampersand’s  pupils,  even  of 
those  who  are  most  successful  in  selling, 
take  the  advanced  course,  which  is 
strictly  post-graduate.  The  regular 
forty-lesson  course  is  complete  in  itself. 
It  will  not  only  give  you  a mastery  of 
every  point  of  short-story  technique,  but 
your  talent  will  be  greatly  cultivated 
and  your  selling  ability  tremendously 
increased.  Beginning  with  about  the 
fifth  lesson,  you  will  be  occupied  with  the 
actual  writing  of  stories  or  parts  of 
stories.” 

The  aged  author’s  breath  was  quite 
taken  away  by  an  invitation  which 
would  have  been  so  winning  if  it  had 
been  given  to  a novelist  under  his  years 
and  not  widely  recorded  in  the  en- 
cyclopedias and  anthologies,  or  formally 
known  to  the  readers  of  polite  literature, 
if  he  might  believe  the  well-remembered 
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favorable  notices  of  other  times  and  the 
flattering  returns  of  royalties  from  his 
publishers.  Something  better  than  his 
vanity,  we  hope,  was  wounded  in  him  by 
that  proposal  of  the  Home  Correspond- 
ent to  renew  the  offer  of  those  old  rates 
for  the  regular  forty-lesson  course  in 
short-story  writing,  which  it  was  sur- 
mised he  would  wish  to  take.  It  is  true 
that  the  proposal  carried  with  it  a brevet 
of  eternal  youth,  in  assuming  that  he 
was  a beginner  of  fiction,  but  this  could 
not  soothe  the  pain  it  gave.  Had  he, 
then,  been  writing  fifty  or  sixty  years 
and  piling  story  upon  story  so  much  in 
vain  that  he  could  be  seriously  offered 
a chance  at  that  forty-lesson  course  as 
if  he  were  starting  in  literary  life?  Or 
was  it  all  a joke,  a sorry  joke,  a bitter 
gibe  at  the  cost  of  a dotard  who  had  out- 
lived himself?  He  had  almost  rather  it 
were  that;  he  would  still,  in  that  case, 
be  well  enough  remembered  to  form  the 
target  of  mockery,  and  that  would  be 
better  than  oblivion. 

After  duly  suffering  in  this  question, 
he  turned  from  it  and  began  to  wonder 
what  that  course  of  forty  lessons  for  his 
instruction  in  short-story  writing  could 
be.  If  he  were  the  beginner  he  was  im- 
agined, could  he  really  learn  a branch  of 
the  literary  art  from  it?  Would  he  profit 
by  it  in  some  such  sort  as  the  students 
who  frequent  the  atelier  of  a great 
painter  and  draw  from  his  model 
under  his  criticism  of  their  sketches? 
The  aged  author  did  not  quite  see  how 
the  method  could  be  applied  to  literary 
art;  but  he  did  not  deny  that  it  could; 
and  he  asked  himself  if  the  great  Rus- 
sian, French,  Spanish,  and  Scandinavian 
writers  of  short  stories  had  arrived  at 
their  primacy  by  such  means.  When  he 
got  to  our  own  mastery  in  short  stories 
he  was  lost  in  helpless  doubt  if  Mary 
Wilkins  Freeman,  or  Sarah  Ome  Jewett, 
or  Miss  Alice  Brown,  or  Miss  Edith 
Wyatt,  or  Bret  Harte,  or  Aldrich,  or 
Mr.  G.  W.  Cable,  or  even  Hawthorne  or 
Poe,  had  formed  themselves  on  some 
forty-lesson  course  in  the  art  which  they 
shone  in.  He  was  obliged  in  mere 


fairness  to  reflect  that  these  writers 
were  all  people  of  genius  who  had  only 
to  go  to  nature  for  their  instruction, 
and  to  suppose  that  merely  talented 
or  merely  commonplace  people  might 
very  usefully  or  profitably  take  such  a 
course. 

The  demand  for  short  stories,  he  con- 
sidered, was  unlimited,  and  somehow 
the  supply  must  be  adequate.  It  was 
not  to  be  supposed  that  it  could  be  wholly 
met  by  people  of  genius,  and  there  was 
no  good  reason  why  the  less  naturally 
gifted  should  not  contribute  to  it  from 
the  overflowing  yield  of  their  skilled  in- 
dustry. The  more  the  aged  author  con- 
sidered the  situation  the  more  lenient  he 
grew.  The  sting  to  his  vanity  abated; 
he  no  longer  suffered  from  being  taken 
for  one  of  the  undistinguished  multitude 
of  youth  eager  to  prepare  themselves  for 
writing  down  to  the  level  of  the  myriad 
public  who  asked  nothing  better  than 
the  commonplace  of  tales  ten  thousand 
times  told.  He  would  have  computed 
the  numbers  of  this  populace  if  it  had 
been  within  the  scope  of  arithmetic  or 
even  algebra.  When  he  tried,  he  ran 
into  the  figures  of  billions  which  the 
world  war  has  cost  our  part  in  it,  and 
he  cheerfully  relinquished  the  struggle, 
and  acquiesced  in  the  situation.  He  re- 
flected that  there  need  be  nothing  really 
new  in  the  short  stories  produced  for 
this  myriad  public,  and  little  formally 
new.  Nature  would  go  on  from  genera- 
tion to  generation  proffering  novelty,  but 
art,  the  art  of  the  standardized  short 
story  did  not  need  novelty,  and  any  sort 
of  originality  would  have  revolted  the 
standardized  short-story  public. 

He  put  his  painful  question  altogether 
aside  and  consented  to  rejoice  in  the 
short  story  written  by  writers  of  genius 
for  readers  of  genius.  He  thought  with 
rapture  of  how  these  short-story  writers 
consented  to  treat  only  some  theme 
which  first  entreated  them  from  their 
observation  or  experience  of  life,  and 
then  wrought  in  the  love  of  their  art  with 
a divine  simplicity,  trusting  that  wholly 
and  solely  for  the  effect  of  that  beauty 
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which  is  truth.  Of  course  we  speak  here 
of  the  masterpieces  of  the  supreme  ar- 
tists, but  all  are  artists  who  work  in  the 
imitation  of  nature,  and  of  the  school 
which  exacts  the  appearance  of  life,  but 
does  not  assume  to  teach  it.  There  may 
be  incident,  or  there  may  not  be  incident, 
but  there  must  be  character,  there  must 
be  verisimilitude,  fidelity  to  recognized 
or  recognizable  conditions.  Here  all 
schooling  ends,  except  as  it  also  exacts 
the  utter  avoidance  of  anything  or  every- 
thing like  effort  or  straining. 

A little  before  the  aged  author  re- 
ceived that  appeal  to  his  latent  youth 
and  obscurity  in  the  form  of  an  invita- 
tion to  enroll  himself  among  the  students 
of  the  forty-lesson  course  of  short-story 
writing,  he  had  been  struck  with  a study 
of  the  short  story  much  beyond  the  ordi- 
nary. This  essay,  as  we  made  out,  did 
not  pretend  to  teach  the  art  by  the  regis- 
tration of  certain  principles,  but  invited 
the  reader  to  its  study  by  the  analysis 
of  some  eminent  examples  illustrated 
by  diagrams.  The  chief  of  these  was 
Maupassant’s  famous  story  of  “The 
Piece  of  String,”  which  is  almost  as  good 
as  some  of  the  greatest  Russian  or  Amer- 
ican short  stories.  There  can  hardly  be  a 
thing  more  touching,  and  it  is  of  an 
entire  decency  very  rare  in  the  chefs 
<T oeuvre  of  that  master  to  whose  mastery 
Tolstoy  was  willing  to  forgive  many  sins. 
Yet,  shall  we  own  to  the  ingenious  ana- 
lyst that  the  life  of  the  thing  seemed  to 
have  escaped  in  the  course  of  his  Twelve 
Analytical  Steps,  much  as  the  famous 
Fourteen  Points  vanished  in  the  final 
League  of  Nations?  No  one  will  learn  to 
write  great  short  stories  by  analyzing 
the  short  stories  of  Maupassant  and 
imitating  his  method  in  the  result,  for 
no  master  of  the  art  has  any  plan  but  to 
imitate  nature,  with  an  unconsciousness 
perhaps  inconceivable  to  the  analyst,  but 
veritable  all  the  same. 

We  were  about  to  bid  the  lover  of  the 
art  ambitious  to  excel  in  it,  take  the 
good  old  way  which  has  been  open  from 
the  first,  and  which  ourselves  pointed  out 
for  many  years  with  an  unswerving  finger- 


post. We  were  going  to  bid  him  “look 
into  his  heart  and  write,”  after  looking 
all  about  him  into  the  hearts  of  his  neigh- 
bors and  creating  a life  in  art  from  the 
life  common  to  himself  and  them,  when 
there  burst  upon  us  from  the  managing 
editor  of  a neighboring  periodical  a cry 
which  seemed  the  echo  of  our  own  voice 
from  the  corridors  of  time  long  past. 
This  neighbor  had  apparently  suffered 
intolerably  from  short  stories  mostly 
and  almost  solely  about  New  York,  and 
he  shouted  in  a publicity-page  of  rare  sin- 
cerity, “Why  don’t  some  of  our  prom- 
ising new  writers  stay  in  their  own  home 
town  and  write  about  the  people,  the 
environment,  and  the  atmosphere  seen 
from  their  own  front  door?  Why  can’t 
we  get  a story  of  the  prairies,  or  the 
Mississippi  River,  or  New  Orleans,  or 
Portland  (Maine  or  Oregon,  it  doesn’t 
matter  which)  ? Why  can’t  we  get  stories 
that  reflect  life  in  the  thousands  of  cities 
and  villages  in  the  United  States  apart 
from  New  York  City  and  Greenwich 
Village?  We  will  welcome  such  stories — 
with  good  characterization  and  plots 
that  contain  action,  but  stories  that, 
first  of  all,  are  representative  of  Ameri- 
can life  to-day.” 

Will  the  home-town  writers  respond  to 
this  outburst  of  anguished  promise?  We 
are  sure  they  will  wish  to  do  so,  but  they 
will  not  make  themselves  heard  if  they 
have  formed  their  vocal  chords  upon  the 
methods  which  that  Home  Correspond- 
ent invited  our  aged  author  to  embrace 
in  the  belief  that  he  was  a youthful 
writer  in  the  first  bloom  of  ambition. 
We  would  like,  even  in  our  doubt,  to  join 
our  voice  to  that  of  the  managing  editor 
we  have  echoed  here,  and  repeat  the 
time-worn  tenets  of  a creed  where  the 
only  hope  of  salvation  lies.  “Life,”  we 
should  like  to  say  for  the  thousandth 
time,  “is  a very  beautiful  thing,  even 
when  it  is  very  ugly,  if  it  is  made  the 
stuff  of  art.  There  is  no  other  stuff 
which  will  lastingly  avail  either  the 
actual  or  the  conjectured  beginner — the 
youth  of  eighteen  or  the  dotard  of  e; 

The  life-stuff  will  avail  no4-*-  ‘ 
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earliest  beginner,  but  the  latest  keep- 
onner,  and  we  should  say  to  the  last 
what  we  say  to  the  first  if  we  could 
imagine  him  trying  to  open  the  vein  of 
his  shriveled  invention.  Either  endeav- 
orer  must  first  make  sure  that  he  wishes 
to  write  a certain  story,  and  it  will  be 
best  for  him  to  prefer  the  very  simplest 
story.  Do  not  let  him  try  for  the  thing 
that  will  surprise  the  reader  by  its 
strangeness;  the  commonest  thing  will 
surprise  the  reader  most,  for  in  fiction 
the  commonest  thing  is  the  rarest.  Then 
let  him  seriously,  prayerfully,  question 
himself  at  each  step  of  the  experiment 
whether  he  really  enjoys  taking  it.  Do 
not  let  him  think  of  an  instant  sale  for 
his  product.  Probably,  most  probably, 
no  editor  will  hasten  to  buy  it,  but  will 
fondly  delay  and  perhaps  altogether 
forbear  to  buy,  if  he  finds  something 
good,  something  true  in  it,  for  he  will 
perceive  that  it  is  not  that  trash  de- 
manded by  the  taste  of  the  general,  the 
universal,  reader  which  his  conscience 
occasionally  keeps  him  from  gratifying. 
His  conscience  will  also  keep  this  only 
too  possible  editor  from  praising  the 
scanty  worth  of  the  work  which  comes 
to  him.  He  will  say  to  himself,  “Here  is 
a fellow,  or  a dear,  who  has  something 
genuine  in  him  or  her,  which  will  keep 
him  or  her  in  heart  amidst  the  disap- 
pointment which  I shall  inflict,  in  with- 
holding all  encouragement.  I will  not 
encourage  him  or  her;  rather  I will  cen- 
sure the  work  at  certain  points  and  he 
or  she  will  divine  from  this  that  I think 
the  thing  worth  while  in  other  points. 
I will  act  the  faithful  part  of  that  painter 
who  most  flattered  his  girl  pupils  when 
he  made  them  cry,  for  then  they  knew 
that  they  had  at  least  failed  worthily.  I 
need  not  be  afraid  of  killing  my  con- 
tributor with  unkindness;  it  is  the  breath 
of  premature  praise  which  blows  out  the 
vital  spark.” 

The  editor  may  be  right  or  he  may  be 


wrong  in  his  theory;  but  in  either  case  he 
will  keep  a good  conscience,  and  his 
contributor  will  keep  on  contributing 
and  working  in  the  right  way.  There 
may  be  black  moments  when  he  or  she 
will  be  tempted  to  join  the  army  of 
trash-writers;  but  on  trying  to  write 
trash  he  or  she  will  find  it  impossible. 
They  will  have  been  born  to  write  truth, 
and  if  they  cannot  help  mixing  some 
grains  of  it  with  the  trash  it  will  spoil 
the  trash  for  the  trash-lover.  But  in 
supposing  this  instance  we  would  not 
shrink  from  facing  a certain  possibility. 
It  is  possible  that  the  actual  beginners 
of  eight  or  eighteen  will  have  grown 
eighty  or  eighty-eight  before  they  have 
made  a name  in  short-story  writing;  and 
the  actual  octogenarian  who  was  invited 
to  take  that  forty-lesson  course  by  the 
Home  Correspondent  will  have  been 
dead  at  least  half  a century  before  he 
has  the  first  short  story,  or  part  of  a 
short  story,  accepted  by  our  high-con- 
scienced  editor.  Both  the  real  and  the 
unreal  beginners  must  reflect  that  they 
were  not  born  immortal;  that  they  will 
only  become  so  by  taking  the  greatest 
pains,  by  going  to  the  greatest  trouble. 
They  were  bom  mortal,  these  truth- 
writers,  just  as  the  trash-writers  who 
can  never  become  immortal,  no  matter 
how  incessant,  how  immeasurable  their 
output  of  trash.  In  the  mean  while  we 
do  not  deny  that  these  may  be  having  a 
very  good  time,  so  far  as  living  in  luxury 
and  lolling  in  the  highest-priced  motors 
imply  a good  time,  while  the  truth- 
writer  beats  on  his  way  through  life  in 
a low-priced  flivver  which  he  drives  him- 
self, at  his  own  risk  and  the  risk  of 
others.  All  the  same,  though  he  may 
not  have  a good  time,  he  will  have  been 
or  will  be  well  on  the  way  to  the  immor- 
tality open  to  the  sage  mistaken  for  a 
beginner  in  literature,  the  immortality 
open  to  us  all  if,  when  a man  dies,  he 
shall  live  again. 


fort. 
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BEING  A LANDLORD 


m ALBERT  BIGELOW  PAINE 


1KNKYV  I wa»  going  ioboa  tandhiol  wjteu 

our  *>wti  tojidlwi  raked  the,  rfait.  I said 
there  tirtre  ekiirlr  two  •mb#  to  Uo*  rent 
question,  and  the  way  to  hrauk  *>y<w 
be  on  Im.th  of  them.  W*.  mottl'd  buy 
thing  tfeniptiiig; — tempting*  h>  a tWtit 
blsh  it  Up  a Irt  tfe  to  make  it  still  mom  seduc- 
tive, eal&Wisti  relatkms  with  tfte  1ir*t  de- 
sirable applicant,  And  forget  <#rt\  When  the 
fltrm  lUsU;  pasii  it; 

along  to‘'nnc;tenaiitv •wfthodt;.*  mtinxiur^  Il 
seemed  the  simple^  thing  fe  the  world— we 
wrmderad  why  every!  rodyhmln't  thought  of 
it  Of  corm*?  it  would 
require  a bit  of  capital 
to  start  y& th  —jwrhaps 
that  fact  had  deterred 
Fortunately,  we 


it.  . It  had  T*mse  whmg  al  a psychological 
Itwneut,  too,  H*>u5re«  were  renting  like  hot 
$*&«*.*,  and  he  hapi*ened  to  have  one  fot  m le 
that  was  the  very  thing — handy  to  the  station 
|\aymebt  down-neat  as  a.  bn  thin. 
His li&ix y<raA  at  the  door,  he  would  take  its  to 
see  the  bargain* 

It  did  seem  like  pnev  ft  was  a pretty  tit  lie 
bungalow  affair  facing  a sort  of  p>irk.  and 
it  bail  luuviy-looking  hupro vv,nieiits,  includ- 
ing a furnace  tlmt  m:(  in  a kbit!  of  sub- 
cellar — the  agent  said  to  more  cfficientiy 
conserve  ami  co-equal  ize  the  heat  units, 


some. 

had  our  little  bunch  of 
savings  in  fluid  form — 
in  a savings-bank.  I 
mean,  where  they  could 
be  drawn  at  auy  time. 
We  would  only  have  tu 
make  a first  uisLaknenl 
and  pay  for  the  ir  dies 
of  paint  atifl  puper. 
The  rant  would  easily 
take  cure  of  future  pay- 
ments ami  j a ? e r ea  t ^ 
You  aoe  yourself  it  was 
a fine  idea.  Elizabeth 
and  I could  b a r d 1 y 
sleep  for  dibcusYiut*  it, 
Any  doubts  Wv  may 
ha ve  Jiad  vani & b e d 
when  I consulted  our 
real -estate  mum.  He 
was  enthuaiostk*  over 
it  • tte  mul  it  --solved 
the  wboWprqMcnr  ft 
was  c re  af  .tluxsc  big 
revol  utfoniuy  idea**  he 
said— *w*  simple  that. 
Qtdmdy  had  thought  of 
•Vow.  CAXXXX.-^.  a 


it  was  a PBErmr  pittle  bungalow  affair 
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which  I hope  the  reader  will  understand  bet- 
ter than  we  did.  I did  not  notice  any  way  to 
drain  the  little  pit,  but  the  agent  said  that, 
being  at  the  foot  of  a hill,  as  it  was,  the 
geodetic  sub-seepage  took  care  of  everything. 
He  was  a man  of  diction,  I will  say  that. 
He  added  that  there  were  several  parties 
considering  the  premises. 

That  last  remark  did  the  trick.  We  ascer- 
tained that  our  balance  at  the  savings-bank 
would  take  care  of  the  first  payment,  with  a 
slender  margin  for  setting  said  premises  in 
order,  and  closed  forthwith.  Never  mind  the 
details  of  the  transfer.  I recall  that  there  was 
something  they  called  searching  the  title — 
something  expensive  that  gnawed  deeply 
into  our  reserve  margin;  also  formalities 
connected  with  the  insurance,  requiring  more 
of  the  reserve,  and  a rather  hectic  afternoon 
when  we  assembled  in  the  agent's  back  office 
to  “take  title"  from  a grim  and  muscular 
woman  and  a diffident  little  man  who  ap- 
peared in  the  title  deeds  as  the  “grantors," 
though  it  required  only  one  guess  to  tell  who 
was  the  grantor  in  fact,  the  little  gentleman 
being  mere  detail.  He  seemed  always  about 
to  jump  behind  her  skirts,  and  dodged  per- 
ceptibly when  once  or  twice  she  turned  on 
him  quite  suddenly.  He  attached  his  signa- 
ture with  what  might  be  termed  trepidation. 
It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  who  took  the 
check. 

Our  agent  was  right  about  one  thing: 
houses  were  renting  like  hot  cakes,  if  one  may 
imagine  that  hot  cakes  are  ever  disposed  of 
in  that  way.  We  selected  from  several  appli- 
cants an  appealing  young  couple  who  re- 
ferred to  our  little  property  as  a nest  and  a 
haven,  and  were  unencumbered  as  to  family. 
Also  the  young  man  looked  as  if  he  could 
pay  the  rent,  and  Elizabeth  liked  the  way 
the  pretty  young  wife  did  her  hair. 

It  was,  however,  an  expensive  coiffure.  It 
dazzled  Elizabeth  into  promising  a lot  of 
things  in  the  way  of  paint  and  paper  that 
wiped  out  the  remnant  of  our  reserve  and 
left  a very  sizable  balance  due  our  decorator. 
It  is  quite  amazing  what  such  things  cost, 
once  you  get  started.  It  would  require  a 
good  six  months'  rent  to  put  us  on  a dividend 
basis.  We  consoled  ourselves  with  the 
thought  that  the  little  house  certainly  did 
look  attractive  and  would  probably  require 
nothing  more  for  years. 

The  latter  idea  was  not  well  founded.  At 
the  beginning  of  the  second  week,  I think 
it  was  (I  know  it  rained  over  Sunday)  the 


telephone  informed  me  (young  Mrs.  Lin- 
coln's voice  was  remarkably  winning)  that 
the  front  gutter — the  thing  that  catches  the 
water  from  the  roof — was  stopped  up,  or 
something,  and  had  overflowed  like  eveiy- 
thing  and  made  an  awful  mess  on  their  clean 
windows,  and  didn’t  I think  something 
should  be  done  about  it.  I admitted  that 
something  should.  I even  thanked  her  for 
letting  me  know,  and  passed  the  hint  along 
to  our  “Tinner  and  General  Repairs"  man 
down  the  block,  though  I hung  up  the  re- 
ceiver with  a sinking  sensation,  remembering 
that  his  newly  adopted  wage  schedule  was 
$1.25  per  hour  and  that  jobs  are  long  and 
time  is  fleeting.  It  wras  not  until  the  next 
evening  that  Mrs.  Lincoln  called  me  to  say, 
with  real  concern,  that  there  must  be  a leak 
in  the  roof,  as  quite  a spot  had  come  through 
on  her  nice,  new,  cream-colored  ceiling. 

This  w as  indeed  glad  news.  To  find  a leak 
in  a roof  requires  genius  and  leisure.  I knew 
a man  once  who  looked  for  thirty  years  for  a 
leak  in  his  roof  and  had  not  located  it  at  last 
accounts.  I assured  the  perturbed  Mrs. 
Lincoln  that  it  wras  too  bad;  that  the  matter 
should  at  once  be  attended  to,  and  that  very 
likely  the  spot  would  disappear  when  dry, 
though  something  told  me  that  it  never 
would.  She  said  the  “Tinner  and  General 
Repairs  " had  been  there  most  of  the  day  and 
seemed  to  have  the  gutter  fixed.  I promised 
to  have  him  back  next  morning,  prospecting 
for  the  leaki  and  bade  her  a pleasant  good 
night,  after  which  I broke  the  news  to  Eliza- 
beth, who  spoke  a few  bitter  feminine  words 
to  the  effect  that  she  didn’t  see  why  we 
should  do  all  those  things  when  our  own  land- 
lord wras  so  perfectly  impossible  whenever 
we  asked  him  to  do  even  the  smallest  thing; 
and  I thought  I could  see  that  her  admira- 
tion for  pretty  Mrs.  Lincoln  wras  losing  its 
edge  in  the  thought  of  our  prospective  divi- 
dends going  to  enrich  “Tinner  and  General 
Repairs." 

It  did  not  take  the  latter  thirty  years  to 
find  our  leak.  He  was  only  about  three  days 
at  it,  but  his  bill,  added  to  that  for  re-doing 
the  cream-colored  ceiling,  made  a month’s 
rent  look  like  thirty  cents — thirty-five,  to  be 
exact.  We  were,  however,  not  entirely  dis- 
heartened. Such  things  always  had  to  be 
attended  to  when  a house  had  been  empty, 
we  said,  and  very  likely  now  we  had  reached 
the  end  of  them. 

Such,  indeed,  seemed  to  be  the  case.  Sev- 
eral weeks,  even  a month,  went  by  with  no 


Digitized  by 


Go  'gle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


a rather  h eerie  afternoon  in  tiie  agent  s bac&  omw 


further  report  from  Mrs.  Li siyfAn  (though  for  that  it  had  wot  been  necessary  to  take  down 
a time  I confess  that  .the-  sound  pf  the  chmmey  tJmt  tits?  amount  seemed  smalt 

the  tetcphon^beil)ii  and ui'tip  Mrs.  Iineoki  was  also  happy.  Winter 
a sense  vf  security  that  h^rauicrhtmost  ela*  passed, 

tion  when  still  am>UKT  month  passed  apd  It  seemed  now  that  nothing  else  couhl 
ieft  our  dividends  iijUiet*  happen.  We  li&d  been  through  liol  weather, 

ijJ'ul  then  rainy  weaUier.  and  colii  weather.  Being  a 

It  eoohsh  weathenancl  one  brisk  landlord  had  mt  been  an  entirely  hhVsfaf 

rooming  the  voice  with  the  smile  called  up  experietice,  hut,  on  the  whole.,  we  'had learned • 
to  say  that  they  b*4  bditt  a fire M the  pretty.  & Mood  deal  that  would  be  worth  something 
lit  tie  fireplace  ami  tlia-t  'it smoked  awfully—  in  fufuiie.  Beside*  the  worst  was  certainly 
timt  they  rvutly  itoul&n*Lpib$  k*  the  room,  . over.  , s / /;  / /- 

Long  Hgo  I had  HU cKptTieuce  with  a smoky  A reasonable  assumption,  but  not  war* 
chiiuuey— a sat}  and  costly  experienf^— one  ranted.  It  rained  that  spring — not  a liilJe. 

that  ehouM  have  taught  me  always-  to  tty  a btii  a great  deaL  It  rained  and  it  rained-- 

cliimr/ey  l jefove buying  a bouse.  I reflected  nf^ht  after  mght,  day  after  day ♦ week  after 

cm  this  as  I hung  up  the  m>eri-er,  after  aa$u.fv  week.  In  the  words  of  Daudet.  $;Jtl  plat,  it 

mg  the  sufferer  at  the  other  eudh-rjuite  ftliiU  num  Dituf  e&rnme  %t  plutl"  which  is  hu»n? 

cheetfully\vnot^ to &ay  gaily— that  I would  be  jpolfte  than  Eng]  ish,  and  means  the  same 

right  over*  whilom  my  inind  was  growing  a thing,  i^jkmg  put.  mt  the.wbmmng  world 

ghastly,  -picture  of  a chimae}*  being  taken  wridng  X 'Jhilfecl- :*  ;J»e^oPE|itia» 

down,  piece  hy  piece,  with  pretty  Mrs.  Lin-  of  impending  disaster, 
coin  wringing  her  hands  and  wading  through  If  ever  a preoiomtion  was  a straight  tip. 
her  Intend  house.  that  one-  was.  Ths  telephone  got  me  out  of 

It  w&s  not  so  bad  as  that.  Tliat  old  expert-  bed  one  abating  to  brhg  the  joyful  tiding?*, 

enee  h$ui  taught  something — strange  as  It  was  not  the  voice  with  a smile  thb  time- 

it  may  smhc  J had  uot  notiecsl  it  before,  but  It  yww*g‘  Mr.-  LirtecJn  who  waft  talking, 
I saw  now  that  the  pretty  fireplace  w rofe  and  his  voice  was  tinged  -with  ^‘riinony.  The 

structhd  for  appearance  ne  ther  thgii  for  util-  trouble  was  m the  lit  tie  sub-ccllftr  \Vhere  the 

Ity,  . It  Wihi  a tall  fireplaces  Smoke  starting  ;^h^:g^ktliyau}^^page  had 

upward  for  the  chimney  opening  tmd  to  be  not  abb  to  keep  up  witlcflocHls..  or  there 
■ eHrfcfully  trained  lit  order  not  to  spill  out  into  was  a hitch  somewhere  ui  lu  operations.  The 

the  room  before  it  arrival  then;.  When  Mrs.  voice  said  iliat  the  water  was  coming  in  and 

iineoljt  and  I covered  the  upper  heights  with  that  it  wa*  com ing  fast.  If  it  kept  on  coming 

ft  slab  of  cardboard  it  did  Well  enough.  I the  way  it  trad  started  at  would  get  up  into 

said  I would  Iiave  "‘Tinner  and  Repairs’*  the  furnace  high  enough  to  put  out  the  fire, 

produce  a hood  that  would  Iwjp  smoke  to  I had  better  come  over  and  Stave  a look  at  it. 
stefr  in  the  right  <1  Section.  I did  that,  and  I did  not  know  what  1 could  do  by  having 
the  bill  w M fourteen  dollars.  I was  so  glad  a look  at  it,  hut  I went.  I did  not  wait  for 
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breakfast — the  case  seemed  urgent.  I found 
the  young  man  standing  on  the  lower  steps 
that  led  down  into  the  pit  of  sorrows,  bailing 
heavily,  handing  up  pails  of  water  to  young 
Mrs.  Lincoln,  whose  coiffure  was  not  at  its 
best.  I relieved  her  and  we  reduced  the 
freshet,  but  it  was  only  a stay  of  execution. 
At  one  corner  a small  steady  stream  was 
trickling  in,  and  in  a little  time  the  deadly 
level  would  be  creeping  up  again,  as  relentless 
as  fate.  The  young  man  said  they  had  re- 
turned from  the  theater  the  night  before,  and 
that,  going  down  to  stoke  the  furnace  before 
retiring,  he  had  found  the  water  several 
inches  deep.  He  had  been  in  his  dress  suit, 
he  said,  but  had  postponed  other  matters  to 
bail  out.  He  remarked  that  he  did  not  enjoy 
bailing  out  a cellar  at  one  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing with  his  evening  clothes  on.  He  spoke 
with  considerable  feeling.  I could  see  that  he 
would  be  fussy  about  such  things.  He  went 
on  to  say  that  this  morning  the  water  was 
still  higher  and  that  as  soon  as  he  had  tele- 
phoned me  he  had  gone  at  it  again.  I gath- 
ered that  he  did  not  regard  the  job  as  a part 
of  the  obligation  assumed  with  his  lease.  I 
did  not  attempt  to  debate  this  point.  I felt 
that  my  position  was  not  strong.  I said  I 
would  see  44 Tinner  and  General  Repairs"  at 
once  and  find  out  what  could  be  done.  I 
thought  he  might  provide  a man  and  pump 
for  immediate  needs,  and  suggest  some  more 
conclusive  remedy.  No  doubt  the  trouble 
was  temporary — almost  evanescent,  so  to 
speak — that  as  soon  as  the  unprecedented 
deluge  ceased  it  would  end. 

44  Tinner  and  Repairs  ” did  not  send  a man. 
It  was  that  period  of  the  war  when  men  were 
scarcest  and  he  did  not  have  one.  He  did 
erect  a pump,  after  an  interval  of  days,  dur- 
ing which  I personally  bailed,  with  slight 
assistance  and  heavy  profanity,  three  times 
per  diem  to  keep  that  deadly  inflow  below 
the  fire-line.  I know  what  it  is  now  to  be  on  a 
sinking  ship.  I manned  the  pump,  too,  when 
it  arrived,  but  it  was  not  a complete  success. 
Neither  did  the  trouble  cease  with  the  rain. 
In  fact,  the  persistent  trickle  had  become  a 
steady  and  forceful  spray,  quite  clear  and 
cold,  resembling  a spring.  44  Tinner  and  Re- 
pairs ” said  he  believed  it  was  a spring  that  had 
broken  through  and  would  now  run  steadily, 
the  year  around.  He  advised  taking  out  the 
furnace  and  turning  the  little  subcellar  into 
a well.  That  remark  will  cost  him  dear. 
I will  never  engage  him  again  — if  I can 
help  it. 


Let  us  not  prolong  these  bitter  memories. 
It  became  clear,  presently,  that  we  could  not 
stem  the  rising  flood.  Our  tenants  decided  to 
pay  a visit  to  relatives  until  it  abated  or 
until  some  happy  genius  could  provide  means 
of  relief.  Their  lease  would  be  out  in  another 
month,  anyway,  they  said,  and  of  course, 
under  the  circumstances,  we  could  hardly 
expect,  etc.,  etc.  Which  of  course  we 
couldn't,  and  were  only  too  happy  to  be  left 
with  our  desolation.  I never  pumped  again. 
A day  later  most  of  our  furnace  had  disap- 
peared. The  subcellar  had  become  a well  in 
fact. 

I told  the  real-estate  man  that  we  had 
decided  to  sell.  I did  not  wholly  blame  him, 
I said,  for,  not  knowing  that  a clear,  cold 
spring  was  there  ready  to  break  through,  and 
I thought  many  persons  might  consider  a 
spring  an  advantage,  but  that  we  did  not 
wish  to  bother  with  remodeling  the  heating- 
plant  and  would  ask  no  advance  on  the  pur- 
chase price.  He  was  very  cheerful.  He  said 
that  a good  many  people  were  looking  for 
houses  and  he  would  get  rid  of  ours  in  no 
time.  I don’t  know  exactly  what  his  idea  of 
"no  time”  was,  but  a month  went  by,  and 
our  former  tenants  moved  out  their  things, 
and  there  was  still  no  one  to  take  their  place. 

Then  one  rare  May  morning  a young  man 
called  at  our  apartment.  He  was  a dreamy- 
looking  person  with  abnormally  thin  hair, 
and  he  said  he  had  heard  we  had  a house  to 
sell.  I did  not  ask  him  how  he  had  heard  it — 
it  did  not  matter.  He  went  on  to  say  that  he 
was  an  inventor  and  wanted  a quiet  place  in 
the  suburbs  where  he  could  perfect  his 
thoughts  and  construct  his  own  models.  He 
told  me  of  some  of  his  inventions,  which 
ranged  all  the  way  from  a coal-scuttle  on 
wheels  to  a folding  drawbridge.  Many  of 
them  seem  to  be  attachments  to  automobiles 
— one  of  these  being  a carbureter  that  would 
work  with  kerosene,  wood  alcohol,  and  sev- 
eral other  fluids — I think  he  said  lemon  ex- 
tract, hair-restorer,  and  certain  of  the  patent 
medicines.  It  was  doing  wonders  when  he 
tried  some  new  fluid  on  it — furniture  polish, 
perhaps — whereupon  it  unaccountably  blew 
up  and  scattered  his  testing  car  over  quite  an 
area — he  hadn't  found  all  of  it  yet  His  hair 
was  slowly  coming  in  again,  he  said,  but  he 
feared  it  would  never  be  as  thick  as  before. 
He  declared  he  could  invent  anythin? — all 
he  asked  was  a chance.  Could  he  so  the 
house? 

I assured  him  that  he  could,  and  we  vere 
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presently  on  the  way.  I was  not  hopeful,  but 
as  we  walks*!  along  I spoke  of  the  beauty  of 
the  location,  the  outlook,  on  thf 

handiness  to  trains,  I tried  to  lead  itp 
mentioning  the  newly  developed  snriyig,  hut 
we  were  there  before  I could  manage  i;t. 

Hi?  took  only  n glance  at  the  upper  areas 
of  the  place.  He  wanted its  see  the  basement  * 
he  Mid,  to  inspect  its  possibililica  as  a shop. 
I led  him  to  it.  silently.  J had  & feeling  that 
the  end  Was  w,  He  kxtk  & e&mal  look  and 
seemed  Id  approve  of  the' sbte  and  window 
arr&ngvmcut, ; Then  his  eye  caught  the  square 
of  deadly  dark  writer*  the  upper  works  of  the 
fimvace  inst  ^howing  above  it  He  ap- 
proached and  gassed  down  upon  it — as  it 
seemed,  eagerly. 

M Ahi*“  he  arid,  "‘what  have  we  here?’*' 

1 had  thought  of  a good  many  things  to 
say,  but,  being  tired  In  righlcoustiess,  I de- 
cided that  I could  not  cnateriaBy  improve  on 
the  truth*  I told  Min  most  of  what  had 
liappeiied— the  heavy  rains,  the  breaking 
through;  of  the  water*  the  bailing  the  pump 
(still  standing),  the  hdief  by  some  that  we 
had  acquired  a spring  that  might  be  utilized, 
if  one  oared  for  u spring  in  the  middle  of  his 
cellar*  I added  that  I did  not  take  much 
stock  io  the  apriag  idea,  that  r thought  it  was 
just  water  from  the  sponge  of  a hHl  behind 
us.  Many  other  the  nuighWrhopd 

had  water  m them  and  wm1  &&  poorly  pro- 
vided wfth  drainage,  I said  it  hopelessly  and 
Was  not  encouraged  when  lie  remarked, 
thoughtfully,  ur^b*  %dced,  quite  so,  quite  so 
— let  us  be  going  now/" 

He  asked  me  when  the  next  train  left  and 
hurried  to  batch  it.  He  would  let  me  know 
his  deehabn  quite  soon.  I thought  1 knew  ft 
already;  but  politely  refrained  from  saying 
so,  I had  completely  forgotten  him  when, 
next  morning,  his  rather  thin  voice  informed 
me  by  telephone  that  he  would  take  i he 
property  ami  asked  that  the  papers  be  drawn 
without delay.  I did’ not . -tl,* . . j^ttraeL' 
— I thought  he  had  lost  his  mmd™but  Eliza- 
beth msbtetf  that  I pap*®** 

Something  told  hen  she  said*  that  it  was  aft 
right  Elisabeth  is  strong  tat  hduilibn,  I 
wanted  to  say  that  it  wiw  too  bad  that  mme- 
Lhiug  lifirl  hot  bdd  her  to  avoid  that  house 
in  the  but  I counted  five  and 

changed  my  remark* 

Aftihea&t^  told 

her  cometiyv  this  time.  That  afternoon  Mr* 
Willoughby  Wood — such  l icing  our  invent- 
ors euphonious  name— appeared  with  a 


HE  HAD  BEEN  TN  tPB  DRESS  SUIT.  HE 
SAID,  B0T  HAS*  POSTPONED  OTHER 
MATTERS  TO  0JJT 


certified  check  for  the  paymad  dwa,  and 
our  house  Of  sorrow  speedily  heennte  iris-.  Sfe: 
seeraed  as  gleeful  as  if  be  had  really  taugM 
thing  valuable,  and  declared  he  t^uklu't 
get  established  Ln  that  grand  hasemeift  qoick 
enough*  He  lvad  a great  idea*  hcsaSik  some*  , 
thing  that  would  tv?  a real  boon  i&  mauHnd. 
He  aeemed  & gentle,  trusting  souk  I could 
not  Mp  feeling  sorry  for  him. 

I ,havi&  mispla^ied  a good  deal  of  sympathy 
ui  mv  rime,,  but  I never  made  a mistake 

I did  with  dial  man.  One  day  about 
six  W'eeks.  later  he  called  me  Up  mid  askeiJ 
if  I wouSdn' t walk  over  that  way  pretty  soon > 
as  he  had  sometlung  to  show  oie.  I thought 
lie  had  found  some  new'  defect,  to  the  premises^ 
and  was  going  to  throw  them  b<u?k  oiu 
hands*  2 made  up  my  mind  that  I woxM 
travel  through  the  highest  courts  lief  ore  I 
would  take  that  place  again.  I walked 
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slowly,  grimly  petrifying  this  resolve.  He 
met  me  at  the  door,  beaming.  I noticed  at 
once  that  his  hair  was  less  scanty.  His  wife 
and  two  offspring  stood  about  and  beamed 
also.  He  wasted  no  words  on  preliminaries, 
but  beckoned  me  to  the  basement.  As  he 
opened  the  door  I heard  a curious  sound — 
it  was  between  a cough  and  a sneeze  and  a 
wet  whistle.  He  conducted  me  straight  to  the 
little  subcellar.  I looked  down.  There  was 
no  longer  any  water  in  it — the  floor  seemed 
quite  dry — the  furnace  freshly  blackened, 
and  even  gilded.  I remarked  these  things 
incidentally.  What  really  held  my  eye  was 
a curious  little  combination  of  wheels  and 
levers  and  pipes  that  was  making  strange 
motions  to  a variety  of  intermittent  noises 
and  apparently  having  a good  time  in  its  own 
way. 

“There  it  is,”  said  Mr.  Wood.  “Greatest 
invention  of  the  age.  A boon  to  suffering 
humanity  and  a fortune  for  the  inventor. 
The  Willoughby  automatic  hydropathic 
ejector — cellars  and  mines  kept  dry  at  mini- 


mum cost — no  trouble  to  run.  Every  man  on 
the  block  must  have  one  and  millions  more 
throughout  this  great  land.  Manufacturing 
company  already  organized,  and  work  on 
plant  begins  next  week.  Sir,  you  put  fame 
and  fortune  into  my  hands  when  you  sold 
me  this  house.  I am  grateful,  sir,  and  if  you 
ever  again  need  an  ejector  I will  put  you  in  a 
Willoughby  at  factory  rates.” 

I congratulated  and  thanked  him  and  came 
away  with  mixed  feelings.  But  they  became 
a good  deal  more  mixed  when  I read  this 
morning  a certain  announcement  in  the 
financial  section  of  the  Times . You  also 
may  have  seen  it — that  notice  that  the  Will- 
oughby Ejector  Company,  after  six  months 
of  highly  successful  operation,  has  increased 
its  capital  to  three  millions,  and  that  a lim- 
ited amount  of  the  new  stock  is  to  be  offered. 
I have  just  mentioned  the  matter  to  Eliza- 
beth and  she  has  another  intuition.  Some- 
thing tells  her,  she  says,  that  if  ever  we  want 
to  get  even  on  our  investment  we’d  better 
subscribe  for  some  of  that  stock. 


THIS  WAY  OUT 

BY  BERTON  BRALEY 


1HAVE  had  a psychoanalyst  dissect  me 
And  he  certainly  has  turned  me  inside 
out. 

Shown  me  weird  neurotic  notions  that  direct 
me 

And  complexes  that  are  bossing  me  about; 
He  has  analyzed  my  visions  and  their  bear- 
ing on  decisions 

Which  have  made  of  me  an  Interesting 
Case, 

And  the  things  that  he  has  shown  me  make 
me  feel  I must  disown  me. 

I’m  an  Awful  Thing  to  keep  around  the 
place. 

I’m  a seething  mass  of  vicious  inhibitions. 
Of  defrauded  sins  and  long-suppressed 
desires; 

I’ve  neuroses  of  all  sizes  and  conditions 
And  I bum  with  many  unsuspected  fires. 
For  I’ve  gained  the  information  that  I 
showed  infatuation 

For  my  gentle  maiden  aunt  when  I was 
two, 

And  my  tendency  to  cotton  to  this  lady 
long-forgotten 

Is  the  reason  I have  headaches  when  I do. 


I have  learned  that  my  antipathy  to  onions 

Comes  from  dreaming  of  perfumery  at 
times, 

That  my  suffering  from  callouses  and 
bunions 

Is  reaction  from  my  uncommitted  crimes. 

Yes,  that  scientific  critic,,  cold  and  psycho- 
analytic, 

Has  revealed  me  to  myself  as  odd  and 
strange. 

I'm  a queer,  amorphous  something  with  the 
soul  in  me  a dumb  thing. 

I'm  a jig-saw  map  of  bits  to  rearrange. 

To  the  psychoanalyst  I’ve  made  confes- 
sions 

Which  involve  the  deepest  secrets  of  my 
life, 

And  the  cure  he  advocates  for  my  obsessions 

Is  that  I should  leave  my  children  and 
my  wife. 

Though  I love  them  very  dearly,  he  has  made 
me  see  it  clearly 

As  the  only  psychoanalytic  course, 

For  the  psychists  all  agree  a universal 
panacea 

For  the  ills  the  flesh  is  heir  to,  is  divorce. 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Google 


See,  Bod*  m had  him  hiUet&t  <m  m mitce 


Country  Wit 

A LAD  at  fifteen  wau  driving  nlwig  a eohn- 
try  road,  taking  a load  of  calves  in  mar- 
ket, when  he  chanced  ta  tweet  a company'  of 
young  folks  whu  were  evidently  out  lor  a 
pleasure  eieiir»itm<  Th#  youog  men  of  the 
party,  titinfcmg  in  amuse  Oimtseivs#  and 
their  opmpatn^ns  it  the  hoy4®  ^xjK«v  bgaft 
to  initiate  the  Vdeatmg  of  the  ml  Vest 

But  their  merriment  was  of  short  duration, 
for,  without  ft puouienfs  hesitation  as  the 
Vehicle#  were -passing,  the  country  lad  called 
out  to  Mxt  ^ould  l>e  totinentors : 

"Oh,  I knew  what  you  were  before!" 


v , V'^\  1 ? " ■ Xfcemghtlesa  ;’v;.  • 
vV  vCOLOKED  chauffeur  in  Washington 
•"f-*  'wag:  haled  i».t*  court  for  having  run 
down  a man, 

if  Yo*  H*umh»  * Mid  the  darky,,  ‘I  tried 
io  w arn  de  gininuin^ai,  hut  de  horn  wouldn’t 


4 'Then/*  said  the  judge,'**  why  didn’t 
slow  up  rather  than  run  over  him ?”■' 

A light  seined  to  dawn  on  the  prisoner, 
who  finally  said.:  " Why,  Jedge,  dat  s one  on 
me,  ain’t  it?  I nehet  thought  oh  d&i” 


A Return  FaVOf 

A MEMBER  of  the  Chicago  bar  tells,  the 
following  story  of  the  e^Xih^t  man  he 
ever  kuw-  '4jbia‘"radn  ,was;;  «wiifcen«i  one 
night  by  burglars.  He  got  \sp  and  went 
dowti-sfairs,  and  as  he  enterorl  the  dining- 
room,  where  tte  thieve  were  engaged  i% 
•wrapping  .up  the  stlver-plaf^  ^y6r*d 
him  witli  their  rcyptyeri.  Thi/h  however,  did 
not  dkeoneert  the 

^JJardon.  me  iux  d^birbing  you,  gentle- 
men/* s&id  he>  “but  1 ^^pidd  Jik^;  yoii  to  do 
me  a favtjsv  If  it  is  not  too  inUch  to  ask,  will 
you  be.JKi  good  as  to  po«t  Uus  Setter  for  me? 
tl  must  go  to-night.  It/®  the  premium  for 
nay  burglary'  insurance/’ 


. u Scufptune  at  Home 

A from  Virginia  visitihg 

AHf  Wnrr- 


; Art  Mtisyum  were 
accompanied  h y ah  ahf  family  “mammy/* 
She  agisted.  that  she  would  remain  in  the 

ft  ini’ife  extended 
tour  cT  llHi’  ^iUeV'i'ts.  l%diog  her  heated  &s 
indifferent  as  Uu'y  left  he*,  the  ycnUig 
m&a  asked,  " Well.  Auntie,  how  d«d  you  eo- 
joy 

“Dal's  i?huf  y<«i  J-fths  'em,  **  ft?”  she ft>* 
plied.  “Well,  honey.  Is  washed  an*  drowed 
you,  «n'  j's  washed  em  dw$sed  youi  pa 


A Year  From  Now 

The  cl ( we n Binks  find#  in  hi#  pocket  conjure  up  fond  memories 


Genuine  Modesty 

HTHE  aspiring  amateur  in  the  realm  of  the 
* drama  is  often  so  conceited  that  he  is 
confident  of  his  ability  to  play  “leading 
parts”  at  the  very  start.  It  is  certainly  un- 
usual to  find  an  actor  as  modest  as  the  one 
who  inserted  the  following  advertisement  in 
one  of  the  London  papers  t 

“Engagement  Wanted. — Small  part,  such 
as  dead  body  or  outside  shouts.” 


A Childhood  Tragedy 

/^ERTRUDE,  aged  three,  sut  in  her  high 
chair  at  the  dinner-table,  turning  about 
in  her  fingers  a small  car  of  con)  from  which 
she  had  been  nibbling  a row  at  a time.  Sud- 
denly she  burst  into  tears. 

“What  is  the  matter,  dear?”  her  mother 
asked, 

“Tve  lost  my  place!”  she  sobbed. 


A Youthful  Biblical  Scholar 
pjX)R  his  religious  edification  Edward,  aged 
A seven,  was  compelled  to  learn  the  twen- 
ty-third Psalm.  Soon  after  this  achievement 
a “fall  from  grace”  caused  his  banishment 
from  the  family  board  to  a little  side-table. 
When  told  that  he  must  not  only  eat  alone, 
but  ask  his  own  blessing  as  well,  he  gravely 
bowed  bis  head  and  said: 

“Lord,  I thank  Thee  that  *Tbou  preparest 
a table  before  me  in  the  presence  of  mine 
enemies.*” 


The  Primary 

ARRIET  ami  Etmnv-Lou 


were  playing 

* x dolls  in  the  next  room. 

“Let's  play  heaven,”  said  Harriet.  “Til 
he  the  mother  angel,  and  you  be  the 
nurse  angel,  and  these  *11  be  the  baby- 
angels/’ 

A few  minutes  of  busy  conversation,  and 
then:  “Good  night,  kiddies.  Now,  nurse 
angel,  take  good  care  of  the  children.  God 
and  I are  going  to  play  bridge/* 
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THE  BROOMSTICK  TRAIL 


BY  S.YRAM  COMSTOCK 


ibioking  if  over,  I lu»w  been  yon  | cdd  to  her,  disagreeably: 

tddiged  grudgingly  to.  admit  that  it  bowi  ririfti&fhttf  greatest 

was  the  Artist’s  Wife  who  |tr»>j«WfwI  suoeesses,  I feel  that  you  should  have 

broomstick*  a<  a moms  of  tratuijJortn*-  left  if  for  us  creutivo  artists  to  think  m 

time  The  Artist  and  I consider  it  onr  first"  We  always  utl>  in  ‘‘ereuiio- 

rigid  to  preempt  ail  the  great  imagine  - artists”  when  in  our  worst  moods, 

five  ideas';  the  Wife  U regarded  as  “ft  was  only  beea-use  I’m  so  stupidly 
“practical.”  She  states,  iu  a proper'  praHieHl,"  she  .'replied,  in  the  dear  tittle 
spirit  of  hrimliity,  t hat  siie  goes  along  to  motherly  "there-tbere”  manner  with 
stitch  the  nose*, hags  for  Pegasus's  ofitit;  which.  she  s<x»the.s  our  artistic,  tempera- 
then  all  of  a sodden  -lie  comes  forward  men! — another  name,  as  I he  Artist  owns, 
with  the brightest  idea  of  any  of  ns,  for  eussednrss.  “Beefm*o  of  my  liuni- 
which  is  annoying.  drum  mind,  1 realized  that  broomsticks 

“If  t!ic  l.roomstkk  point  he!  I woo  a would  save  gasdeue.  auri  garage  fees, 
failure,  we  .could  eliecrfoby  .,Ty,  ‘Told  and  the  cost  of  luring  arrested  fur  speed- 

C^vrt^R.i,  l>s  *W  heti.  jjf  fifgbv^  )^A*.rVsi 
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ingt.  and  spore  us  tin-  possible  We  apjmcnrhed  Sspetu  with  aw  igno- 

tion  of  creeping  in-  by  the  LmA  doc«r»  ranee  Mich  W has  ever  been  described  ok 
muddy  and  bruised*  after  "crffisssiU’:  We Md ] ’ t|* 

home.  A broomstick  costs  Hothfttg  fbr 

tires  and  upkeep,  is  light  enough  to  get  eNJod  tr>  our  Knt.n(«red  minds  nothing 
about  in  the  most  difficult  places.  soar*  t«j*a  crudely  obvious  than  the  picture  of 
impudently  alwve  the  liefuls  of  pow'erlesft  fe  fantAstie  tdd  lady  in  a >;ky*isefaip»ttg- 
policemen,  and  never  breaks  dovhih  . So  hah,  With  ft  depjou-eyed  feline  perched 
— you  see,  it  was  ail  the  thought  ot  h bedde  her  and  a bat  hovering  near 
mm*  utilitarian."  against  the  moon.  Therefore  wv  lv?g;  u 

But  my  indignation  Was  not  cahmd.  'smscieMteu.vh  At  the  11  rod  ( ourt- 
I cried  out  upon  her  in  utyHft’ralh-  " ft  llbasc VCc  gazed  with  appropriate  eiao- 
Was  the  though):  itf-  a ftr#j£V  1 accused,  lion  upon  the  lyr^doiw  pins*  one  of 
and  strode  from  tk  KSUft,  I roUsnad  them  crooked  into  the  ha  ream,  which 
and  angrily  hugged y:ht#*tr.^ - b,S$  ■ the  girls  ^mplainwl  were'  ow- 

from  the  room  a MHarhd  Simte.  ployed  to  turn  them  into  veritable  pin- 

impresSion  that  the  Artisiiv  left  helurfti.  cushions.  We  observ»xl  the  heavy  seal 
was  arranging  to  do  S which  siraled  hf«m  »he:  wftclms-d^Jm; 

We  shall  never  forgi  ve  her.  iye  puckered  mir  eyes  over  the  faded  ink 

You  see,  an  adult  .without  ftt»  autumn-  in  which  'the' ^ death;W'amu*t  of  Bridget 
bile  is  like  a c hild;  he  can  moWUt  a f $kk~  Bishop  is  inscribed.  We  passed  "the 
log-chair*  snort  a few  “chug- dhxigsV''  ^Essex  Tnstjlole  and  peered  with  prtjpep 
rasp  a long  “brr-r-r/’  «q«Kw!.,  a •‘huttk.*1  head- wagging*  into  glass  tmse.s  contain- 
of  warning,  and  he's  off-  He  knows  nb  Tog  two  egnes?,  a d<>c»r-tfttc  h,  atwl  several 
limitations.  Given  an  muunnatioft  plus  other  trophies  of  reuinviiod  witches, 
a pair  of  active  feet,. and.  the  earth  is  cherished  by*  the  poor  things  io  days  $j£§ 
his.  Likewise  the.  air.'  as  we  have-  demon-  fore  puhlici iy  'differentiated  these  from 
strated — the.  tur  and  «fl  the  Satanic  “any  old  hitch  and  any . old  ewe;*  in 
powers  thereof.  An  uksrrver  might  have  l.he  Artist's  language.  We  visited  the 
seen  only  three  mussed  tTovders,  much  house  where  it.  is  popular  to  believe  that 
the  worse  for  the,  wear  of  many  trudged  Judge  Jonathan  t'orwiu  once  put  the 
and  t relieved  voiles.  But  our  eyes  were  victims  through  their  preliminary  hour- 
lifted;  we.  followed  the  Broomstick  ing.  An  antique-shop . now  flourishes 
Trail.  there,  sunned  and  watered  by  this  he- 


uocsj&ypt?  'itfflUGK  jacous,  jjxpccteo  yog  wtrr.ftOjeAixr— -SAttai 


THE  BROOMSTICK  TRAIL 


lief,  despite  the  pessimism  of  those  who  The  hands  of  the  group  vr&e  raised  in 

would  look  a tradifjoii  in  the  eve  and  ■restrained  horror, 

glare  it  dowr  “'We  never  burned  so  much  as  one 

“I  have  a legal  niind.' ’ said  one  -witch  t”  . rose  the  jtrOldsliiig  murmur. 

Submit**  to  «,s,  “awl  I want  proof  that  “Oh  no.  oh  .no!” 

those  hearings  were  ever  held  in  that  “We  -always  hanged  them,”  one  ad- 
hmwe/’  vanced  in  further  defense-.  Upon  the 

The  geutler/iua  is  a buyer  east  in  word  “ hanged : * the  Voice-  sank  to  i. 
Massachusetts 
granite, „Jtnd  an. 
aoTif(harfaft>  and 
he  has  unearthed 
many  important, 
facts.  B u t as 
yet  I was  un- 
grateful. 

“I  resen  1 that 
tradbibif'STnfjiSh* ; 
ing  kind,  ef  hiss 
'tor5\'i's>>idI,.j*De«' 
vhdtiy.  ■’*■$  'Vidit 

my  illusion//* 

huggiiig  them  as 
though 1 boy  wCjre 
m many  doll* 
being  siiuiched. 

Our  fpur  pro- 
ceeded to  the  site 
of  the  jail  of 
ld»i,  and  at  last 
fed  wit  to  Witeh 
Hill,  where  {lie 
execiltJerh?  took 
place.  Here,  from 
the  depths  of  Bur 

..  j§ JH|  

iguorapee,  issued  the  cjnevy  that  ndfitrly  ,<lYctu-vc  probably  been  told—  1 hb 
lost  ns  ah  prestige,  It  chawed  to  U historians  churn  ft-— ■that  the  hangings 
i. lie  Artist  that  put  it.  took  piiev  on  U*j*v.  high  in  sight  of.  the 

“Let's  see/'  he  began,  after  the  man-  people/’  said  the  lawyer.  “Now,  I.  set 
net  of  those  who  'seek  to  auptear  merely  out  to  explode  that theory and  I did  it. 
to  h».ve  forgotten  what  ivr  bet  t hr y never  First  I showed  that  the  people  couldn’t 
knew— ' i>  f/s  we - how  many  witches  have  seen  'em,  anyway/  because  of  the 
was  it  you  burned'-"  frees;  sworn!,  vve  know  that  flic  victims 

A chill  like  hour-frost  spread  over  the  were  curried  h>  eseeid ion  in  it  curt,  and 
group  of.-Sidemiles  why  hapjseped  to  be  there  was  no  road  that  a cart  could 
with  Us  just  then.  X have- since  learned  have  ( limbed  to  t he  top.  Now  it  you 
that  nothing  so  brutally  off  end*  the  deli-  will,  just  follow  around  here  on  Proctor 
Wi-y  of  this  city  ns  to  Imye  >( ^ supposed  / StTCet,  and  took,  at.  thin  -spur  of  tte'hdb 
that,  shy  ever  inHbted  sMch.puinshotefti,  -you’d  see  where  I’ve  demonstrated  that 
and  that  this  is  a popular  error  of  the  the  hangings  mdly  took  pln^gl  Tins 
uuleanayl  was  the  only  curt  road  at  1-hut  date;  and 


“To  be  sure,” 
-offered  another, 
conscientiously, 
‘‘  there  way  one 
man  that  we~ 
w <-  pr e x<t ed  to 
death — " 

“Ays,  oil  Iy 
pres.? erf,”  cho- 
rused the  mur- 
mur, and  so  gent- 
ly, so  delicately 
was  the  ease 
mentioned  that 
there  was  .sotne- 
hoy  suggested 
an  set  as  tender 
iist  he  pressing  of 
an  autumn  leaf 
between  pious 
pages. 

It  was  in  a 
later  discussion 
of  fiallow.s  HiJJ 
thftt  I;  repented 
my  ingratitude, 
to  the  legal  niititi 


jooos  Vifu  v>f  ftEUpecA 
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even  in  those  ancient  days, 
and  the  crevice  with  its  tragic 
history,  we  yielded  up  our 
illusions  for  once  without  a 
murmur. 

So  far  our  eager  wnseien- 
liousuess  was  beautiful  to 
behold.  We  read  in  every 
off-hour;  the  .Artist  took  to 
observing,  " Gphnm  savS,'’ 

- Cnlef  w r o t e .,**  *'*  Board  V 
theory  is,*5  "Cotton  Mather 
stuck  to  it  that.”  and  so  oh. 
with  the  familiarity  of  the 
jkiholsf  who.  lightly  slaps  liis 
hooks  upcrn  {he  shoulder  as 
he  >lrj>x^  tln  na  from  the  shelf. 
Having  .’Shine"  Sajetn,  we 
set  out  for  HanVers  by  means 
&f  that  useful  and  painful 
vehicle  so  rapidly  growing  in 
favor  with  a public  whose 
obsession  seems  to  Ik?  a desire 
to  rust)  tow^rd  fhe  place  at 
which  il  Is  not -’-.that  vehicle 
being-  the  fpotof-’biis.  Like 
Pftov  of  i he  little  bi»  \ '*. 
eomp< vision,  Pinch  could  be 
written  of  this  creature.  One 
of  its  habit*  Is  to  select  each 
hump  in  the  road  as  an  ob- 
ject of  attack,  and  charge 
upon  if  at  full  speed.  An- 
other habit  is  to  lea  ve  no 


one 

behind,  so  that  crushed  hu- 
manity gazes  forth  from  it 
with  the  silent,  suffering  eyes 
of  sheep  being  shipped  in  ears. 
On  the  w«jf%  we  had  been, 
told,  we  could  stop  at  "the 
old  George  Jacobs  house." 

^ v % ...  ...  i-Wil  utir' 

here  at  last  I f.iiind  whit?  is  probably  ?he  ajhtdon  to  (he  martyr  at  early  Salem 
crevice  into  whirl,  the  bodies  wre  thrown  drew  from  this  representative  of  modern 
— j‘ist  above  the  water,  wiiec  Sh.  r-lu  ' Salem  only  a bourse, exasperated  mutter 
Lives  sbjUr  up  iri  boats  ,<J  . night  ;>mt  of  "Durino.  where.  ynh.  wanlta  go, 
carried  the  bodies  off  for  'decent  bond,  where  d'ynfi  wantta  go.  durmo/’  One  of 
Now  isn’t,  iiwi:  more  pu  t tire«pie  than  The  .filtering  shtvp  overheard,  however. 
iKii.'i,-'’  The  lawyer  of  gramto  bet  aine  and  took  ns  into  Ms  care;  there  came  a 
giiifiiie  will)  a tviolde.  moment  when  he  Ideated,  ^minting  to 

And  hspivinc  m that  desolate  little  what  seemed  a red  barn  beyond  a eab- 
ltifl-'j>ur.  iind  fin  read  (.hat  -was  a read  l»a'ge-fiij|fc 
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The  ml  bmhling  proved  indeed  to  be 


wc  had  seep  jouuorbtUwd  ’Wi  eflhiyias  in 
the  Esse*  Iristi  tplcy  as  likewise  Ms  canes 
preserved  m a £$«*&  oust-,  'Hie  red  parol 
tttoy  la'  a striving  against  the  gloomy 
memory  «?.  fehat  '•murderous  execution; 
a!  any  ntf-.  its  effect  upon  the  seven- 
teeitth-eentufy  resbfetw^  Is  startling.,  to 
say  the  least.  So.  too,  i*  that  **f  lift?  moss- 
green  wall-paper  under  which  the  old 
hand-made  beunis spanning  the ceijitig  of 
the  ‘'best  room  “ are  carefully 

‘‘They  looked  so  oldyMsypaed,  1 
thought  I'd  j«si;pgf^r 
the  rooiH,”  explnined  OUE  “I 

call  the  room  my  den— -‘den * sounds 
more  nev.-styie.  don’t  won  thiol.  ?“ 


“HeVgoib*  to  take  the  house.  Go 
run  up  them  shades  ttr  tin?  middle  o’  the 
'wndbht*”'slW'.  gave  dfders,,  with  o s/jme- 
what  dim  cimeepfkm  of  the  Artist's  hi* 
tenliQns,  but  full  appetite  for  fame* 
SobH-viiCrc  down  in  flic  adjacent 
field,  tin-  green  sweep  that  overlooks  the 
curve-  of  fiver.  liestbe  grave  of  George 
Jacobs;  the  body  Mas  brought  home  on 
liorsebrick  nod  given  secret  burial  scam 


of  the  'venerable,  we  found  it  r>prtfdrj  ^ un- 
ity in  it.  Our  hostess  told  proudly  >d 
heritftig  the  Jacobs  narac;.  in  the  ninth 
generation  And: 


» ii-tiuarked  and  its  exact  spot  is  un- 
luiin^/v^l^iW'hiie  red  paint  and  green 
wait -paper  strive  to  obliterate  memory, 
and  the  modern  witchcraft  of  ehs-tne.' 
lighting  eclipses  nil  the  black  magic  of 
which  jjpor  George  Jacobs  ever 
pCeUSCd.  ’ 1 ' "■''■'  '2-':: 

M “ the  George  Jacobs  ■house”  is  some- 
what under-preser1, cd,  “the  Rebecca 
Nurse  hon.se”  is’  perhaps  a trifle  over- 
pivnerved,  but  deiightftd,;  nevcrthelei*. 

VVe  found  it,  officially  restored  to  1(>3>0 


— , <1  r hgii  dBrt.  frern 
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hy  a memorial  »A*oi-iat  ?»>w,  with  a rather 
extensive  tvlleetmti.  of  diit^ue  kitchen 
utensiL  that  never  belonged  to  it,  How- 
ever, it  ja much  charm:  it  Is 
dusky  brown  with  age,  and  against  it* 
duskiness  u nail  <<i  orange  lilies  I aims  iii 
the  gkv.irti.  Its  siu>-d)a)  lias  fold 
tunes  of  Min-  , its  door  is  of  a precious 
nneienf. . pattern.  studded  With  riai.h 
are  deep,-' 'ifg  ado-; 
dog-panes  s in  a il  stud.  eobwnbhyy  hud  'its 
ceiling*  rtf.  so  primit  ive  a character  that 
the  Artist  uttered  a startled  cry  of  “Low 


eralizing  one's  grandmother,  and 
couldn't  help  feeling  a lank,  of  doe  re- 
sjiect  in  such  cupidity . 
Toa>{fer  up  ode’^  jgratid- 
mother  in  the  form  of  a 
penwiper,  a. souvenir  tea- 
spoon," ti  Ixwk-ntark.  or 
a match-safe,  for  the  sake 

• >!  penny  profits,  struck 
us  as  disrespectful.  Rut 
this  is  a side  issue,  The 
maui  attitude  we  found 

» •/  to  Ixv  Eke  ours,  deeply 

s e r i Kt  u s.  Salem  seeks 
original  sources,  offer, 
psychological  e \ j d a n a - 
tion of  the  historic  li\>- 
leries.  dehates 
pres e rrft»  documents. 

- One  Kentieruari  of  Balt-m 

derivation,  now  .li  ving  in 
another  town.  solemnly 
unlocked  his  safe  to  pro- 

' ' duee  fur  us:  pajners  prov- 

ing that  hi.s  several  times 
great -grandfather,  .a  om- 
. detuned  wileh.  was  pen- 
ally smothered  to  death 
in  a feathcr-berf. 

• So,  knowing  the  Artist; 
I Was  not  .surprised  tvh^fi 
a rein 'fieri  set  ip, 

“It  lias  all  been  very  editying.’’  he 
hiuftmired,  letting  f'pham  faJl  Hilhgvdy: 
from  his  hand,  “and  if  «*.  go  do  to 
Andover,  and  Ipswich,  and  Of  Iter  |g;*hiis 
involved  in  the  delusion  of 
ive  sbaVI  produce  a Work  of  tliir  &&&!$;. 
yiilue  to  every  reference  library,  but—  ? 
He  pao-ed.  and  fell  a-musing. 

“ I mean  the  fond  of  took  you  have  to 


a iHumiWN  ■cixivut  ro-iMt 


bridge!''  >i->  hg  v«tl  lied  the  top  of  his 
ov-Uvl -three  will)  tender  gafess. 

Hold  by  the  sweet  and  .somber  >**pftU 

of  thy  hid  brown  house,  we  'recalled  the 

pathos'  of  that  “direct  vxarrurtptTigt  of 
R elMdih  N itrsr  “ wldeh  ivy.  had  la  tel  j 
read  hi  the  original  liitodwriliug^ ■.of'Tldyl 
Samuel  Parris: 

f in,ul  v .Stirsc.  here ’are  tW.d,  Aim  Piitnaui 


« ■■  | H 
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deuce  of  Peg*  so  it  is  alleged,  and  heard 
her  story  from  an  old  resident.  He  didn’t 
once  pause  to  dissect  it,  he  simply  and 
ohueklingly  related  it.  It  is  huge  and 
empty  and  sordid  and  ugly,  this  “old 
Garrison  house/’  as  juried  as  the  crone  of 
its  legend;  it  stands  where  it  was  rele- 
gated after  its  palmy  days,  in  an  obscure 
spot  near  the  freight-depot,  and  it  took 
the  assistance  of  the  little  Irishwoman 
round  the  corner,  the  grocer  just  be- 
yond, the  fat  garage-owner  next  door, 
and  two  old  residents  to  find  it.  But, 
gazing  upon  its  blear  eyes,  its  crippled 
posture,  we  conjured  tip  the  figure  of 
Peg  in  tile  doorway,  shaking  a lank  fin- 
ger of  warning  at  those  soldiers  of  Cap- 
tain Byles’s  company  who  called  upon 
the  famous  witch  before  their  departure 
for  the  siege  of  Louisbourg  in  1745.  Sol- 
dier-fashion, they  bantered  her  without 
thought  of  malice,  but  her  temper  waxed 
from  bad  to  worse  until  she  uttered  a 
terrific  oath* 

‘Til  visit  yef*  shrieked  Peg.  “Ill 
visit  ye  in  such  wise  that  ye’ll  repent  the 
folly  o'  this  day!" 


blow  across  the  top  when  you  take  it 
down/'  he  went  on.  Then  with  a sud- 
den burst  of  childlike  wistfulness,  “Oh 
say,  can't  we  find  some  place  where  a 
witch  is  a witch?” 

Inspiration  seized  me.  “My  beloved 
Cape  Ann!”  I cried.  “Dearly  as  I know 
it,  I have  never  yet  traversed  it  on  a 
broomstick.  Cape  Ann  is  light-hearted, 
naive.  Yes’*— I narrowed  my  eyes  and 
nodded  sagely,  as  conviction  deepened. 
“I  have  an  idea  that  there  we  shall  find 
that  a witch  is  a witch!” 

Presto!  Barely  had  we  arrived  in 
Gloucester  when  Peg  Wesson  flew  to 
meet  us.  Peg  Wesson ! The  mere  name 
intoxicated.  Peg,  familiar  character  of 
that  wonderful  old  Cape  into  whose  his- 
tory more  of  romance  is  crammed  than 
into  all  the  rest  of  the  Massachusetts 
records  put  together,  beginning  with  the 
day  in  101 4 when  Capt.  John  Smith 
named  it  Tragabigzanda  in  honor  of  the 
Turkish  lady  of  his  adventure.  Fancy  a 
spot  in  the  demure  pie-belt  named  for  a 
Turkish  beauty! 

Yes,  we  stood  before  the  very  rcsi- 
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Shouting  io  stwnfuUaughter,  tl*  • A teamed  conference  was  heM.  4t 

<liers  departed  and  were  oil  for  Capo  well  known  that  only  a ballet  of 

Breton.  silver  dr  gold  could  put  an  end  to  a wUcte 

One  day  while  they  waited  in  campy  a Quickly  one  of  the  soldiers  produced  a 
crow  appeared  above  their  heads.  The  • silver  xiw'.Tcbut  i<m,  No  time  must  be 
bird  did  not  fly  off  at  a "'Shoo!”  nor  lost ; he  rammed  it  into  his  gun,  fired; 
yet  at  a ehuhis  af  '"Shoos?"  but-  j*r-  tlie  bird  fed.  its  leg  broken, 
slstcd  in  its  strange  circling*  and  darts  But  ooi . until  ‘their  return' te  Glouees- 

t.oward  them.  ter  did  the.soldiers  lane  full  verification 

'‘‘•Tis  ti  bird  of  eyil  omerift  worried:  of  -their  belief.  There  in  the  “.GamAcrti 
the  sohiiefs,  and:  a ftev-  vain  shots  >ym?  iifivisr'’  lay  Peg  tiie;  wit<dn  cidppfed,  pov,- 
fired.  \ • ■ • ;-v  n • . • • cctess  to  jnpuid  hgr  )mK»ihstiek,  by 

Suddenly.  "Faith;  it  iruM  -tie-  Peg;”  Virtue of  r serious  fracture;  it  turned  out 
cried  one,  and  tte  grotiP  agreed,  .PAg;  tjfui  yhe-  teid  failen,  appgfeptty  without 
to  be  sure,  in  wtie  ot  her  ready  dtsgttisvs.  cuitse,  amt  broken  her  leg  at  the  exact 
But  what  was  Id  be  done?  moment  when  the  crow  was  shot,  and 


?r- 
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that  tiie  attending  doctor  had  been 
astounded  upon  discovering  in  the 
wound  a silver  sleeve-button.  . . . 

We  remained  long  enough  in  Glouces- 
ter to  hear  the  legend  of  those  strange 
beings,  wearing  the  likeness  of  French 
and  Indians,  who  tormented  the  town 
during  the  days  of  witchcraft,  always 
vanishing  when  fired  upon,  even  after 
they  had  been  seen  to  fall  dead,  con- 
cerning whom  the  Rev.  John  Emerson 
declared,  “All  rational  persons  will  be 
satisfied  that  the  devil  and  his  angels 
were  the  cause  of  all  that  befell  the 
town.” 

“If  you’re  looking  up  witches,”  said 
every  one,  “of  course  you’ll  visit  the 
Witch  House  at  Pigeon  Cove.” 

Old  far-eyed  seafaring  men  said  it, 
and  housewives  in  checkered  aprons,  and 
barefooted  little  boys  carrying  strings  of 
fish,  and  little  girls  with  pails  of  blue- 
berries. These,  in  brief,  are  the  native 
population  of  the  Cape.  And  partly  be- 
cause, as  the  Artist  argued,  “there  must 
be  some  fire  where  there’s  such  a lot  of 
smoke,  especially  from  brimstone,”  and 
partly  because  the  name  “Pigeon  Cove” 
inveigled  these  two  friends  of  mine  as 
it  had  long  ago  inveigled  me,  beyond 
mortal  power  to  resist,  we  took  our  way 
out  to  the  wee  village  that  tips  the 
Cape. 

It  was  all  of  a July  morning,  and  in 
blithe  malice  of  heart  we  pictured  our 
city-dwelling  friends  as  we  had  lately 
been,  steaming  between  brick  walls, 
blown  by  the  electric  fan’s  disturbance  of 
smelly  air — while  the  Cape  Ann  wind 
swept  in  upon  us  like  the  glinting  beat 
of  mighty  wings  through  sunlight. 

We  closed  our  eyes  to  give  ourselves 
the  more  fully  to  it,  and  leaned  back, 
and  were  swept  by  it — swept  in  body,  in 
brain,  in  spirit. 

“That  wind,”  murmured  the  Wife, 
shutting  her  eyes  tighter  to  see  it  more 
clearly,  “that  wind  is  golden,  and  rose, 
and  fire-blue,  and  purple  as  royalty,  and 
burning  green.  It’s  like  the  colors  in  a 
flame,  or  in  ice,  or  in  the  rainbow — ” 

“ How  dare  you !”  I broke  in.  “ Please 
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remember,  my  dear,  you  are  the  prac- 
tical member  of  our  company!” 

“All  the  same — !”  she  defied  me,  and 
wagged  her  head. 

And  I knew  that  it  was  “ all  the  same.” 
Whether  the  eye  carries  over  its  impres- 
sion to  the  feel  of  that  wind  I can’t  say, 
but  it  is  true  that  I have  never  yet 
opened  my  soul  to  its  renewing  without 
seeing  a riot  of  glorious  color.  The  little 
peninsula  is  a kaleidoscope;  miles  of 
vividly  green  lawns,  and  oaks,  beeches, 
elms,  and  maples  whirled  past;  hundreds 
of  brightly  white  little  houses  with  green 
shutters;  countless  blue  larkspurs  and 
red  hollyhocks  and  pink  ramblers  and 
yellow  marigolds  and  creamy  honey- 
suckle and  the  glowing,  broken  color- 
medley  of  phlox,  sweet  peas,  petunias, 
verbenas.  Color,  color  everywhere,  and 
a passion  of  blooming  such  as  I have 
never  seen  this  side  of  California — an 
outfli aging  into  life,  turbulent,  reckless, 
living  for  sheer  delight  in  living.  Rose- 
vines  tumble  up  to  the  roof  of  a veranda 
and  bloom  themselves  to  what  would 
seem  exhaustion,  strangely  suggestive  of 
tropical  abandon  here  in  this  granite 
northland.  Meantime  the  wild  scents 
deluge  this  rainbow  air,  mingling  with 
the  garden  fragrances  and  that  of  cut 
hay  to  form  the  headiest  mixture,  I be- 
lieve, that  this  north  Atlantic  coast  any- 
where brews.  Wild  roses,  sweet  fern, 
bayberrry-bushes  are  all  the  while  pour- 
ing forth  their — 

“Spare  us  ‘nectar,’  for  sweet  pity’s 
sake!”  pleaded  the  Artist,  glancing  over 
my  shoulder  at  my  notes. 

“Then  provide  a substitute!”  I chal- 
lenged him,  and  silence  fell. 

As  a matter  of  fact,  in  all  the  summers 
that  I have  known  Ann  and  have  been 
enchanted  by  her  temperament,  that 
temperament  has  always  proved  incom- 
prehensible to  me — no  doubt  all  the 
more  enchanting  for  that.  Headstrong, 
fiercely  ardent,  she  seems  a changeling 
in  the  family  of  staid  old  Massachusetts. 

She  is  an  untamed  daughter,  ever  spurn- 
ing the  sober  rule  of  the  fireside,  decking 
herself  in  wanton  loveliness,  and  fling- 
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ing  herself  forth  in  triumphant  surrender 
to  the  mystery  of  the  sea’s  embrace. 

Far  out  toward  the  end  we  found  the 
house  of  our  seeking.  From  the  point  of 
road  where  we  approached  we  could 
catch  but  a flash  of  its  red  roof’s  corner, 
like  a bird-breast  flickering  in  depths; 
as  secret  as  its  own  true  story,  the  house 
buries  itself  in  the  shadow  of  enfolding 
trees.  We  gave  ourselves  to  the  lane’s 
windings,  and  of  a sudden  the  house 
stepped  forth  to  meet  us. 

“Whew!”  breathed  the  Artist,  and 
struggled  to  control  his  adjectives.  “As 
you  will  say  in  your  immortal  work,” 
he  observed,  unfairly,  to  me,  “it  beggars 
description!” 

The  old  brown  house  gazed  forth  upon 
us,  very  wise  and  tolerant  from  the 
height  of  its  sage  centuries;  but  its 
manner  was  of  gentle  aloofness,  as  of  one 
who  keeps  his  own  counsel.  And  this, 
as  subsequent  investigation  has  proved, 
was  characteristic.  It  considers  its  past 
no  one  else’s  affair.  Modern  historical 
methods,  with  all  their  impertinence, 
have  never  yet  ferreted  out  the  truth. 

Under  the  beetling  brows  of  the  upper 
story  we  sought  entrance.  The  door-step 
is  worn  to  a trough;  on  either  side  of  it  a 
weather-gray  little  old  bench  sits  rig- 
idly, and  sentinel  hollyhocks  stand  at 
attention. 

We  knocked,  and  waited  in  a hush. 
The  silence  deepened.  The  trolley-car, 
that  vandal  destroyer  of  ancient  spells, 
had  vanished;  the  birds  for  unknown 
reason  ceased  their  calling,  the  wind 
waited,  no  mortal  stirred. 

“If  the  latch  should  click” — began 
the  Wife  in  a hoarse  faintness — “and  a 
black  cat’s  glittering  eyes  should  appear 
— and  then  a terrible  old  woman  with  a 
bony  forefinger — ” 

“Come  in!”  we  heard,  remotely.  Sit- 
ting in  her  kitchen  alone,  very  snowy  and 
gentle  and  smiling,  was  our  hostess. 
“You’ll  excuse  me  not  getting  up,  won’t 
you?  But  I’m  too  lame  to  come  to  the 
door,”  she  apologized,  and  then  she 
bent  to  stroke  the  cat,  and  it  wasn’t  a 
black  and  evil-eyed  beast  at  all,  but  a 


meek  little  spotted  tabby,  anxiously  pre- 
occupied with  motherhood. 

“ If  this  is  the  witch,”  I whispered, 
“let  the  spell  never  be  broken!” 

“There’s  chairs  enough,”  she  was  in- 
viting, with  a wave  of  her  hospitable 
hand.  “What  do  I know  about  the 
house?  Nothing,  except  that  it  was 
built  in  sixteen  ninety-two,  and  that 
two  young  men  from  Salem  Village — 
some  say  Proctor  was  their  name — 
picked  out  this  spot  to  bring  their  moth- 
er, to  hide  her  when  she  was  accused  of 
witchcraft.  They  built  the  original  part 
of  the  house — those  two  rooms  and  the 
two  above — right  off,  and  the  new  part 
was  added  on  about  a hundred  and  fifty 
years  ago.  There’s  seven  outside  doors,” 
she  observed  with  a headshake  that  I 
fancy  commented  upon  seven  door-steps 
to  be  swept. 

We  entered  the  old  rooms,  and  saw 
the  low,  hand-made  beams  spanning  the 
ceiling;  saw  the  ingle-nook  of  the  deep 
old  fireplace;  saw  the  sturdy  walls,  the 
pegs  of  early  fashioning.  There  in  that 
hidden  dwelling  we  saw,  too,  the  wild 
little  drama — that  flight  by  night,  the 
terrified,  helpless  woman  clinging  to  the 
stalwart  sons,  the  exhaustion  of  panic 
and  travel,  the  sanctuary  found  here 
where  for  miles  around  scarcely  a house 
was  to  be  seen.  Then  the  wrenching  of 
stone  from  the  earth’s  clutch,  of  trees 
from  the  forest’s,  for  that  first  rude  but 
lasting  shelter;  the  friendships  with  wild 
things — foxes,  deer,  beavers,  birds — 
dumb  little  neighbors  that  brought  no 
accusations,  threatened  no  tortures, 
as  lettered  neighbors.  God-professing 
neighbors  had  done.  . . . 

From  end  to  end  of  the  village  of 
Pigeon  Cove  this  story  is  told.  Not  a 
single  proof  of  its  verity -seems  to  exist, 
and  yet  so  fixed  is  it  in  the  belief  of 
the  people  that  one  finds  it  impossible 
not  to  fall  in  with  the  general  accept- 
ance. 

“I  want  to  believe  it!”  declared  the 
Wife,  which,  in  the  last  analysis,  is  per- 
haps the  best  reason  for  any  faith,  after 
all. 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Go  'gle 


THE  BROOMSTICK  TRAIL 


11 


“I  suppose  very  few  strangers  ever 
hunt  out  this  place  as  we  have  done,” 
observed  the  Artist,  smugly. 

“Oh  dear  me!  They  say  it  averages 
twenty  a week  in  the  season  that*  tries 
to  get  the  real-estate  agents  to  get  it 
away  from  us  for  a tea-room,”  smiled  our 
hostess.  “They  think  the  house  would 
bring  business.” 

And  we  departed  uttering  execrations 
upon  feminine  enterprise  and  its  ruthless 
conversion  of  every  lovely  legend  into 
tea-room  profits.  With  human  incon- 
sistency we  cursed  the  very  cups  that, 
in  our  thirstier  hours,  we  are  wont  to 
bless. 

“But  the  best  of  all  lies  ahead!”  I 
gloated. 

And  so  we  set  out  for  that  plateau  in 
the  center  of  the  Cape,  known  as  Dog- 
town  Common.  Never  was  appellation 
so  inadequate;  led  by  a name  suggesting 
nothing  more  impressive  than  a frontier 
mining-camp,  one  approaches  a lost 
world  as  charged  with  mystery,  as  in- 
fernally splendid,  as  some  wilderness  of 
Arizona,  New  Mexico,  or  southern 
Utah.  Forgotten  gods  have  upheaved 
the  earth  with  a finger’s  movement, 
their  commands  echo  through  space,  the 
silence  groans  and  obeys. 

It  was  the  beginning  of  twilight  when 
we  wound  up  the  road  of  approach.  The 
last  far-off  bell  and  horn  borne  on  an 
Annisquam  wind  had  died;  we  hung  in 
the  suspense  of  a deathly  stillness.  A 
final  turn  in  the  lonely  road,  and  the 
pleateau  lay  before  us. 

It  was  so  long  before  we  spoke  that  at 
last  the  sound  of  our  own  voices  almost 
frightened  us,  as  though  they  broke 
something  meant  to  be  held  unbroken, 
eternally. 

“We  are  in  the  true  home  of  the 
witches  at  last !”  1 said,  and  then  started, 
and  lowered  my  voice.  It  was  as  though 
the  spot  were  new  to  me.  I believe  each 
summer  will  bring  its  impression  afresh. 
“Our  broomsticks  have  reached  their 
goal!” 

Yes,  they  had  borne  us  unerringly  to 


the  very  dwelling-place  of  all  the  powers 
of  darkness.  Before  us  lay  those  few 
miles  which  some  curious  optical  trick 
ever  transforms  into  an  endlessly  vast 
plateau,  isolate,  forsaken,  save  by  the 
stone  monsters  of  a history  eons  old. 
Geologists  tell  their  story,  tracing  it  from 
the  plunge  of  a glacial  torrent,  which 
flung  these  gigantic  boulders  as  an  angry 
child  flings  pebbles,  down  through  the 
ages  in  which  frost  and  storm  have 
chiseled  them  to  the  monstrous  shapes  of 
prehistoric  beasts 'and  birds  and  rep- 
tiles. But  to  us  of  less  scientific  mind 
they  were  the  spellbound  victims  of 
those  ancient  dames  whose  dwellings 
have  long  since  crumbled  to  earth,  but 
whose  shades  arise  at  the  mere  utter- 
ance of  such  names  as  “Judy  Rhines,” 
“Easter  Carter,”  “Granny  Rich,” 
“Luce  George,”  and  “Tammy  Younger, 
the  Queen  of  the  Witches.” 

A New  World  Salisbury  Plain  some 
have  seen  in  this  plateau,  or  a vista  of 
the  West,  or  a Lord  Dunsany  play. 
Druidic  ruin,  or  forgotten  garden  of  the  • 
gods,  or  theater  set  in  terrible  splendor, 
it  matters  little.  The  astonishing  fact 
remains  that  here,  in  the  very  midst  of 
familiar  New  England,  lies  a spot  almost 
never  visited  by  the  traveler,  little 
known  even  to  the  native;  and  that  this 
spot  is  a wonder-world  such  as  one  might 
expect  to  find  snap-shotted  and  jitneyed 
to  banality. 

“Here’s  where  you  leave  me!”  cried 
the  Artist,  flushed  by  a fever  of  haste, 
snatching  pencil  and  sketch-book.  “ My 
first  attack  shall  be  made  upon  the  ich- 
thyosaur yonder.  After  which  I shall 
down  the  teleosaur,  the  dinosaur,  the 
dinothere,  and  the  moa,  one  by  one.” 

“When  his  chest  heaves  like  that,” 
said  the  Wife,  “and  his  eye  takes  on  that 
glitter,  it  is  best  to  withdraw.” 

Therefore  we  left  him  where  he  had 
sunk  all  unwittingly  into  the  clinging 
arms  of  a blackberry-bush,  from  which 
we  extracted  him  as  painlessly  as  possi- 
ble later  on. 

We  walked  to  the  sagging  cellar  walls 
where,  about  two  hundred  years  ago,  the 
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village  of  Dogtown  grew  up.  To-day 
nothing  above  the  cellars  and  the  walls 
remains,  only  a group  of  outlines  show- 
ing where  once  some  hundred  families 
built  and  plowed  and  pastured  and  mar- 
ried and  gave  birth,  and  died.  Not  only 
a deserted,  but  a ruined,  village  in  Amer- 
ica! Stones  for  the  archeologist,  and 
for  us  the  legends  of  those  mysterious 
dames,  a few  of  whom  so  blackened  the 
reputation  of  the  settlement  that  early 
historians  pursed  their  lips  and  dwelt  as 
briefly  as  possible  up6n  its  records. 

It  has  remained  for  the  tolerance  of  a 
later  day  to  look  upon  this  strangely 
vanished  village,  most  of  whose  inhab- 
itants were  wholly  respectable  members 
of  esteemed  Gloucester  families,  with 
eyes  that  read  pathos.  The  lilacs  that 
bloom  each  May  beside  the  mossy  door- 
stone  of  a house  that  is  dead;  the  flam- 
ing yellow  lilies  that  we  found  in  full 
July  glory  before  a cellar  wall,  were 
planted  two  centuries  ago  by  those  who 
built  to  abide.  Flowers  mean  more  than 
stone  walls.  One  may  build  a house  for 
a temporary  and  utilitarian  shelter,  but 
when  he  sets  out  a lilac-bush  and  plants 
a lily  bulb  he  has  come  because  he  loves 
the  spot — he  has  come  to  stay.  And 
while  the  homes  have  rotted  to  disap- 
pearance, the  lilacs  and  the  lilies  persist. 

But  behind  all  this  gentle,  homely 
pathos  hovers  the  sense  of  a world  be- 
witched. This  we  should  have  felt  had 
we  known  nothing  of  Dogtown’s  lore; 
but,  thanks  to  Mr.  Charles  E.  Mann  and 
his  little  book  of  thirty-one  pages,  we 
were  primed  for  witchery  at  its  blackest. 

I do  not  know  Mr.  Mann,  but  I do 
know  that  something  should  be  done 
about  him — just  what,  I am  not  pre- 
pared to  say,  for,  happily,  he  has  not 
passed  into  a memory  and  so  cannot 
have  a monument  erected  to  it.  But 
he  is  worthy  a monument  that  should  be 
seen  of  all  men  on  Cape  Ann.  Only  a few 
know  his  “The  Story  of  Dogtown”;  it 
is  as  obscure  a little  brown  volume  as 
ever  saw  the  light  of  publication;  but  it 
stands  as  the  one  real  record  of  the  most 
incredibly  vanished  settlement  this  side 


the  Western  cliff-dwellers.  He  has  set 
down  not  only  what  facts  are  known 
about  the  settlement,  but  also  the 
legends  of  the  alleged  witches  numbered 
among  its  inhabitants. 

Two  isolated  cellars  standing  near  the 
old  Dogtown  Commons  Road  we  identi- 
fied as  those  of  Judy  Rhines  and  her 
aunt,  Liz  Tucker,  the  former  of  whom 
was  well  known  as  a witch.  Like  several 
others  of  these  dames,  she  picked  up  a 
meager  living  by  fortune-telling.  It  is 
said  that  once  upon  a time  two  boys, 
knowing  that  the  chattels  of  a witch 
were  ever  public  property,  determined 
to  prove  themselves  public-spirited  by 
carrying  off  two  of  Judy’s  geese.  Judy’s 
tall,  gaunt  figure  was  seen  in  a moment, 
as  she  came  shrieking  and  brandishing  a 
hoe;  but  the  retort  of  a goose  flung  full  in 
her  face  so  prostrated  her  that  the  boys 
were  able  to  make  off  with' their  prey. 

“But  the  historian  stops  just  there!” 
protested  the  Wife. 

“If  the  full  story  were  known,”  said  I, 

“ I haven’t  a doubt  we  should  learn  that 
two  of  these  stone  figures  are  the  boys, 
petrified  for  eternity  by  the  wrath  of 
Judy’s  spirit!”  It  was  growing  dark,  and 
the  Wife  shivered  and  said,  “Ugh!” 

We  watched  a lone  beiry-picker  wend- 
ing his  way  down  from  the  plateau, 
making  our  solitude  the  more  conscious. 
The  boulders’  monstrous  shapes  grew 
more  formidable  in  the  gathering  dusk. 

“I’m  beginning  to  feel  things!”  she 
whispered.  Her  eyes  were  round.  At 
times  she  is  very  ingenuous.  I felt  it 
incumbent  on  me  to  stiffen  the  intel- 
lectual backbone  of  the  party. 

“ Yes,  there  is  certainly  a peculiar  psy- 
chological— or  shall  I say  psychic? — 
reaction  to  the  environment — ” I began, 
and  halted.  The  silence  teas  getting  a 
trifle  upon  one’s  nerves. 

“Observe  me  carefully,”  urged  the 
Artist.  “If  I should  pass  into  the  form 
of  a cow,  horse,  yellow  bird,  or  ape,  I 
should  want  you  both  to  be  able  to 
identify  me  in  the  barn,  or  the  branches 
of  a tree,  or  the  zoo.  It  would  aid  in  get- 
ting me  un-bewitched.” 
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He  feels  it  masculine  and  superior  thus 
to  jeer  at  our  feminine  emotions,  but  I 
caught  him  suppressing  a shudder. 

The  darkness  was  growing  rapidly. 
Lean  figures  of  junipers,  the  only  tree 
that  finds  life  in  this  forsaken  world, 
grew  black  and  shrouded  in  the  increas- 
ing gloom.  An  ominous  “Caw!”  from 
time  to  time  shrieked  in  our  ears  like 
some  raucous  curse  in  the  voice  of  Judy 
or  Tammy.  Gaunt  junipers,  like  black 
ghosts  stalking,  and  the  melancholy 
crows — these  are  the  only  inhabitants  to 
be  seen.  But  what  witch-spirits  were 
abroad  we  could  only  guess. 

We  recalled  the  tales  of  Becky  Rich, 
and  the  fortune  she  once  told  in  coffee- 
grounds,  of  a lover  “clear  across  the 
water.”  Of  Aunt  Smith,  or,  as  some  say. 
Dark  Tucker  it  was,  who  brewed  a “dire 
drink”  for  each  “ducky,”  as  she  styled 
her  victims,  uttering  who  knows  what 
incantation  above  the  kettle  of  spruce 
tops  and  foxberry  leaves.  Of  the  foreign 
snuff-box,  strangely’wrought  and  bear- 
ing the  design  of  a full-rigged  ship,  found, 
long  after  her  death,  in  Tammy’s  cellar, 
hidden  for  no  one  knows  what  pur- 
pose— 

Tammy  Younger  seems  to  have  been 
the  foremost  practiser  of  black  magic  in 
Dogtown.  Stories  of  her  uncanny  powers 
blew  on  the  wind  that  swept  all  the  sur- 
rounding settlements,  and  little  children 
ran  wailing  to  hide  when  she  appeared. 
“You  better  be  good,  or  Aunt  Tam  ’ll 
take  you  up  home  with  her,”  was  a 
threat  that  accomplished  more  in  the 
way  of  discipline  than  all  the  switches 
that  ever  grew.  And  as  the  children 
whimpered  and  obeyed,  so  did  the  adults 
confess  that  it  “was  being  on  the  safe 
side  not  to  offend  Tammy.”  Dignified 
church  elders  drew  her  water  when  she 
commanded,  or  even  fetched  her  a load 
of  wood. 

Tammy  seems  to  have  inherited  her 
arts  from  her  aunt.  Luce  George,  who 
had  an  uncomfortable  habit  of  bewitch- 
ing the  oxen,  causing  them  to  stand, 
running  out  their  tongues,  at  the  bottom 
of  the  hill  below  her  house,  and  refuse  to 


climb  until  their  driver  had  paid  toll 
from  his  load  of  corn.  Thus  she  applied 
the  education  she  had  received  from  his 
Satanic  Majesty  with  excellent  thrift. 
Furthermore,  if  she  commanded  a load 
of  Wood  to  slide  from  the  ox-team  the 
load  obeyed,  until  toll  again  was  paid. 
Occasionally  her  appetite  for  fish  led  her 
to  the  wharves  below,  where  it  was  a 
simple  matter  for  her  to  bewitch  the 
catch  of  mackerel  until  her  tribute  was 
exacted. 

“Of  course  we  know  they’re  all  dead 
and  gone,”  murmured  the  Wife.  “Yes, 
of  course.  But  isn’t  it  queer  the  way  that 
tallest  juniper  seems  to  move  stealthily 
toward  us — ” 

The  world  had  blackened  swiftly,  and 
now  against  the  blackness  a moon  was 
rising.  Athwart  the  sky  rode  a strange 
form.. 

“To  be  sure,  it’s  nothing  but  a cloud,” 
said  I,  “but  how  extraordinarily  it  re- 
sembles a bony  figure  in  a peaked  hat! 
Yes,  to  be  sure  it’s  a cloud — these  cloud 
effects  are  remarkable  at  times,”  said  I, 
forcibly. 

“To  be  sure,”  echoed  the  Wife,  in  a 
faint  whisper. 

“As  I was  saying,”  I began  again, 
“the  psychological  reaction  to  environ- 
ment is — is — is  very  interesting,”  I con- 
cluded, lamely,  although  fairly  shouting 
in  my  effort  to  be  impressive. 

“I  thought  I heard  a — a — a — ahem,  a 
mosquito,”  observed  the  Artist,  slapping 
the  air  ostentatiously.  “Hadn’t  we 
better  go  now?” 

“Yes  indeed,  yes  indeed,  of  course  we 
should  go,”  we  assented  volubly.  And 
our  exit  was  marked  by  a surprising  pre- 
cipitation. 

But,  once  more  infolded  by  civiliza- 
tion in  Gloucester,  restored  to  normal 
by  the  sight  of  trolley-cars  and  summer 
pleasure-seekers  and  ice-cream  sodas, 
the  Wife  raised  round,  infantile  eyes  over 
the  rim*  of  her  soda-glass. 

“I  haven’t  shivered  so  deliciously 
since  I wore  pigtails!”  she  gloated. 
“When  can  we  mount  our  broomsticks 
again?” 
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Tortola  Valencia  sat  on  deck, 

just  off  the  Azores,  and  held  court. 
Tortola  is  a star,  perhaps  the  brightest 
star,  of  interpretive  dancing  in  Spain,  al- 
though of  English  birth.  Midnight  were 
dawn  compared  to  her  straight,  abundant 
hair  and  her  great,  appealing  eyes.  She 
is  supple  of  figure  yet  amply  voluptu- 
ous. She  carries  with  pride  a little 
head  cut  like  a cameo,  and  her  sloping 
shoulders,  as  she  sits  or  walks,  have  a 
hint  of  a saucy  shrug  native  to  no  other 
city  in  this  world  than  Seville.  She 
dresses  in  picture  costume,  sprinkled 
with  great  emeralds  no  deeper  green 
than  the  shadows  thrown  in  the  hollows 
of  her  olive  skin;  and  on  the  stage  or  off 
she  holds  always  the  spotlight. 

A cotton  salesman  from  Barcelona,  a 
Parisian  art-dealer,  the  Third  Officer — 
when  he  was  not  on  watch  for  sub- 
marines— and  a phonograph  agent  from 
Madrid  formed  the  nucleus  of  her  court; 
about  them  was  always  a fascinated 
fringe,  male  and  female,  listening  to 
Tortola,  who,  according  to  the  prevail- 
ing tongue  in  her  audience,  held  forth 
indifferently  in  Spanish,  French,  or  Eng- 
lish. Her  monologue  ranged  from  cook- 
ing in  all  lands  to  high  politics.  When 
she  spoke  on  politics  and  international 
diplomacy,  she  got  the  respectful  atten- 
tion which  Latin  people  always  give  to 
the  artist.  That  is  one  of  their  engaging 
little  ways  which  we  shall  never  quite 
understand.  With  us,  and  equally  with 
the  English,  the  eminent  poet  who  ad- 
vocates low  tariff  or  the  noted  actor  who 
bursts  forth  on  the  Irish  question  gets 
but  scanty  attention.  With  the  Latins 
it  is  different.  If  you  paint  or  write  or 
dance  or  sing  supremely  well,  then  have 
you  weight  in  politics — hence  the  ex- 


traordinary influence  of  D’Annunzio  in 
Italy. 

Mostly,  however,  Tortola  talked 
about  her  art;  that  was  when  the 
Anglo-Saxons  among  us,  and  especially 
the  women,  drew  closer  and  listened. 

She  spoke  of  the  native  Spanish  dance 
and  its  changes  throughout  the  ages,  of 
the  Greek  dance,  the  Hindu  dance,  the 
Hawaiian  interpretive  dancing.  In  quick 
phrases  she  gave  her  opinion — usually 
generous — of  Isadora  Duncan,  of  Maud 
Allen,  of  La  Argentinita,  of  Loie  Fuller, 
who,  as  a pioneer,  she  admired  most  of 
all.  _ 

“What  about  thegipsy  dance?”  asked 
one  of  our  women  on  this  particular 
afternoon.  “Have  you  ever  tried  that?” 

“I  have  tried  it,  madame,”  said  La 
Tortola,  “and  failed  miserably.  The 
gipsy  dance  is  for  the  strange  gipsy 
heart.  Look.  I went  from  Madrid  to 
Seville  once  to  take  lessons — I had  a 
project  to  introduce  a gipsy  suite  at  the 
Royal  Theater.  I tried.  Long  days  I 
rehearsed.  But  I could  no  more  do  it 
than” — La  Tortola  cast  about  for  a 
simile — “than  one  could  run  an  auto- 
mobile without  petrol.  The  gipsy  dance 
is  locked  in  the  gipsy  heart.  And  the 
Gitanos  of  Spain  are  gipsies  no  longer. 
They  live  among  us  in  towns.  They 
marry  with  us.  They  work  at  trades. 
Only  one  remains — from  her  I took 
lessons. 

“She  is  an  old,  old  woman,”  continued 
Tortola  (afterward,  I say  here,  I met  the 
old,  old  woman.  She  was,  according  to 
her  own  confession,  thirty-eight  and 
looked  thirty-five,  showing  that  age  is 
mostly  a question  of  latitude) — “an  old, 
old  woman,  and  stone  deaf  from  her 
birth.  She  either  dances  by  her  sense  of 
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vibration  from  the  guitars,  or  she  makes 
the  guitars  follow  her  steps — I never 
could  be  sure  which.  That  is  why  they 
call  her  La  Sorda — the  deaf  woman. 
The  gipsy  heart  lives  in  her.  She  dances 
in  a cheap  den  at  Seville,  where  working- 
men and  soldiers  go  to  drink  their  wine 
on  Saturday  nights.  Yes” — in  answer 
to  a glance  from  one  of  our  women — “it 
is  a place  where  a foreign  lady  can  go  if 
she  has  an  escort,  though  few  Spanish 
ladies  would.  Everything  is  allowed  to 
the  tourist.  I suppose  that  few  tourists 
have  ever  seen  La  Sorda.  They  go  to  see 
the  Spanish  dance — just  pretty — so.  La 
Sorda  dances  for  Seville.  If  you  wish  to 
see  her — Here — ” and  Tortola  wrote 
in  the  fly-leaf  of  my  guide-book  an  ad- 
dress. “Go,”  she  added,  “late  at  night.” 

Nothing,  at  the  moment,  seemed  less 
likely  than  that  I should  visit  Seville  on 
that  trip,  for  the  western  front  and  the 
spring  offensive  of  1917  were  calling. 
But  when  I had  finished  the  business 
which  led  me  to  Madrid,  I found  the 
French  border  closed  for  a week.  So  I 
traveled  south  to  Andalusia  in  order  to 
look  into  German  influences.  I had  for- 
gotten all  about  La  Sorda  until  one 
morning  when  I came  across  that  note 
on  the  fly-leaf  of  my  guide-book;  and,  as 
always  when  in  doubt,  I consulted  Jos6. 
He  is  a useful  person  of  many  trades, 
this  Jos4.  At  the  moment,  he  was  acting 
mainly  as  courier  for  the  Allied  con- 
sulates— a document  dropped  into  the 
ordinary  mail  during  this  period  might 
as  well  have  been  despatched  to  the 
German  Embassy.  On  the  side,  he  was 
guide,  interpreter,  and  friend  to  all 
Frenchmen,  Englishmen,  or  Americans 
visiting  Seville  that  year  on  official  and 
semi-official  business;  still  farther  on  the 
side,  he  would,  if  encouraged,  do  a little 
business  with  antiques  whose  genuine- 
ness he  positively  guaranteed.  When  he 
looked  at  you  with  his  soft,  guileless 
black  eyes  and  his  engaging  smile  you 
had  to  believe  the  guaranty.  To  Jos6  I 
showed  that  entry  in  my  guide-book. 

“Ah  yes,  La  Sorda,”  said  Jos6.  “I 
well  know  La  Sorda.  My  wife,  seftor,  is 


a Gitano.  She  is  whaff  you  call  relate 
distant  to  La  Sorda.  Tortola  speak 
trut’.  She  alone  dance  the  gipsy  dance. 
It  is  gone.  My  wife  saw  it  twenty  times, 
a hundred  times,  when  she  was  a little 
girl.  They  dance  it  in  camps,  in  the 
caves  by  Granada — but  they  are  all 
dead,  gone,  except  La  Sorda.  You  go 
with  me — the  sefiora  may  come  too  if 
I am  there — ” Jos6  beamed  with  father- 
ly patronage  on  my  wife.  “And  if  you 
go  to-night,  I will  bring  La  Sorda  from 
the  stage — I will  what  you  call  eentro- 
duce  her.  No?” 

That  Saturday  night  at  nine  o’clock 
Jos4  guided  us  by  narrow  streets, 
under  mysterious  overhanging  balconies, 
through  the  pleasant  chatter  of  the  mer- 
riest little  city  on  this  planet,  to  a quar- 
ter of  small  shops  and  wide-open,  poor 
eaf£s  where  drivers,  farmers,  and  em- 
bryo bull-fighters  sipped  cordial  and 
coffee.  By  a brilliantly  lighted  doorway 
he  led  us  along  a narrow  passage  and 
through  a plain  pine  door  whose  opening 
let  in  not  only  light,  but  the  hoarse, 
male  babble  of  a crowd.  We  were  in  the 
upper  box-tier  of  a very  small,  very  inti- 
mate, and  very  smoky  theater.  The 
floor  below  was  aligned  so  thickly  with 
little,  round  tables  that  the  overworked 
waiters  were  hard  put  to  force  a passage 
between  them;  and  every  table  was 
rimmed  with  lolling,  chattering  young 
Spanish  men,  their  clothing  soiled  with 
country  mud,  their  dark  faces  looking  as 
though  they  had  been  hacked  out  of 
mahogany  with  a jack-knife.  The  gray- 
blue  uniforms  of  Spanish  soldiers  slashed 
with  color  the  dark  mass  of  the  floor. 
They  were  all  young,  very  young;  most 
of  them  mere  boys,  getting  their  first 
taste  of  life. 

Above  this  floor  was  a row  of  boxes, 
or  rather  stalls,  like  the  one  we  now 
occupied;  and  opposite  the  entrance  was 
a very  little  stage,  its  handkerchief  of  an 
advertising  curtain  now  lowered.  In  a 
stall  across  from  us  sat  some  town  sport 
and  his  girl.  At  a corner  table  near  the 
stage  were  four  or  five  young  women, 
white  or  saffron-colored  shawls  with 
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gaudy  brocaded  embroidery  drawn 
about  their  sloping  shoulders.  These 
were  performers,  waiting  for  their  turns, 
and  meantime  talking  with  favored 
patrons.  Otherwise,  except  for  the  lady 
in  our  box,  there  was  no  woman  in  this 
man’s  audience. 

An  orchestra  of  guitars,  whose  players 
sat  at  a table  before  the  stage,  began  a 
strumming  rhythm,  and  the  little  cur- 
tain rose  laboriously  to  show  a pretty 
young  girl  in  a fringed  shawl,  one  rose 
lightening  her  midnight  hair.  To  the 
guitars  she  danced  the  conventional 
Spanish  step  with  its  shrug  of  the  shoul- 
ders, its  stampings,  its  castanets,  and  its 
free,  full,  striding  step.  The  curtain  had 
not  yet  fallen  on  this  turn  when  Jos6, 
who  had  been  out  exploring,  returned  to 
our  box  and  ushered  in  La  Sorda. 

She  seemed,  at  first,  almost  commoik- 
place.  She  was,  indeed,  rather  dumpy  of 
figure;  though  her  step,  as  she  came  into 
the  box,  was  light,  she  had  about  her  no 
suggestion  of  the  lithe  dancer.  She  was 
dressed  in  her  working-clothes — a plain 
foulard  evening  gown  of  black  with  a 
little  white  figure,  a skimpy,  fringed, 
white  Spanish  shawl  about  her  shoulders, 
a pair  of  red-satin  slippers,  adorned  with 
pompons,  on  her  small  feet.  All  these 
garments  looked  old  and  a little  faded, 
as  though  they  had  been  cleansed  and  re- 
cleansed. In  her  black  hair,  bound 
tightly  about  her  head,  was  a single  car- 
nation, faded  with  the  heat  and  smoke 
of  that  den. 

She  was  dark  of  countenance,  even 
more  than  is  common  in  Spain,  and,  at 
first  glance,  her  face  was  not  striking  at 
all,  which  is  also  uncommon  among  the 
Spanish  and  their  adopted  brethren,  the 
gipsies.  Her  nose,  small,  straight,  fine, 
topped  a broad,  expressive  mouth.  Her 
eyes  were  jetty  black,  but  they  had 
neither  the  languor  nor  the  occasional 
flashing  boldness  of  the  regular  Spanish 
eye.  Rather  were  they  veiled  with  the 
mystery  of  her  race.  The  expression,  as  I 
read  it  then,  had  a kind  of  good-humored 
serenity.  You  liked  the  woman  on  first 
glance;  but  equally,  you  would  never 


have  picked  her  for  an  unusual  per- 
sonage. 

“You  must  speak  to  her  through  me,” 
said  Jos6,  in  English,  as  he  introduced 
her  and  set  for  her  a chair.  “She  reads 
the  lips,  and  Spanish  must  be  perfect 
in  order  that  she  understan’.  I suggest 
also  that  you  order  the  drinks.  It  is  here 
customar’.” 

I obeyed.  When  the  waiter,  having 
apparently  prepared  himself  for  heavy 
tourist  trade  from  our  box,  entered  with 
a bottle  of  cheap  sherry  and  four  glasses. 

La  Sorda  rose  as  one  accustomed  to 
serve,  and  poured  our  drinks.  I had  for- 
gotten both  stage  and  audience  up  to 
this  moment.  But  when  La  Sorda  raised 
her  glass,  a babble  erupted  on  the  floor 
below.  “Eh-eh-eh-e-eh!”  cried  the 
crowd  in  concert,  the  shout  ending  in  a 
long-drawn^hoarse  male  cry  as  La  Sorda 
touched  the  rim  with  her  lips.  She  stood 
at  the  edge  of  the  box,  laughing  the 
frank,  unaffected  laughter  of  a child  as 
she  waved  her  glass  toward  the  audi- 
ence. Babble  broke  out  again;  not  in 
concert  this  time,  but  confused — a hun- 
dred men  shouting  independently.  Sud- 
denly, La  Sorda’s  laughter  rippled  down 
to  a smile  and  her  eyes  fixed  themselves 
intently  on  a far  comer  of  the  floor 
below.  So  she  stood  for  an  instant;  then 
her  lips  began  to  move,  though  she  made 
no  sound.  Again  she  fixed  her  eyes;  and 
now  she  was  laughing  that  same  merry, 
contagious  laugh. 

“She  reads  their  lips,”  said  Jos6.  “So 
far  away  that  you  and  I could  not  hear 
at  all,  she  reads  lips.  And  the  old  pa- 
trons have  learn’  to  read  her  lips.  So  she 
talks  across  the  place  in  all  this  noise.” 

La  Sorda,  still  laughing,  turned  to  us 
and  spoke  in  Andalusian  slang,  with  the 
even,  unaccented  voice  of  the  stone  deaf. 

“The  sefiora  is  dark  of  the  complex- 
ion,” said  Jose.  “The  sefiora  wears  a 
broad  hat.  Of  consequence  they  think 
she  is  Spanish  and  an  artiste , and  they 
ask  La  Sorda  if  she  is  a new  dancer  and 
will  dance  for  us  to-night.  Because  of 
which  La  Sorda  makes  a joke  for  them 
to  laugh.” 
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The  guitars  strummed  again,  and  the 
curtain  rose  to  another  lithe  young  girl 
and  another  Spanish  dance.  I leave  La 
Sorda  for  a moment  to  comment  on  the 
strangeness  of  Spain  and  Spaniards.  I 
sat  in  that  place  from  nine  until  two, 
watching  crowds  of  young  mechanics, 
drivers,  private  soldiers,  clerks,  go  into 
storms  of  enthusiastic  applause  over  a 
program  of  eighteen  turns  which,  with 
one  exception,  consisted  solely  of  danc- 
ing. The  exception  was  a girl  in  a plain 
linen  suit  who  sang  to  her  own  guitar  the 
wailing  folk-songs  of  Seville,  of  Granada, 
and  of  Algeciras.  Nor — again  with  one 
exception — was  any  of  the  dancing  in  the 
slightest  degree  improper.  This  excep- 
tion was  mild,  and  it  was  the  least  suc- 
cessful turn  of  the  evening.  You  could 
not  imagine  this  in  any  other  white 
man’s  land.  Like  their  universal  rage  for 
the  bull-fight,  like  their  way  of  doing 
business,  like  their  politics,  it  illustrates 
the  mysterious  difference  of  the  Spanish, 
which  is  sometimes  an  irritation  and 
always  a charm. 

Tortola  Valencia,  in  her  discourses  on 
international  politics,  used  again  and 
again  the  phrase  “Europe — and  Spain.” 

Meantime,  La  Sorda  had  discovered 
my  army  field-glasses,  which  I had 
brought  along  in  case  we  might  be  seated 
far  back  in  the  house.  To  her  they  were 
a new  object,  and  a miracle.  A little, 
bubbling  laugh  broke  the  habitual  good- 
humored  serenity  of  her  expression.  She 
tried  them  on  the  opposite  box,  and  gave 
the  wondering  “Oh!”  of  a child  at  seeing 
faces  come  so  very  near. 

“She  say  it  is  the  first  time  such  objec’ 
was  ever  in  this  place,”  said  Jos£,  trans- 
lating, “and  she  say  the  house  is  now 
quite  fashionable — no?” 

The  curtain  was  drawn  now,  and  the 
audience  caught  this  bit  of  by-play.  La 
Sorda  turned  the  glasses  on  this  face 
and  that,  picked  up  the  remarks  from 
their  lips,  laughed  her  tinkling,  childish 
laugh,  and  returned  the  jokes  with  voice- 
less movements  of  her  own  lips.  Roars  of 
merriment  surged  over  the  house.  A 
soldier  took  up  two  empty  glasses,  put 
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them  to  his  eyes,  and  returned  the  stare. 
There  followed  a scramble  for  glasses;  in 
a moment  the  house  below  was  a pool  of 
great  frogs’  eyes  all  staring  at  us.  Then 
the  leader  of  the  guitar  orchestra 
pounded  vigorously  for  order,  the  guitars 
strummed,  and  the  curtain  rose  for  an- 
other turn. 

“Watch  this  one,”  said  La  Sorda,  her 
face  resuming  its  deep  serenity.  “She 
is  a pupil  of  mine  in  the  Spanish  dance. 

If  she  does  well,  she  goes  to  Granada  for 
a regular  engagement.” 

She  did  well,  this  slip  of  a blonde 
seventeen-year-old,  with  her  childish 
awkwardness  but  pointing  her  litheness 
of  young  movement;  and  when  the  ap- 
plause was  done  La  Sorda  excused  her- 
self. 

“I  am  next,”  she  said,  “and  there  are 
things  to  do  before  the  curtain  rises.” 
She  descended  to  the  floor;  we  watched 
her  thread  her  way  past  the  tables  to  the 
door  beside  the  stage.  From  every  table 
they  called  to  her  or  held  out  detaining 
hands,  which  she  evaded,  smiling.  Twice 
she  stopped  and  chatted  a moment  with 
old  patrons.  Plainly,  she  was  queen  of 
this  place.  It  revolved  about  La  Sorda, 
had  its  being  because  of  her. 

She  vanished  through  the  door.  The 
audience  faced  the  stage  and  settled  to 
something  like  quiet  for  the  Big  Turn.  v 

I don’t  know  how  to  describe  it.  To 
do  it  justice,  both  the  reader  and  I 
should  have  to  understand  the  technique 
of  dancing,  which,  being  Americans, 
neither  of  us  does.  Even  then  it  would 
be  like  explaining  to  an  Occidental 
painter,  who  had  never  seen  a Japanese 
print,  just  how  or  why  a Japanese  print 
may  be  beautiful. 

When  the  curtain  rose,  seven  people 
sat  on  two  benches  behind  the  footlights. 

To  the  left,  dressed  in  Spanish  dancing 
costume  of  fringed  shawl,  skirts  flaring 
like  a petal,  tight  bodices,  were  two 
young  girls  who  had  danced  before. 
Next  them,  seeming  by  contrast  a rather 
shabby  figure  in  her  old  black  evening 
dress  and  her  skimpy  white  shawl,  sat 
La  Sorda.  Next  were  two  squat  men. 
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in  ordinary  day  clothes  and  checked, 
cravatless  flannel  shirts,  holding  guitars. 
Finally  came  two  old  women,  dumpy  of 
figure  and  gray  of  hair.  That  was  all; 
no  scenery,  and,  except  for  the  two 
young  girls  at  the  end,  no  costuming  nor 
make-up.  The  two  guitarists  struck  up  a 
staccato  rhythm  in  a minor  key.  Sud- 
denly the  whole  company,  their  legs  go- 
ing like  pistons,  began  a stamping  which 
sounded  like  the  roll  of  a bass  drum.  Into 
this  rhythm  burst  a hard  clapping  of 
their  hands — a sound  like  that  of  casta- 
nets or  snare-drums.  This  drum-beating 
became  faster  and  more  continuous,  and 
the  wailing  of  the  guitars  rose  louder. 
One  of  the  young  girls  sprang  to  her  feet, 
then  the  other;  and  they  danced  wildly. 
The  steps  seemed  to  me  those  of  the 
Spanish  dance,  and  I saw  nothing  un- 
usual in  the  performance  except  that  it 
was  faster,  a little  more  abandoned  than 
any  of  the  performances  which  I had 
seen  in  Madrid;  also  there  were  curious 
attitudes  of  the  hands  and  the  body. 

The  two  girls,  with  a final  pirouette, 
sank  to  a bow;  the  applause,  which  had 
been  going  on  by  bursts,  grew  to  a roar 
as  La  Sorda  rose,  beamed  a serene  smile 
which  had,  somehow,  nothing  of  the 
stage  about  it,  advanced  to  the  foot- 
lights. 

And  La  Sorda  danced  the  gipsy  dance. 
Watching  her  after  the  others  was  like 
watching  Hal  Chase  play  first  base  after 
witnessing  a high-school  game,  like 
watching  Sothem  act  “Hamlet”  after 
hearing  it  recited  by  a village  elocutionist. 
Crouched  in  the  posture  of  an  Indian  on 
the  trail,  she  began  with  a rolling  stamp- 
ing of  her  feet.  Straightening  up  as  she 
went  on,  she  threw  head  and  torso  back 
and  whirled  in  a wild  step.  There  was 
beauty  in  every  pose  and  movement. 
It  was  mounting  toward  beauty  inex- 
pressible when  arms,  hands,  and  torso 
began  to  fall  into  poses  almost  gro- 
tesque, like  those  of  the  Japanese  stage. 
Now  her  mysterious  eyes  shot  fire,  now 
they  grew  soft;  but  always,  they  pro- 
jected across  the  footlights  a current  of 
personality.  Had  you  seen  but  her  head. 


you  must  have  watched,  just  for  the  play 
of  her  expression.  “The  gipsy  heart!” 
You  began  to  see  and  understand  now 
what  Tortola  Valencia  meant;  why  none 
but  a gipsy  could  express  it.  With  the 
music  and  the  motion  you  felt  long,  free 
nights  under  the  stars,  the  beating  of 
wild  wings  of  the  soul — and  then — snap! 
— she  had  slid  into  a series  of  grotesque 
poses  and  you  were  the  gipsy  trickster, 
selling  doctored  horses,  whispering  gross 
flatteries  over  a lady’s  palm,  and  doing 
it  not  so  much  for  the  money  as  to  satisfy 
your  own  untamed,  whimsical  sense  of 
humor.  Then  it  beat  wilder  and  wilder, 
to  a crescendo  of  stamping,  clapping, 
beats  of  the  guitars,  and  you  were  the 
gipsy  with  his  soul  free,  all  his  pagan 
longings  fulfilled.  You  were  the  soaring 
birds,  the  winds,  the  air — a sudden  roll 
of  clapping,  and  La  Sorda  had  stopped, 
panting  a little,  bowing.  . . . They  en- 
cored her  again  and  again,  until  she  had 
to  refuse  with  a gesture,  to  signal  for  the 
curtain. 

During  the  enire’acte,  she  came  into 
the  audience  on  the  way  to  our  stall. 
Her  appearance  brought  another  ova- 
tion. Men  rose  from  their  seats  and 
dapped  their  hands  in  her  very  face. 
Then  she  came  back  among  us,  panting 
a little,  wearing  again  that  expression  of 
good-humored  serenity.  So,  presently, 
while  the  house  partly  cleared  and  partly 
refilled,  while  the  program  began  again 
with  the  purely  Spanish  dancers.  La 
Sorda  talked  to  us  of  many  things.  Jose, 
seated  just  across  the  little  table  from 
her,  took  the  conversation  from  her,  and 
translated;  she,  leaning  on  her  elbows, 
spelled  our  answers  from  his  lips.  Occa- 
sionally, when  she  wished  to  be  em- 
phatic, she  would  shift  her  gaze  from  his 
mouth  to  our  faces  and  smile  or  nod  or 
drive  in  her  point  with  a slow,  dignified 
Spanish  gesture.  It  is  La  Sorda  speak- 
ing now,  though  in  the  voice  of  Jose,  and 
I shall  smooth  out  his  struggles  with 
English. 

“I  was  bom  deaf,”  said  La  Sorda. 
“They  say  I could  distinguish  some 
sound  before  I was  five.  I think  so  my- 
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self,  because  I seem  to  remember  what 
hearing  is  like.  But  it  all  went  finally, 
and  I learned  the  deaf-and-dumb  alpha- 
bet. Then  my  mother  showed  me  how 
to  speak  and  to  read  the  lips.  Mother 
learned  it  from  a teacher  of  the  deaf.  I 
had  spoken  a little,  already,  before  I was 
five,  so  that  was  not  hard.  It  was  many 
years  before  I could  read  the  lips.” 

“And  when  did  you  begin  to  dance?” 

“I  don’t  know.  My  mother  loved 
dancing — she  danced  gipsy  fashion. 
When  I was  little  I danced  with  her. 
There  were  others  who  taught  me — 
when  I was  a child  many  old  women  were 
still  doing  the  real  gipsy  dance.  I learned 
from  them  in  Gitano  camps  when  they 
came  to  Seville,  and  over  by  the  caves 
at  Granada.  When  I began  really  to 
dance,  my  cousin  played  the  guitar  for 
me.  By  and  by  I could  catch  the  vibra- 
tion of  the  guitar  a little — feel  it  in  my 
fingers.  I don’t  know  why,  but  the 
guitars  are  always  with  me  and  I with 
the  guitars.” 

“Tortola  told  me  that  the  gipsy  dance 
cannot  be  taught — to  any  one  but  an 
old-fashioned  gipsy.” 

“It  is  true.  Many  people  come  for 
lessons.  They  cannot  learn.  La  Argen- 
tinita  was  here  last  month.”  La  Argen- 
tinita,  a slender,  appealing,  pretty  girl 
from  the  Argentine,  who  could  make 
castanets  talk,  was  at  this  period  the 
newest  craze  in  Madrid. 

“Whenever  she  tried,  she  was  only 
graceful  and  Spanish — so.”  And  the 
hands  and  arms  of  La  Sorda  flowed  into 
a sweeping,  billowy  gesture.  “But  an- 
other woman  does  it.  She  dances  in 
Granada.  She  is  better  than  I.  You 
see,  I am  thirty-eight  and  not  so  supple 
as  I used  to  be.  And  lately  I am  trou- 
bled with  the  breath.  I must  be  here 
from  nine  in  the  evening  until  four  in 
the  morning,  dancing  three  times  every 
night.  The  air  of  this  place  is  smoky,  as 
you  see.  Then  distinguished  patrons 
come,  and  I must  often  sit  and  drink 
wine  with  them.  I usually  pretend  I am 
drinking  when  I am  not” — here  La 
Sorda  gave  again  her  tinkling  laugh  of  an 
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amused  child — “but  sometimes  they 
catch  me  and  I must  drink  a little.  All 
that  is  very  bad  for  the  breathing  and  I 
must  have  breath  to  dance  my  best.” 

We  paid  her  some  compliments  then; 
told  her,  through  Jose,  what  we  thought 
of  her  performance,  what  Tortola  Valen- 
cia and  others  had  said.  Through  all 
that  she  merely  smiled  and  maintained 
her  serene  expression. 

“Did  you  ever  dance  outside  of  Se- 
ville?” I asked,  in  the  end.  “I  should 
think  you  Would  be  a furore  abroad.” 

“I  have  had  two  offers,”  said  La 
Sorda.  “One,  years  ago,  I nearly  ac- 
cepted. A very  rich  manager  from  the 
Argentine  saw  me  and  wanted  to  take 
me  to  Buenos  Aires.  But  I could  not 
leave  my  mother.” 

“ But  they  got  you  to  Madrid  once,” 
said  Jose. 

“ Yes,  that  is  true,”  replied  La  Sorda, 
laughing  again,  “for  two  weeks.  It  was 
a three  months’  engagement.  But  after 
two  weeks  I found  I could  not  live  away 
from  my  mother.  I told  them  to  keep 
their  money,  and  came  back.” 

We  did  not  ask  the  obvious  question — 
why  she  did  not  take  mother  along? 
Somehow,  by  these  and  other  references. 

La  Sorda  made  it  plain  that  mother  was 
an  irremovable  fixture  of  Seville.  As 
soon  think  of  moving  the  cathedral  or 
the  Alhambra  to  Madrid  or  Buenos 
Aires  as  to  displace  mother! 

“So  I stay  in  Seville,”  concluded  La 
Sorda,  “and  play  here  nights,  and  in  the 
afternoon  I give  lessons  in  the  Spanish 
dance — and  in  the  gipsy  dance  to  those 
who  think  they  can  learn.” 

“I  wonder,”  I said  to  Jose  in  English, 
“how  much  money  she  gets  for  all  this? 

If  she  had  gone  to  Madrid  or  the  Argen- 
tine she  would  have  earned  the  salaiy 
of  a bull-fighter.  She  might  be  a rich 
woman.” 

“ Oh,  she  won’t  mind  telling  you  in  the 
least,”  said  Jos£.  Her  attention  was 
turned  from  us  for  a moment;  she  was 
holding  a smiling  exchange  of  lip-reading 
with  some  one  on  the  floor.  Jos6 
touched  her  arm. 
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“La  Sorda,”  he  asked -in  Spanish, 
“what  do  they  pay  you  here?” 

“Four  pesetas  a night,”  said  La  Sorda. 

Four  pesetas  is  eighty  cents.  Spanish 
incomes  are  incredibly  small. 

“And  how  much  for  your  teaching?” 
pursued  Jose. 

“Two  to  four  pesetas  an  hour,”  re- 
plied La  Sorda.  She  tossed  off  these  fig- 
ures in  a careless  aside;  she  was  laughing 
now  at  some  joke  from  a far  comer  of 
the  audience. 

“Sometimes  rich  patrons  give  her 
presents,”  said  Jose,  on  his  own  account. 
“She  has  bought  with  these  presents  a 
little  house  across  the  river.  There  she 
lives  with  her  mother,  and  her  cousin 
cooks  for  them.  She  lives  very  well,  as 
things  go  with  the  Gitanos.” 

I watched  her  then,  still  chatting 
across  the  noise  to  people  on  the  floor; 
spying,  with  her  art  of  lip-reading,  on  a 
dozen  conversations,  all  of  which  amused 
her,  and  quite  oblivious  to  us.  In  Madrid, 
which  loves  dancing  and  novelty,  she 
would  have  been  a craze.  With  a Mad- 
rid reputation  she  might  have  gone  on 
to  the  Argentine  and  to  all  rich,  lavish 
Latin  America.  Suites  at  luxurious 
hotels,  jewels,  automobiles,  the  company 
of  the  rich  and  great  in  all  the  Spanish 
world — this  was  the  prospect  open  to  La 


Sorda  when,  years  ago,  she  went  to 
Madrid.  If  she  were  of  a saving  nature, 
she  might  have  had  much  money.  Her 
very  affliction  would  have  served  as  a 
priceless  instrument  for  her  press  agent. 

Yet  here  she  was,  with  her  expression 
of  good-humored  serenity  and  her  easy, 
tinkling  laughter  of  a child,  dancing  for 
the  boys  of  Seville  in  a small,  dingy 
theater,  working  hard  for  an  income 
which  could  not  possibly  exceed,  regu- 
larly, fifteen  dollars  a week.  Still — that 
expression,  that  laugh — Suddenly  I 
realized  that  the  elusive  bluebird  of  hap- 
piness had  for  a moment  brushed  us  with 
his  wings.  She,  this  deaf  woman  of  Se- 
ville, was  plying  an  art  in  which  she  was 
supreme,  loving  it,  confident  in  it. 
Every  night  she  gained  that  instant, 
generous  applause  which  is  the  consola- 
tion of  the  actor.  No  Irving  in  London, 
no  Booth  in  New  York,  got  quicker  or 
more  hearty  appreciation  than  she  in 
that  obscure,  drab  quarter  of  a Spanish 
provincial  city.  She  was  queen  in  her  lit- 
tle world;  it  existed  for  her,  because  of 
her;  it  loved  her,  that  queer  little  world, 
amused  her,  satisfied  her.  Above  all, 
she  was  doing  well  a job  which  she  loved. 
Between  acts  of  that  gigantic  drama  of 
unhappiness  being  played  to  the  north, 
I had  encountered  the  happy  life. 


THE  SHEPHERDS 

BY  LAURA  SPENCER  PORTOR 

THEY  never  sought;  nay,  they  but  woke  and  came 
Quickly;  nor  paused  they  to  bring 
Gifts  to  the  Little  King; — 

No  gems  had  they,  nor  a remembered  name. 

E’en  while  they  knelt,  three  Wise  Men  worshiping. 
Over  the  desert  rode  afar, 

Patient,  and  sought  a star; — 

Yet  came  too  late  to  hear  the  angels  sing. 

Oh,  wake  us,  make  us  simple,  make  us  mild! 

Spare  us  the  desert  thirst  and  fears, 

The  garnered  gems,  and  years! 

Oh,  bring  us  to  Thee  quickly,  Holy  Child. 
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BY  W.  D.  HOWELLS 


ALL  my  life  I have  been  afraid  of 
l\  death.  I think  the  like  is  true  of 
every  one,  and  I think  it  is  also  true 
that  now,  when  old  and  nearer  death,  in 
the  order  of  life,  than  ever  before,  I am 
less  afraid  of  dying  than  when  I was 
young  and  naturally  far  from  it.  I be- 
lieve this  again  is  true  of  all  men,  but  it 
may  not  be  at  all  true  of  others..  Perhaps 
in  age,  as  in  sickness,  when  the  vital 
forces  are  lowered  we  lose  something  of 
that  universal  and  perpetual  dread,  un- 
til, as  observation,  ft  not  experience, 
teaches,  we  survive  it  altogether  and 
make  the  good  end  common  to  the  dying. 

Apparently  the  fear  of  death  does  not 
always  mount  with  the  loss  of  faith  in  a 
life  hereafter,  but  sometimes  the  con- 
trary. Until  I was  thirty-five  years  old 
I had  no  question  but  if  I died  I should 
live  again;  yet  the  swift  loss  of  that 
faith,  through  the  almost  universal  lapse 
of  it  in  the  prevailing  agnosticism  of  the 
eighteen-seventies  and  ’eighties,  was  a 
relief  from  that  fear.  I had  hitherto 
felt  that,  being  a sinner,  as  I did  not 
doubt  I was,  I should  suffer  for  my 
sins  after  death;  yet,  now  that  the  fear 
of  hell  was  effectively  gone,  a certain 
stress  was  lifted  from  me  which  had 
weighed  upon  my  soul.  When  I was  a 
well-grown  boy  I used  to  pray  before  I 
slept  at  night  that  I might  not  die  before 
morning  and  that  I might  not  go  to  hell, 
but  neither  of  my  petitions  had  been 
inspired  by  the  wise  and  kind  doctrine 
of  Swedenborg  which  I had  been  taught 
from  my  earliest  years,  and  so  I must 
suppose  that  my  terror  was  a remnant 
of  the  ancestral,  the  anthropoidal  fear 
which  once  possessed  all  human  life. 

In  age,  in  youth,  most  people  be- 
lieve in  God  because  they  cannot  deny 


the  existence  of  a cause  of  things.  The 
universe  did  not  happen  of  itself,  though 
we  may,  in  middle  life,  say  so  sometimes: 
Even  then  I felt  that  there  was  a Creator 
of  Heaven  and  Earth,  but  I had  not  the 
sense  of  a Father  in  Heaven,  though 
I prayed  to  Him  every  night  by  that 
name.  I had  not  the  sense  of  loving 
Him,  though  I feared  Him  because  I 
knew  myself  a wrong-doer  in  my 
thoughts  and  deeds,  and  imagined  Him 
a just  judge.  The  fear  of  His  judgment 
has  passed  from  me  more  and  more  as  I 
have  grown  older;  but  at  no  time  have 
I thought  irreverently  of  Him  or  spoken 
so  of  Him.  Still  I have  not  affectionately 
prayed  to  Him  outside  of  the  Scriptural 
words.  I have  not  praised  Him  in  the 
terms  of  flattery  which  must,  if  He  is  the 
divine  consciousness  we  imagine  Him, 
make  Him  sick  at  heart.  I do  not  say 
this  is  the  case  with  other  old  men,  but 
I note  it  in  my  own  case  with  whatever 
humility  the  utmost  piety  would  have. 

My  fear  of  Him  has  not  grown  upon 
me;  neither  do  I think  it  has  lessened, 
as  it  seems  to  me  my  fear  of  death  has. 
There  is  apparently  no  reason  for  this 
diminishing  dread,  and  I do  not  account 
for  it  as  a universal  experience.  There 
seems  to  be  a shrinkage  of  the  emotions 
as  of  the  forces  from  youth  to  age. 
When  we  are  young  life  fills  us  full  to 
the  verge  of  being  and  leaves  us  no  van- 
tage-point from  which  we  have  any  per- 
spective of  ourselves.  For  instance,  I 
cannot  recall  inquiring  what  I was  at 
twenty,  thirty,  forty,  fifty,  and  hardly  at 
sixty,  as  I am  now  inquiring  what  I am 
at  eighty-two,  though  I have  always 
been  keenly  interested  in  the  analysis  of 
life  and  character.  But  experience  grows 
with  age,  and  the  study  of  it  may  be 
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the  last  stage  of  introspection,  though 
hardly,  I should  say,  could  it  prevail  till 
ninety  or  after. 

The  greatest  and  most  dramatic 
shrinkage  of  consciousness  is,  of  course, 
that  which  follows  from  the  cooling  of 
the  passions,  and  is  something  appar- 
ently quite  physical.  Love  at  its  best 
means  marriage,  and  is  altogether  the 
most  beautiful  thing  in  life.  It  is  never 
self-consciously  ridiculous,  though  often 
ridiculous  enough  to  the  witness.  Its 
perversion  is  the  ugliest  thing  in  life  and 
the  shamefulest,  but  for  a day,  for  an 
hour  of  its  bliss,  one  would  give  all  one’s 
other  years;  yet  it  does  not  escape  the 
imperfection  which  mars  everything. 
The  best  of  existence,  the  home  and  the 
children,  proceed  from  it;  without  it 
there  can  be  no  death,  and  the  rending  of 
the  dearest  ties  and  the  anguish  of  grief 
come  from  love,  too;  the  grave  as  well 
as  the  home  awaits  it. 

There  are  faults  which  age  redeems  us 
from,  and  there  are  virtues  which  turn 
to  vices  with  the  lapse  of  years.  The 
worst  of  these  is  thrift,  which  in  early 
and  middle  life  it  is  wisdom  and  duty  to 
practise  for  a provision  against  destitu- 
tion. As  time  goes  on  this  virtue  is  apt 
to  turn  into  the  ugliest,  crudest,  shab- 
biest of  the  vices.  Then  the  victim  of  it 
finds  himself  hoarding  past  all  probable 
need  of  saving  for  himself  or  those  next 
him,  to  the  deprivation  of  the  remoter 
kindred  of  the  race.  In  the  earlier  time 
when  gain  was  symbolized  by  gold  or 
silver,  the  miser  had  a sensual  joy  in  the 
touch  of  his  riches,  in  hearing  the  coins 
clink  in  their  fall  through  his  fingers,  and 
in  gloating  upon  their  increase  sensible 
to  the  hand  and  eye.  Then  the  miser 
had  his  place  among  the  great  figures  of 
misdoing;  he  was  of  a dramatic  effect, 
like  a murderer  or  a robber;  and  some- 
thing of  this  bad  distinction  clung  to  him 
even  when  his  specie  had  changed  to 
paper  currency,  the  clean,  white  notes 
of  the  only  English  bank,  or  the  green- 
backs of  our  innumerable  banks  of  issue; 
but  when  the  sense  of  riches  had  been 
transmuted  to  the  balance  in  his  favor  at 


his  banker’s,  or  the  bonds  in  his  drawer 
at  the  safety-deposit  vault,  all  splendor 
had  gone  out  of  his  vice.  His  bad  emi- 
nence was  gone,  but  he  clung  to  the  lust 
of  gain  which  had  ranked  him  with  the 
picturesque  or  histrionic  wrong-doers, 
and  which  only  ruin  from  without  could 
save  him  from,  unless  he  gave  his  rem- 
nant of  strength  to  saving  himself  from 
it.  Most  aging  men  are  sensible  of  all 
this,  but  few  have  the  frankness  of  that 
aging  man  who  once  said  that  he  who 
died  rich  died  disgraced,  and  died  the 
other  day  in  the  comparative  penury  of 
fifty  millions. 

Few  old  men  have  the  strength  to 
save  themselves  from  their  faults,  per- 
haps because  they  have  no  longer  the 
resilience  of  youth  in  any  sort.  It  would 
be  interesting  to  know  when  this  ceases 
in  mind  or  body;  but  without  calling 
other  dotards  to  ^witness,  I will  record 
that,  physically,  it  had  ceased  in  me 
half-way  through  my  seventies,  as  I once 
found  when  I jumped  from  a carriage  at 
the  suggestion  of  the  young  driver  who 
said  he  did  not  like  the  way  the  horse 
was  acting.  I myself  saw  nothing 
wrong  in  the  horse’s  behavior,  but  I 
reasoned  that  a driver  so  young  must 
know  better,  and  I struck  the  ground 
with  the  resilience  of  an  iron  casting  of 
the  same  weight. 

Yet  any  time  within  the  seventies  I 
should  say  that  one  still  felt  young  in 
body  if  not  in  mind;  after  that  one 
feels  young  oftenest  in  spirit;  a beau- 
tiful morning  will  go  far  to  find  the  joy 
of  youth  in  the  octogenarian,  as  a 
gloomy  sunset  will  find  the  pathos  of  it. 
I imagine,  in  fact,  that  youth  lurks 
about  in  holes  and  corners  of  us  as  long 
as  we  live,  but  we  must  not  make  too 
free  with  it.  We  may  go  a good  long 
walk  in  the  forenoon,  and  feel  the 
fresher;  but  we  must  not  be  tempted  to 
another  walk  in  the  afternoon,  lest  the 
next  morning  find  us  fully  as  old  as  we 
are.  Exercise  is  not  for  age  unless  it  is 
the  carnage  exercise  which  used  to  be 
prescribed  by  the  physicians  of  the  rich; 
certainly  not  motor  exercise,  which  is 
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almost  as  bad  as  walking  exercise.  A 
stick  helps  out,  but  it  will  not  do  so 
much  as  it  promises  on  an  up-hill  way. 
In  the  summer,  for  instance,  I live  in  a 
valley  with  the  sea  at  either  end  of  it, 
and  I can  traverse  the  intervening 
meadows  with  refreshment,  or  at  least 
without  exhaustion,  but  in  front  there 
has  grown  up  since  I was  seventy  a hill 
which  was  not  there  before  and  is  as 
surprising  as  the  effect  of  some  recent 
volcanic  upheaval.  When  I begin  to 
climb  this  strange  acclivity  I find  my 
stick  a very  lively  leg,  but  as  I mount  it 
falters  and  goes  lame;  and  before  I reach 
the  top  I think  I should  almost  be  better 
without  it.  Before  a certain  time  in  my 
later  seventies  I was  a quite  indefati- 
gable pedestrian,  but  one  night,  coming 
out  of  a theater  in  Boston,  I boldly 
crossed  the  Common  toward  my  hotel  on 
Beacon  Hill  till  it  began  to  rise  under  me. 
There  I began  to  sink  under  it,  and 
before  I reached  the  top  I despaired  in  a 
deadly  fatigue  which  was  probably  in 
part  the  effect  of  sitting  unmoved 
through  several  hours  in  the  theater.  I 
should  like  to  warn  all  octogenarians  to 
beware  of  resting  too  much;  there  is 
such  a thing  as  that  and  it  is  a very 
serious  thing. 

After  sixty  one  must  not  take  too 
many  chances  with  one’s  self;  but  I 
should  say  that  the  golden  age  of  man 
is  between  fifty  and  sixty,  when  one 
may  safely  take  them.  One  has  peace 
then  from  the  different  passions;  if  one 
has  been  tolerably  industrious  one  is 
tolerably  prosperous;  one  has  fairly 
learned  one’s  trade  or  has  mastered  one’s 
art;  age  seems  as  far  off  as  youth;  one 
is  not  so  much  afraid  of  death  as  earlier; 
one  likes  joking  as  much  as  ever  and 
loves  beauty  and  truth  as  much;  family 
cares  are  well  out  of  the  way;  if  one  has 
married  timely  one  no  longer  nightly 
walks  the  floor  with  even  the  youngest 
child;  the  marriage  ring  is  then  a circle 
half  rounded  in  eternity.  It  is  a blessed 
time;  it  is  indeed  the  golden  age,  and 
no  age  after  it  is  more  than  silvern.  The 
best  age  after  it  may  be  that  between 


eighty  and  ninety,  but  one  cannot  make 
so  sure  of  ninety  as  of  seventy  in  the 
procession  of  the  years,  and  that  is 
where  the  gold  turns  silver.  But  silver  is 
one  of  the  precious  metals,  too,  and  it 
need  not  have  any  alloy  of  the  baser 
ones.  I do  not  say  how  it  will  be  in  the 
years  between  ninety  and  a hundred; 
I am  not  yet  confronted  with  that  ques- 
tion. Still,  all  is  not  gold  between  eighty 
and  ninety  as  it  is  between  fifty  and 
sixty.  In  that  time,  if  one  has  made 
oneself  wanted  in  the  world,  one  is  still 
wanted;  but  between  eighty  and  ninety, 
if  one  is  still  wanted,  is  one  wanted  as 
much  as  ever?  It  is  a painful  question, 
but  one  must  not  shirk  it;  and  in  trying 
for  the  answer  one  must  not  do  less  than 
one’s  utmost,  at  a time  when  one’s  ut- 
most will  cost  more  effort  than  before. 
This  is  a disadvantage  of  living  so  long, 
but  we  cannot  change  the  conditioning 
if  we  wish  to  live. 

There  is  always  the  question  whether 
one  does  wish  to  live,  but  for  the  aver- 
agely happy  or  unhappy  man,  I should 
say  yes,  yes,  yes.  We  could  ignore  the 
fact  that  there  are  some  men  so  unhappy 
beyond  the  vast  average  that  they  can- 
not wish  to  live.  These  kill  themselves, 
but,  speaking  without  the  statistics,  I 
do  not  believe  these  are  often  people  of 
eighty  and  after.  Apparently  life  is  sel- 
dom so  unbearable  with  these  that  one 
almost  never  hears  of  their  suicide. 

The  young  mostly  think  the  old  are 
subjectively  dull  because  th^y  seem 
objectively  dull,  but  they  may  often 
seem  so  because  youth,  not  life,  is  unin- 
teresting. I have  known  only  one  octo- 
genarian who  was  not  interested  in  any 
phase  of  life,  who  no  longer  cared  to  hear 
or  tell  of  a new  thing  who  turned  from 
books  as  jadedly  as  from  men.  This 
might  have  been  because  he  had  known 
the  best  of  both  to  satiety.  If  one  is  of 
the  reading  habit  as  this  sad  sage  was  of, 
one  has,  by  eighty  and  after,  read  most 
of  the  best  books.  In  my  own  case, 
though,  I have  not  been  a measureless 
consumer  of  literature;  I have  devoured 
so  much  of  it  that  every  now  and  then 
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when  I propose  myself  some  novelty,  I 
cannot  find  the  desired  freshness  in 
books  which  I have  read  only  two  or 
three  times  before,  or  even  never  before. 
Yet,  not  counting  the  latest  poetry  and 
fiction,  I have  ignored  many  of  the 
things  which  most  people  have  read — 
some  very  signal  things,  in  fact.  I have 
been  rather  fond  of  reading  things 
many  times  over;  they  do  not  tire;  cer- 
tain passages  of  Shakespeare  which  I 
got  by  heart  when  I was  a boy — say 
Henry  V’s  heartless  snub  of  Falstaff 
when  the  new  King  must  call  his  joke- 
fellow  off,  or  things  out  of  “ Macbeth  ” 
or  “Othello.”  Tennyson  does  not  bear 
re-reading  like  Keats,  though  long  as 
much  my  favorite;  and  Heine  does  not, 
though  he  was  once  my  greatest  favorite. 
Yet  within  my  eighty-second  year  I have 
read  Don  Quixote  with  as  much  zest  as 
in  my  twelfth  year;  and  the  other  day 
I read  Milton’s  “Lycidas”  with  as  rich 
a woe  as  the  first  time. 

Literature  is  a universe  where  we  poor 
planets  swim  about  as  if  we  were  each 
no  greater  than  the  Earth  which  is  well- 
nigh  lost  in  its  own  little  solar  system. 
The  question  should  be  of  one’s  con- 
tinuing interest  in  public  questions,  and 
of  one’s  value  in  treating  of  them.  If  I 
were  boasting  here  of  senility  or  its  sig- 
nal usefulness  I would  allege  that  of  the 
octogenarian  who  seems  to  me  the  first 
of  those  publicists  among  us  in  address- 
ing the  sense  and  conscience  of  his  coun- 
trymen since  the  German  war  on  man- 
kind began. 

The  attitude  of  amaze  in  comparative 
youth  at  mere  superannuation  is  one  of 
the  hardest  things  which  the  old  have  to 
bear  from  their  juniors,  far  harder  than 
the  insult  of  Hamlet’s  mockery  of  Polo- 
nius.  Every  old  man  knows  the  truth 
about  physical  age,  and  it  can  only  hurt 
him  the  more  to  be  told  that  he  is  looking 
better  than  ever,  to  be  forced  to  smirk 
in  the  acceptance  or  refusal  of  the  false 
homage  offered  his  years  in  the  effort  to 
discount  them  for  him.  Let  us  alone,  I 
say,  and  we  can  bear  our  burden;  do 
not  add  the  weight  of  your  gross  kind- 


ness to  it.  We  know  that  we  have  won- 
derful alleviations  and  even  advantages; 
we  are  at  least  not  dead,  and  there  we 
are  at  least  equal  with  younger  men,  for 
at  the  end  of  the  ends  no  grade  of  junior- 
ity can  claim  more. 

I have  met  many  old  people,  and  I am 
glad  that  when  I was  younger  I did  not 
wish  to  praise  their  youthfulness  or  exalt 
their  abounding  health  and  vigor.  When 
I once  sat  next  to  Emerson  and  heard 
him  asking  his  other  next-hand  neighbor 
who  I was  when  I had  just  told  him  who 
that  neighbor  was,  I did  not  praise  his 
wonderful  memory.  I must  have  been 
saved  by  somehow  realizing  that  time 
would  do  all  the  needful  remembering 
of  him  and  eternity  for  him.  Loss  of 
memory  is  almost  the  first  infirmity  of 
noble  minds,  and  I am  proud  to  recall 
that  when  I was  little  more  than  thirty 
I clung  to  the  hand  of  a fellow-citizen 
and  tried  for  his  familiar  name,  a name 
as  idle  as  could  well  be.  I had  it  as  soon 
as  our  backs  were  turned,  and  I have 
never  since  lost  it,  or  been  the  richer  for 
it.  I was  young  then,  but  when  I was 
really  beginning  to  be  old  I found  myself 
at  Rome,  in  returning  to  the  use  of  my 
earlier  Italian,  often  failing  of  a word 
before  I realized  that  I had  first  failed 
of  the  English  of  it.  Now  I wander  in  a 
whirl  of  lost  words  which  I can  find  only 
by  first  defining  their  uses  to  myself. 
Then  the  name  wonderfully  appears  and 
I keep  it  a longer  or  shorter  time;  but 
meanwhile  I have  suffered.  The  worst 
case  of  forgetfulness  that  I remember 
was  the  name  of  a tree,  that  tree  which 
looks  an  evergreen  but  is  really  decidu- 
ous, the — There,  it  is  gone  again! 
No,  I have  it.  Larch , larch,  larch!  How 
could  I have  forgotten  it?  It  never  was 
serge,  at  all ! Tolstoy  says  that  remember- 
ing is  hell,  and  nothing  can  be  more  ter- 
rible than  remembering  everything,  as 
those  newly  arrived  spirits  do  in  the  life 
to  come,  when  their  inner  memories  are 
explored  for  the  things  which  have  been 
dropped  into  their  outer  memories  and 
comfortably  forgotten.  But  if  it  is  a 
blessing  to  forget,  what  a torment  it  is 
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to  fail  of  the  thing  we  want  to  remem- 
ber! 

Titian  outlived  his  ninety-nine  years 
and  kept  on  painting  almost  to  the  last. 
I have  not  found  any  critic  to  say  how 
well  he  continued  to  paint,  though  I 
dare  say  there  is  more  than  one  such 
critic.  I can  well  believe  that  he  wrought 
as  greatly  then  from  his  exhaustless  soul 
as  in  his  prime.  At  ninety-nine  he  was 
working  hard  at  Venice,  in  the  inti- 
macy of  another  Venetian  master,  the 
great  sculptor  and  architect  Sanso- 
vino, who  was,  however,  only  ninety- 
three.  I used  to  view  his  Renaissance 
work  with  as  great  pleasure  as  my  sub- 
servience to  Ruskin’s  Gothic  tyranny 
would  let  me,  but  I did  not  try  to  distin- 
guish- the  later  work  in  it  from  the  ear- 
lier, and  I cannot  say  from  my  personal 
knowledge  that  his  mastery  held  out  to 
the  last.  It  is  only  now  that  from  the 
Encyclopedia  Britannica  I have  learned 
that  “his  masterpiece,  the  bronze  doors 
of  the  sacristy  in  St.  Mark’s,”  was  done 
when  he  was  eighty-five,  and  that  at 
eighty-eight  “he  completed  a small 
bronze  gate  with  a graceful  relief  of 
Christ  surrounded  by  angels.”  Titian 
and  he  lived  in  great  jollity  together,  and 
were  of  a gaiety  which  is  rather  char- 
acteristic of  the  old,  though  their 
younger  friends  are  apt  to  think  other- 
wise. Sansovino  was  not  of  his  friend’s 
unfailing  health,  but  he  knew  how  to 
ward  off  an  attack  in  his  latest  years, 
when  Vasari  tells  us“he  retired  toadark, 
warm  place,”  and  remained  there  till  per- 
fectly restored.  It  seems  worth  trying. 

As  old  as  Titian  when  he  died  was  the 
great  Admiral  Andrea  Doria,  who  re- 
fused a crown  from  Genoa  and  kept 
her  a republic  after  he  saved  her  from 
her  enemies  by  his  victories;  but  I do 
not  know  when  he  won  his  last  battle 
any  more  than  I know  when  Titian 
painted  his  last  masterpiece.  The  Doge 
Enrico  Dandolo  was  a blind  nonage- 
narian when  he  led  his  Venetians  to  the 
assault  of  the  Byzantine  walls,  but  his 
exact  age  is  something  the  reader  must 
learn  from  history. 

Vou  CXL.— No.  835.-4 


The  most  distinguished  American 
nonagenarian  whom  I have  personally 
known  was  our  eminent  citizen,  John 
Bigelow,  and  I recall  with  lasting  pleas- 
ure hearing  him  give  in  the  Century 
Theater  at  New  York  his  recollection  of 
an  interview,  fifty  years  earlier,  with 
Alexander  Dumas — a charming  charac- 
terization of  the  mighty  mulatto,  done 
with  delicate  humor  and  friendly  criti- 
cism and  delivered  with  unfaltering 
force  and  grace. 

There  is  a common  superstition  of  old 
people’s  severity,  and  even  surliness, 
which  I should  here  like  to  combat,  for  I 
have  oftenest  found  age  kind  and  sweet. 
I have  not  known  so  many  nonage- 
narians as  to  have  lost  count  of  any, 
and  I recall  one  dear  lady  whom  I first 
saw  when  I was  still  twenty-nine  and 
met  a second  time  when  I was  thirty  and 
she'ninety-seven.  “You  remember  Mr. 
H.,  mother?”  her  daughter  suggested. 
“Yes,”  she  chirped  in  answer,  “but  he 
won’t  remember  me.”  Think  of  one’s 
not  remembering  a lady  of  ninety-seven ! 
After  an  interval  of  more  than  half  a 
century  I met  my  second  nonagenarian, 
who  was  indeed  only  ninety-five,  but 
who  came  tripping  down-stairs  to  greet 
me  in  his  parlor  like  a light-footed  youth 
of  thirty-five,  and  who  said,  as  if  to  ex- 
cuse his  delay,  that  his  wife  was  not 
very  well,  though  only  ninety.  Soon 
afterward  she  died,  and  then  he  died, 
too,  but  that  day  he  was  as  much  alive 
as  need  be.  His  face  showed  few  marks 
of  age,  though  his  eyes,  which  were 
bright,  were  narrowed  to  little  more  than 
a fine  gleam.  It  was  in  Cambridge,  and 
of  course  we  talked  books  with  the  back 
thought  in  my  own  mind  that  I must 
not  tire  him.  Will  the  reader  believe 
that  before  I was  aware  I did  tire  him? 
I am  so  fond  of  talking  books!  I shall 
always  be  ashamed  of  that  inadvertence, 
though  I almost  rushed  away.  At  seven- 
ty-three I could  still  rush  a little. 

Once  in  Boston,  long  before  that,  I 
lunched  with  a brave  gentleman  of 
ninety-four,  who  was  still  in  the  office- 
practice  of  the  law,  and  went  to  his 
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office  every  day.  He  did  not  brag  of 
this,  but  his  son  did,  in  a proud  aside 
to  me.  As  to  octogenarians  there  is 
simply  no  end  to  them;  they  swarm, 
they  get  in  one’s  way.  I recall  notably 
the  first  I met  on  my  way  to  Europe. 
I had  left  my  father  at  home  in  his 
eighty-eighth  year;  he  had  always  been 
alive,  and  I did  not  think  his  age 
strange ; but  my  fellow- voyager  had  per- 
haps never  been  very  much  alive,  and 
I observed  him  with  question  whether 
people  were  usually  so  dull  at  eighty. 
Now  I do  not  think  they  usually  are; 
they  seem  rather  a sprightly  generation, 
and  rightly  resentful  of  the  sympathy  of 
people  who  regard  them  as  infirm  and 
in  the  need  of  being  told  that  they  are 
looking  wonderfully  well,  and  younger 
than  ever.  So,  perhaps,  they  are;  but 
why  rub  it  in? 

When  I met  this  octogenarian  I am 
speaking  of,  I was  making  the  first  of 
five  or  six  successive  transatlantic  voy- 
ages in  ten  or  twelve  years — after  re- 
maining homebound  for  nigh  twenty 
years;  now  I hope,  as  soon  as  the  terms 
of  universal  peace  are  fixed,  to  begin 
going  to  Europe  again.  “I  cannot  rest 
from  travel,”  as  Ulysses  says  in  the 
words  of  Tennyson.  It  involves  some 
risks,  but  is  not  it  the  only  escape  from 
death,  for  the  time  being?  Yet  if  you 
wish  to  escape  promptly  you  must  not 
delay  beginning  to  go,  or  it  will  cost  you 
a certain  suffering.  When  I began  to 
go,  between  my  sixties  and  seventies,  I 
loathed  the  terms  of  perpetuity  pre- 
sented in  the  run  from  the  country  to 
the  city,  where  I was  to  sail,  with  the 
railroad  ticketing  and  checking,  and 
then  the  transferring  of  baggage  to  the 
steamer:  I saw  the  whole  loathly  per- 
spective from  the  starting-point;  and 
yet  I knew  that  England  was  my  goal; 
and  now  I know,  if  I did  not  then,  that 
English  travel  is  pure  joy.  There  is 
no  other  travel  like  it,  though  American 
travel  is  a little  like  it  in  its  unham- 
pered movement.  As  for  the  conti- 
nent— France,  Germany,  Italy — it  is 
purgatory  which  you  plunge  into  or  out 


of  in  the  going  to  or  from  that  heaven 
of  English  travel;  in  this  you  begin  to 
rest  from  the  moment  you  begin  to 
move. 

Among  the  things  that  the  octoge- 
narian must  guard  against  is  that  soli- 
tude which  is  liable  to  grow  upon  him 
through  the  fault  of  other  octogena- 
rians. I do  not  know  that  they  are  apt 
to  die  out  of  proportion  to  other  mor- 
tals; but  certainly  they  seem  to  die 
more  noticeably  and  to  leave  their  con- 
temporaries lonelier  than  people  who 
have  not  lived  so  long.  Perhaps  this  is 
an  effect  of  the  stir  which  is  made  about 
their  dying  at  such  an  advanced  age — 
as  if,  having  lived  so  long,  they  ought  to 
have  lived  longer.  But  I cannot  say 
what  is  to  be  done  about  it,  if  anything; 
the  solitude  is  inevitable;  and  yet,  I 
cannot  pretend  that  I miss  other  old 
people  much.  This  is  possibly  because 
we  octogenarians  are  not  so  much  in  the 
habit  of  seeing  one  another  as  septua- 
genarians and  sexagenarians  are.  Per- 
haps there  is  a remote  feeling  of  relief 
when  we  hear  of  one  another  going;  we 
realize  that  those  others  were  often 
rather  dull  company.  Still,  we  are 
lonelier,  till  the  solitude  accumulated 
upon  us  ceases  to  be  a conscious  fact. 

I have  no  remedy  to  suggest  unless  it  is 
the  rather  mechanical  device  of  culti- 
vating the  acquaintance  of  the  young. 
But  then  the  young  are  often  so  dull, 
too,  and  they  cumber  one  with  kind- 
ness, more  than  the  old;  you  do  not  see 
us  helping  the  old  on  with  their  over- 
coats, or  putting  them  chairs.  The 
best  thing  would  be  to  be  born  of  a 
copious  generation,  with  lots  of  brothers 
and  sisters,  and  no  end  of  cousins. 
There  is  comfort  in  the  next  of  kin, 
such  as  comes  from  no  other  propin- 
quity, though  there  is  now  and  then 
a painful  sense  of  responsibility  for  our 
blood-relations  if  they  are  rather  fitter 
for  the  kingdom  of  heaven  in  their 
pecuniary  circumstances  than  for  the 
best  society  of  a democratic  republic.  If 
they  are  somewhat  silly  one  feels  that 
one  would  rather  have  them  criminal. 
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Quite  apart  from  these  digressions, 
and  only  because  his  case  comes  into 
the  chapter  of  octogenarian  loneliness, 
I wish  to  speak  of  a very  gentle  old  man 
whose  acquaintance  I made  in  sharing 
with  him  a wayside  seat,  several  years 
ago,  when  we  were  still  within  our 
seventies.  We  began  at  once  with  those 
intimate  topics  which  strangers  enter 
upon  so  promptly,  and  he  told  me 
that  he  had  left  his  farm  and  was  pass- 
ing his  widower-years  in  the  family  of 
his  son,  where  they  were  all  very  kind 
to  him.  He  casually  mentioned  that  he 
always  went  to  bed  at  six  o’clock,  and 
when  I showed  some  surprise  at  this  he 
explained  that  he  did  not  wish  to  dis- 
turb the  wonted  course  of  the  family 
life,  or  to  put  his  children  and  grand- 
children to  the  trouble  of  entertaining 
him.  He  seemed  to  imply  that  he  was 
less  lonely  in  withdrawing  froja  them 
than  if  he  had  kept  about^jvith  them. 
He  sweetly  touched  upo^i  differences  in 
the  young  and  old  which  no  good-will 
or  affection  couj^f  annul.  “But,”  he 
added,  “theij^r^  an  old  lady  coming  to 
visit  us,  then  I shall  keep  about. 
We  shalljhave  more  to  say  to  each  other, 
and  be/hiore  sociable.”  I ventured  to 
^fkjdow  Qid  this  lady  was,  and  he  said 
sixty ; he  did  not  seem  to  think  the 
^lace  between  this  and  his  eightieth 
yeaT  any  great  matter.  In  fact,  upon 
reflection,  I could  not  feel  it  so,  either, 
considering  how  far  the  sympathy  of 
women  can  go  in  bridging  such  inter- 
vals. 

I recall  that  when  I was  a very  small 
boy — small,  but  of  fixed  opinions — I un- 
speakably preferred  old  ladies  to  old 
men,  as  I saw  them  about  our  house  in 
the  character  of  guests,  for  the  day  or 
the  dinner.  They  were  mostly  of 
Quakerly  guise  and  cult,  apparently,  but 
the  one  old  gentleman  who  visited  us 
was  of  our  small  sect  and  perhaps  came 
for  the  comfort  of  the  little-friended 
doctrine  which  we  shared  with  him. 
He  must  have  stayed  overnight,  for  I 
have  still  the  vision  of  his  movable 
teeth  in  the  tumbler  of  water,  where  he 


kept  them  while  he  slept,  and  where 
they  remained  while  he  scraped  a sweet 
apple  for  luncheon  before  the  noonday 
dinner.  He  was  somehow  dreadful  to 
me  for  these  facts,  and  I contrasted  him 
in  my  mind  with  those  old  ladies,  to 
their  infinite  advantage. 

I have  carried  these  my  preferences 
through  life,  and  I still  regard  old  ladies 
as  angelic,  in  so  much  that  I have  never 
seen  one  that  I did  not  revere.  I do 
not  know  when  they  begin  to  look  old 
to  other  eyes,  but  to  mine  they  never 
look  old,  as  old  men  look.  Very  likely 
some  of  them  may  once  have  been  silly, 
and  some  naughty,  but  they  do  not 
show  it,  while  all  the  goodness  and  wis- 
dom  of  their  youth  has  grown  upon 
them.  I should  like  to  touch  here,  but 
barely  touch,  the  thought  of  the  dear 
and  lovely  lady  which  has  all  this  time 
been  in  the  back  of  my  mind,  as  a 
supreme  proof  of  the  highest  praise  that 
could  be  given  to  aging  woman.  She 
was  of  the  finest  modernity  in  her  love 
of  the  best  things  in  literature  and  life, 
and  could  no  more  err  in  taste  than  in 
truth  or  the  beauty  which  is  one  with 
it.  She  is  gone  now,  who  was  so  lately 
here  in  such  perfection  of  mind  and  soul 
that  it  seems  as  if  she  could  never  have 
left  us  who  were  privileged  to  share  the 
bounty  of  her  wisdom  and  grace. 

If  I have  praised  the  loveliness  of  age 
in  women,  I must  not  forget  that  the 
most  lovable  of  all  the  octogenarians  I 
have  known  was  my  own  father.  He 
died  immortally  young  at  eighty-seven, 
and,  until  paralysis  muted  his  laugh, 
was  the  blithest  among  us.  Yet  once 
he  touched  a matter  that  must  often 
weigh  upon  the  hearts  of  the  old.  At 
eighty-two  he  grieved  that  he  could  do 
nothing  to  help  in  his  own  support,  and 
tried  to  think  of  something.  I could 
only  remind  him  that  his  whole  good 
and  useful  life  had  worked  for  him,  and 
was  working  still,  and  I hope  this  com- 
forted him  a little. 

There  is  a matter  so  personal  to  peo- 
ple at  all  times  of  life  that  I must  not 
fail  to  speak  of  it  in  the  case  of  people 
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in  their  eighties,  and  that  is  dreaming,  in  the  nature  of  things.  I have  indeed 
It  was  once  held  (and  may  still  be  held)  seen  some  of  them  carry  their  lost 
that  dreams  are  of  such  instantaneous-  spectacles  on  top  of  their  caps;  but  I 
ness  that  they  might  be  said  to  take  no  doubt  if  they  ever  forget  the  burden 
time  at  all  in  their  lapse;  but  if  the  of  their  errands,  for  otherwise  how 
psychologists  no  longer  contend  for  this  should  they  so  confidently  charge  us 
I may  say  that  I have  spent  a large  part  men  with  them,  and  so  justly  inculpate 
of  my  life  in  the  conscious  cerebration  us  if  we  fail  in  them? 
of  sleep.  There  have  been  nights  of  In  the  rashness  which  I have  never 
mine  almost  as  busy  as  my  days,  in  paid  dearly  enough  for  yet,  I am  here, 
even  more  varied  experiences,  among  at  the  end  of  my  sheet,  as  the  old-time 
persons  from  the  other  world  as  well  letter-writer  used  to  say,  tempted  to 
as  this;  and  it  is  so  yet,  but  I think  hold  that  the  first  failure  of  memory  to 
that  I do  not  dream  so  much  as  formerly,  give  us  the  name  of  the  person  who  has 
though  less  than  a week  before  this  lost  it,  is  the  first  token  of  death,  the 
writing  I dreamed  of  occurrences  where  first  falling  leaf  of  autumn,  the  first 
my  father  and  mother,  dead  for  near  flake  of  the  winter’s  snow.  But  who 
twenty  and  fifty  years,  figured  no  more  knows?  Whence  is  death,  and  out  of 
nor  less  lovingly  than  certain  entire  what  awful  void  or  whither?  All  along 
strangers.  "x^the  line  of  living,  from  the  moment  of 

A few  paragraphs  back  I treated  of  when  we  first  catch  our  breath 

failing  memory,  especially  in  the  re-  anti  cry  out  in  terror  of  life,  death  has 
luctance  of  this  or  that  word  to  come  set  his  signals,  beckoning  us  the  way 
when  we  wanted  it,  though  it  was  which  we  must  go.  Kind  Science  knows 
ready  enough  when  not  wanted;  and  them,  but  will  not  let  us  believe  they 
now  I should  like  to  inquire  of  other  are  what  they  are,  and  Nature  laughs 
old  men  whether  they  are  equally  for-  them  to  scorn,  because  she  is  our  fond 
getful  in  other  matters.  Of  course  we  mother.  “Oh,  that  is'  nothing,  is  it, 
all  forget  where  we  have  put  things,  Science?”  she  cries  at  our  alarm,  and 
and  are  astounded  to  find  them  in  Science  echoes,  “Nothing  at  afl»  Na- 
places  where  we  would  like  to  be  sworn  ture;  or  if  it  is  anything  it  is  prori  of 
we  never  put  them.  I have  not  hap-  superabounding  vigor,  of  idiosyncraic 
pened  to  see  dotards  of  my  acquain-  vitality.”  Very  likely;  but  quite  tit 
tance  going  about  crowned  with  the  same,  all  the  men  born  of  women  must 
spectacles  which  they  were  ransacking  die  in  a destined  course;  every  man  of 
the  house  for,  and  almost  cursing  and  eighty  and  after  must  die  as  certainly 
swearing  in  their  failure  to  find,  though  as  the  new-born  babe,  or  often  sooner, 
I have  heard  of  them  often;  and  I have  or  if  not,  certainly  in  the  event.  It 
myself  wandered  in  parallel  oblivion  till  will  not  avail  against  the  fact  whether 
I had  to  abandon  the  search  in  despair,  we  pray  and  praise,  or  whether  we  eat 
Yet  if  I have  been  charged  by  myself  or  and  drink;  the  merciless  morrow  is 
others  with  duties,  I never  forget  them,  coming.  But  why  call  it  merciless? 
and  I should  like  to  think  that  no  fellow-  No  one  knows  whether  it  is  merciless 
dotard  of  mine  has  failed  in  the  like  or  not.  We  know  that  somewhere 
point.  I should  like  to  know  also  there  is  love,  the  love  that  welcomed  us 
whether  women  who  increase  in  years,  here,  the  love  that  draws  us  together 
but  who  age  no  more. than  the  angels,  in  our  pairing,  that  our  children  may 
are  equally  subject  to  forgetfulness  with  live,  the  love  in  our  children  which 
old  men.  Do  they  so  infallibly  fail  of  shall  see  that  their  fathers  and  mothers 
the  word  they  want?  Let  no  trifler  do  not  die  before  their  time,  even  n 
enter  here  with  “a  fool-born  jest”  to  their  time  shall  be  delayed  till  eighty 
the  effect  that  this  would  be  impossible  and  after. 
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BY  SUSAN  GLASPELL 


"JV/T  ARG  ARET  POWERS  was  the  only 
person  in  Freeport  to  invite  the 
horse  into  the  house.  And,  stranger  than 
asking  the  horse  in,  was  the  reason  for 
doing  so.  If  any  other  Freeport  woman 
encouraged  the  horse  to  come  into  the 
house  she  would  have  a reason  fairly 
commensurate  with  the  extraordinary 
proceeding.  All  Margaret  said  was  that 
horses  must  wonder  what  houses  were 
like.  Margaret  was  queer.  Things  that 
other  people  thought  astounding  were  to 
her  quite  simple,  and  much  which  was 
quite  simple  to  others  was  astounding  to 
her. 

They  said  she  was  impertinent.  This 
was  because  she  said  things  to  her  elders 
which  had  never  been  said  to  them  be- 
fore. One  day  a neighbor  came  and 
found  Margaret  sitting  out  by  the  hen- 
coop. She  said  this  was  a nervous  hen 
who  thought  something  was  going  to 
take  her  chicks. 

“She  knows  me,  so  if  I sit  here 
she  feels  easier  in  her  mind.  And  why 
shouldn’t  I sit  here  as  well  as  anywhere 
else?”  Then  she  looked  at  her  neighbor 
in  that  way  they  called  hard.  “I  sup- 
pose you’d  feel  nervous,  too,  if  you 
thought  something  was  going  to  swoop 
down  and  take  your  children.  Or  would 
you?”  she  added,  with  interest. 

“You  aren’t  really  hard,  Margaret,’* 
Ellen  Ogilvie,  her  best  friend,  said  to  her 
after  Margaret  had  said  she  hated  to  see 
old  people  sitting  around  and  wished 
they’d  all  go  and  live  somewhere  by 
themselves. 

“ Oh,  of  course  not !”  rallied  Margaret. 
“A  heart  of  gold  ’neath  a hard  exterior!” 

It  was  hard  to  be  sure  of  a thing  after 
Margaret  had  scoffed  at  it,  so  Ellen 
stopped  thinking  about  what  Margaret 


really  was,  and  just  accepted  the  fact 
that  she  loved  her. 

People  wondered  at  Ellen  loving  Mar- 
garet, for  Ellen  herself  was  so  tender,  and 
Margaret  would  even  banter  about  this 
tenderness.  Though  there  was  never  a 
sting  in  her  scoffing  at  Ellen — the  sort 
of  sting  she  had  for  Mrs.  Stemp,  who 
humanely  adopted  a nine-year-old  girl 
from  the  orphan-asylum  and  then,  to 
make  her  feel  perfectly  at  home,  let  her 
do  most  of  the  housework.  Margaret 
had  a good  deal  to  say  about  the  mother- 
Hness  of  Mrs.  Stemp — and  most  of  it  you 
would  just  as  soon  not  have  said  about 
you.  But,  “Come,  Ellen  dear,”  Mar- 
garet would  say,  “while  I get  little 
brother’s  ears  washed.  That  is,  if  you 
think  you  can  bear  it  to  see  him  get  his 
ears  washed.”  And  Ellen,  though  pro- 
testing against  being  looked  upon  as  a 
fool,  would  stand  by  and  admonish, 
“Now,  Margaret,  don’t  hurt  him.” 

Once  Margaret  got  in  the  police  court. 

It  was  for  knocking  a woman  down. 

She  and  Ellen  were  coming  along  as  this 
woman  ran  out  of  her  house,  came  up 
behind  her  child — delightedly  watching 
a squirrel  swinging  on  a limb — and 
slapped  the  joy  right  out  of  the  child’s 
face.  Whereupon  Margaret,  rushing  in 
from  a side  gate,  came  up  behind  and 
hauled  off  with  a blow  that  knocked  the 
woman  down — which  the  Freeport  ladies 
thought  unladylike  of  Margaret.  In  the 
police  court  she  said  she  knocked  the 
woman  down  because  if  she  didn’t  do 
something  her  friend  Ellen  Ogilvie  would 
probably  have  killed  the  woman.  The 
justice,  much  embarrassed — for  Mar- 
garet Powers  was  not  what  police  courts 
were  for — fined  Margaret  and  told  her 
she  must  have  more  restraint,  which 
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seemed  to  amuse  her.  On  the  way  home 
she  said: 

“Now,  Ellen,  you  see  what  you  have 
got  me  into.” 

And  Ellen  could  only  weep  at  the 
wreck  that  had  been  made  of  propriety 
and,  though,  as  it  happened,  she  had  not 
even  seen  the  child  loving  the  squirrel, 
didn’t  attempt  to  discredit  her  share  of 
the  blame. 

Throughout  the  town  Ellen  Ogilvie 
was  known  as  a lover  of  animals.  Mar- 
garet was  not  known  as  a lover  of  ani- 
mals; she  was  known  as  having  an  out- 
landish way  with  them.  She  rallied  them 
much  as  if  they  were  humans.  She  would 
say : 

“ Betsy  doesn’t  feel  like  staying  in  her 
stall  this  morning,”  when  told  the  horse 
was  eating  up  the  front  yard.  “She’s 
not  in  the  mood  for  it.  How  would  you 
like  to  stay  in  your  stall  if  you  didn’t  feel 
like  it?”  This  she  would  put  in  her 
thrusting  way  to  the  seemly  person  who 
had  notified  her  that  her  horse  was  in 
the  front  yard.  Then,  “Betsy,”  she 
would  say,  “would  you  mind  eating  in 
the  back  yard?  You  are  outraging  the 
neighbors.  It’s  too  bad  w*e  have  to  think 
of  the  neighbors — but  we  do.  If  they 
think  you  are  not  the  right  kind  of  a 
horse  there  will  grow'  up  against  you  a 
community  feeling  which  may  extend 
even  to  your  colt’s  colt.  You  don’t  care 
what  anybody  thinks?  You’ll  go  to  the 
back  yard  when  you  get  ready?  Oh, 
very  well,  then — but  don’t  say  I didn’t 
try  to  explain  the  world  to  you.” 

She  let  the  abandoned  cat  Ellen  tear- 
fully presented  to  her  have  kittens  in  the 
writing-desk — for  a cat  certainly  ought 
to  knowr  where  she  wanted  to  have  her 
own  kittens,  and  she  was  peculiarly 
acquainted  writh  bugs  and  toads  and 
spiders,  always  listening  politely  to  what 
she  said  they  said  about  where  they 
wanted  to  go  and  what  they  had  it  in 
mind  to  do  when  they  got  there.  She 
spent  considerable  time  taking  little 
toads  out  of  a cellar-window  where,  she 
explained  to  them,  they  had  absolutely 
no  chance  of  a career. 


“Well,  why  were  you  such  a fool  as  to 
hop  down  here  again?”  she  would  de- 
mand. Or,  “Are  you  the  toad  I took 
out  this  morning?  Do  you  think  I have 
nothing  to  do  but  rescue  you?  This  is 
the  day  I take  my  music  lesson.  And 
my  mother  is  putting  up  jelly.  Heavens! 
How  I hate  an  inconsiderate  toad !” 

So  while  Ellen  cuddled  the  “dear  little 
things  ” of  one  race  or  another,  Margaret 
made  these  eccentric  attempts  to  give 
them  a place  in  civilization.  Ellen  made 
a great  fuss  over  the  adorable  little 
calves,  but  Margaret  would  stay  home 
from  a picnic  with  a lonesome  cow  w hose 
calf  had  been  taken — though  saying  she 
did  so  because  if  she  didn’t  Mrs.  Rutch, 
who  lived  across  the  street,  would  say, 
“My!  How  your  cow  does  bawl.'"  She 
was  willing  to  miss  the  picnic  if  that 
would  let  her  miss  the  way  Mrs.  Rutch’s 
voice  would  come  down  on  bawl. 

Margaret  had  a queer  look  in  her  eye 
at  times.  She  seemed  to  stop.  You  can’t 
say  much  more  about  it  than  that.  It 
would  come  when  people  laughed  about 
sick  pups,  or  jerked  a child  by  the  arm 
when  the  little  fellow  had  stopped  to 
look  at  something. 

When  Margaret  was  seventeen  she 
went  to  visit  people  she  knew  in  the 
West.  She  did  not  stay  as  long  as  she  had 
meant  to  stay  and  the  only  comment  she 
made  on  this  shortened  visit  was  that 
the  woman  was  not  a good  woman  and 
she  couldn’t  stay  under  her  roof.  This 
stirred  up  no  little  commotion,  for  it  wras 
a woman  who  had  once  lived  in  Free- 
port— and  was  good  to  the  exclusion  of 
almost  everything  else. 

“You  must  stop  saying  that!”  cried 
Margaret’s  mother. 

“It’s  true,”  said  Margaret,  like  flint, 

“But  what  do  you  mean  by  it,  Mar- 
garet? Can  you  mean — ” 

“ I couldn’t  stay  in  her  house,”  was  all 
she  could  get  out  of  Margaret. 

When  she  spoke  of  this  visit,  which 
she  never  did  unless  asked  about  it,  she 
had  that  strange  look,  as  if  an  instant 
she  stopped . She  did  not  hold  so  many 
conversations  writh  animals.  She  was 
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what  you  would  call  gayer  unless  you 
were  a person  who  would  stop  and  con- 
sider whether  it  really  was  gay.  A couple 
of  winters  later  she  and  Ellen  went  to 
New  York.  Margaret  looked  tired  when 
she  came  home.  She  said  she  didn't  care 
to  go  again — at  least  not  right  away. 
Ellen  loved  it,  though  she  tender-heart- 
edly talked  about  the  cruel  things.  One 
day  she  was  telling  how  she  hated  to  see 
the  horses  falling  on  the  icy  streets. 
After  this  had  gone  on  for  some  time 
Margaret  broke  in: 

“Oh,  I don’t  know.  I suppose  it  fur- 
nishes them  a little  excitement.  Their 
fives  are  so  monotonous.’’  She  seemed 
to  flip  falling  horses  off  her  mind  as 
you’d  flip  a bug  from  your  sleeve. 

Her  amused  manner  about  things 
which  other  people  thought  very  sad 
would  make  her  friends  decide  anew 
that  Margaret  was  really  pretty  hard. 

“There  is  certainly  something  wrong 
with  a person  who  jeers  at  feeling,”  Mrs. 
Butch  said,  after  Margaret  had  abruptly 
left  the  tea-party  the  day  they  were  tell- 
ing about  taking  old  Mr.  March  to  the 
insane-asylum.  He  liked  to  ride  in  the 
automobile,  so  they  told  him  he  was 
going  to  have  a nice  long  ride — then  left 
him  at  the  asylum,  which  Mrs.  Butch 
thought  touching. 

“Touching?”  said  Margaret,  in  her 
sprightly  way.  “Dear,  dear!  what  a 
sentimental  world  it  is  getting  to  be!” 

“Fancy  loving  Margaret,”  Mrs. 
Stemp  said — she  was  the  one  who  got 
the  adopted  orphan  to  feel  perfectly  at 
home  by  letting  her  clean  the  cellar. 
“You’d  as  soon  think  of  loving  a laugh- 
ing iceberg.” 

The  subject  of  loving  Margaret  came 
up  in  discussion  of  Margaret’s  beaus. 
She  had  her  share  of  beaus — and  then 
some,  for  she  was  fresh  and  keen  and 
vital-looking,  and  it  was  only  when  a 
certain  sort  of  thing  was  talked  about 
that  her  badinage  made  people  wish  she 
was  somewhere  else.  Her  eyes  would  be 
lovely  if  they  weren’t  so  stand-offish. 
Apparently  a number  of  young  men  had 
cherished  the  hope  she  wasn’t  going  to 


be  stand-offish  to  them,  picturing  her  as 
she  would  be  if  just  a little  different.  The 
town  wondered  at  Margaret’s  being  so 
much  with  Will  Thurber.  He  was  a 
little  lame,  and  Margaret  was  notori- 
ously opposed  to  deformities.  Kindness 
looked  from  his  eyes.  He  was  good  to 
everything  and  everybody  in  such  a sim- 
ple, matter-of-course  way.  Margaret  was 
quieter  those  days,  and  when  you  met 
her  you  didn’t  have  the  uncomfortable 
feeling  that  she  was  having  her  real  fun 
by  thinking  something  about  you  she 
wasn’t  saying.  Then  Margaret’s  mother 
died — she  had  never  seemed  to  be  flip- 
ping her  mother  off  her  sleeve.  They  had 
thought  Will  would  be  just  the  one  to  be 
a comfort  to  her  then,  but  suddenly  she 
began  treating  him  in  that  stand-offish 
way,  and  they  weren’t  seen  around  to- 
gether any  more.  Next  it  was  Harry 
Lord.  Here  was  a match  for  her,  said 
Freeport.  She  wouldn’t  break  his  heart. 
Indeed,  no — he’d  see  to  that!  He  was 
as  gay  as  Margaret,  and  in  something 
her  way — only  his  bantering  never  left 
you  puzzled  or  uncomfortable.  But 
while  they  were  wondering  how  soon 
this  lively  couple  would  be  married,  they 
stopped  going  about  together,  and  that 
was  the  closest  Margaret  ever  came  to 
getting  married. 

Ellen  married,  of  course,  and  Mar- 
garet was  much  amused  by  Ellen’s  chil- 
dren. She  paid  considerable  attention  to 
them — for  she  was  one  who  liked  to  be 
entertained.  She  had  a crisp,  swift  way 
with  them.  She  didn’t  cuddle  and  coo — 
it  was  like  a friendly  surface  of  humor 
over  a heart  which  did  not  give  itself. 
The  first  baby  was  named  Powers,  after 
Margaret.  But  after  she  had  played 
with  him  awhile,  Margaret,  for  some 
reason  of  her  own,  renamed  him  Buffer, 
and  everybody  took  that  up.  Ellen  de- 
votedly taught  him  to  say  Aunt  Mar- 
garet, but  Aunt  Margaret  was  more  like 
a big  brother  than  an  enslaved  auntie. 

“Now  what’s  the  good  of  crying?”  she 
would  say  in  cool,  give-and-take  fashion. 
“It  wastes  an  awful  lot  of  time.  Do  you 
suppose  there  would  be  any  use  in  my 
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throwing  this  ball  at  you?  No,  I suppose 
not.  You  would  probably  just  go  out  of 
your  way  to  let  it  hit  you  in  the  nose.” 

But  Buffer  liked  his  aunt  Margaret 
better  than  he  did  the  ladies  who  fussed 
over  “the  little  darling.” 

Margaret’s  father  died,  and  she  was 
alone  now  at  the  Powers  place.  That  is, 
she  would  have  been  alone  if  it  hadn’t 
been  for  her  dog.  One  day  Ellen  and 
Buffer  brought  a collie  pup  over  to 
Margaret  for  a birthday  present. 

“We  thought  he  would  make  the 
house  less  lonely  for  Aunt  Margaret, 
didn’t  we,  Buffer?”  Ellen  said,  tenderly. 

“Make  house  less-  lonely  for  Aunt 
Margaret,”  repeated  Buffer,  arms  full  of 
fuzzy  pup. 

Margaret  stood  looking  at  him — white 
and  yellow,  wiggling  and  licking  with 
delight  and  affection. 

“I  guess  I don’t  want  him,”  she  said, 
abruptly. 

“But,  Aunt  Margaret,  he’s  yours'* 
cried  Buffer,  in  distress,  holding  the 
puppy  up  to  her.  “He’s  company** 

To  keep  the  dog  from  falling,  she  had 
to  take  him.  Once  she  had  him,  of 
course  the  puppy  won. 

So  Company  lived  with  Margaret  for 
ten  years — much  of  the  time  her  only 
company,  always  eager  to  go  walking 
with  her,  home  watching  for  her  when 
she  was  out  without  him.  You  couldn’t 
feel  you  were  coming  home  to  a lonely 
house  when  you  were  so  boundingly  wel- 
comed. Then  one  summer  Company  got 
sick,  and  the  doctor  for  animals  said  he 
wouldn’t  get  well.  This  Margaret 
wouldn’t  believe,  and  took  care  of  him 
for  two  weeks,  in  which  he  grew  all  the 
time  thinner,  but  would  look  up  at  her 
with  those  trusting  dog  eyes  and  wag  his 
tail  when  she  tried  to  help  him.  Then 
Company  began  to  suffer — there  was 
pain  in  his  eyes.  So  again  Margaret  sent 
for  the  doctor,  who  said  he  would  suffer 
more,  and  then  die.  The  humane  thing 
was  to  “have  him  destroyed.”  So  Mar- 
garet had  that  decision  to  make. 

The  man  told  how  white  and  pulled 
her  face  was  when,  after  a few  minutes. 


she  said,  “Go  ahead.”  But  first  she 
kneeled  down  and  patted  his  head  and 
said,  “Company?”  His  kind  eyes  had 
blurred,  but  faintly  he  wagged  his  tail. 
“You  were  that,  dear  dog.  I shall — ” 
But  she  couldn’t  say  it.  The  doctor 
suggested  that  she  go  away,  but  she  did 
not,  and  the  last  thing  Company  knew 
was  her  hand  on  his  head. 

The  first  time  Margaret  went  out 
after  that,  as  about  to  turn  into  her  gate 
on  the  way  home,  she  met  Mrs.  Rutch. 

“ Well,  Margaret,  I expect  you’re  real 
lonesome  without  your  dog,  aren’t  you?” 

Margaret  just  stood  and  looked  at  her; 
it  was  as  if  she  was  trying  to  smile  in 
that  way  she  smiled  when  people  amused 
her. 

“I  was  saying  to  Edgar,  a dog  is  lots 
of  company.” 

Margaret  looked  ahead  at  the  house 
where  Company  had  been  company  for 
ten  years,  looked  ahead  at  the  door 
which  she  would  open  now — to  silence. 
Then  her  eyes  came  back  to  Mrs.  Rutch, 
and  faintly  and  very  strangely  she  did 
smile. 

“I  declare,”  Mrs.  Rutch  told  it,  “I 
was  afraid.  While  she  was  still  smiling 
like  that  she  suddenly  says,  ‘Get  out  of 
my  way!’  and  she  marches  along  into  her 
own  gate  and  up  the  walk,  not  looking 
to  right  or  left,  then  opens  and  shuts  her 
door.  I was  so  taken  back  I just  had  to 
stand  looking  at  her.” 

The  week  after  Company  died  Mar- 
garet made  a sudden  decision  to  shut  up 
her  house  and  go  away.  Freeport  did  not 
see  her  again  for  two  years.  She  went 
to  different  places  in  Europe.  She  wrote 
Ellen  gay  letters,  which  Ellen  read  to 
the  interested  town.  Then  one  day  came 
word:  “I’m  coming  home.  Freeport  is 
no  worse  than  any  place  else.”  This 
Ellen  did  not  read  aloud. 

So  the  shutters  of  the  Powers  place 
were  opened,  mattresses  hung  on  the 
side  fence,  and  soon  there  were  once 
more  lighted  windows  in  the  evening. 

As  she  walked  home  from  her  first 
visit  with  Margaret,  Ellen  was  thinking 
that  Margaret  had  not  changed.  Sud- 
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denly  Ellen  had  an  Men  Unit  pulled  her  '‘Get  him  to  Rive  up  tins  idea.  Mar- 
up  short.  Perhaps  that  was  the sUirtUiig  geret,1’  Ellen  said,  in  distress.’ 
tiling  about  Margaret,  the  /pulling'  So  when  nest  Buffers  soldier  ambi- 
thing,  She  didn't  change --  riot  as  Other  Uoiis  flared  out  Margaret  said,  in  off- 
people  Ranged  tty  the  uairtfnl  course  of  baud  vutopy ’M thkDk  woi?s  awfully  over- 
their  lives.  Margaret  was  as  she  was  as  fitted.  They  say  lb's  only.  greenhorns 
a girl — only  more  so.  Ellen  wouldn't  who  like  it  " 

have  tried  to  minke  dear  to  any  «.v<se  else  ;,  ^ Buffer, 

what,  she  meant.  It  « asuT  at  alt  dear  th  “Men  who- "te  really  in  t he  business 
her.  ' smile  at  njToantic  notions  about  it,” 

Buffer  was  Seventeen  Bcf  .and  ftffty  “h  haven^t  got  romattik  ftpfiopa  about 

at  school  When  he  came  home  for  the  it^Vsaid  Buffer,  sullenly 
holidays  lit  and  his  aunt  Margaret  were  But  Mswgaret'k  method  faded  to  work, 
on  a htdl-feUbw  -welhujct  bissls,  which  Buffer  hehl  tMil  ibr  two  years,  theft  en- 
made  Ellen  one  day  exdamr;.  listed  with  the  Canadians,  telling  his 

“I  declare,  Margaret,  you’ll  never  jjarents  it  they  tried  to  stop  him  he 
grow  old  )’*  . Wmxid  never  s|a*ak  to  them  again! 

This ^ aisttmm  eawined  to  ago  Margaret  :So  there  came  the  day  when  Ellen 
inanipstetd  “"ttToiiglt  only  far  an  iiistaftt.  well  over  to  tell  Margaret;  thjffer  had 
It  was  the  uext  sutoijut  that  war  came  ready  done  it.  Margaret  said  nothing 

and  Buffet  at  once  began  about  not  go*  at  all.  Ami  when  Ellen  looked  at  her 
ifig  back  bp  schodh  He  would  go  to  war!  she  herself  could  say  nothing. 
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Margaret  had  the  look  of  a wild 
thing  that  has  been  caught.  She  said, 
“ Buffer ” — but  not  as  if  saying  his  name, 
as  if  turning  over  what  that  word  meant. 
Then,  when  Ellen  began  to  cry,  Mar- 
garet pulled  herself  up  and  said,  in  a 
practical  voice:  “Well,  probably  Buffer 
’ll  have  a grand  time.  Boys  just 
love  war.’’ 

Freeport  did  not  approve  of  Margaret 
Powers’  attitude  toward  the  war.  Even 
after  this  country  got  into  it,  Margaret 
would  say,  “The  war  doesn’t  interest 
me,”  which,  of  course,  did  not  make  her 
any  the  more  beloved.  She  stubbornly 
maintained  that  old  bantering  manner 
and  would  still  shoot  a scoffing  retort 
through  a voluble  sentiment  as  you’d 
stick  a pin  in  a toy  balloon.  This  caused 
a great  deal  of  indignation,  for  when  you 
express  a universally  indorsed  sentiment 
you  expect  to  be  treated  with  respect. 
Any  one  would  feel  injured  to  say,  “I 
just  can’t  bear  to  see  a child  suffer,”  and 
have  some  one  sit  looking  speculatively, 
or  say,  “Can’t  you?”  So  when  they 
said,  “I  can  hardly  bear  to  think  what 
these  bandages  are  /or,”  and  Margaret 
Powers  replied,  brightly,  “I  think  you’re 
bearing  it  very  well,”  they  did  not  think 
she  was  the  right  sort  of  person. 

“She  has  no  heart,”  was  the  verdict 
of  Freeport. 

And  almost  it  was  the  verdict  of  Ellen. 
Ellen  would  come  over  with  Buffer’s  let- 
ters, or  to  hear  the  letter  Margaret  had 
had  from  him,  and  they  would  enjoy  the 
things  he  told  that  were  like  Buffer.  He 
wrote  a great  deal  about  a boy  named 
Winks — “ a jolly  cuss,  who  could  kill  the 
glooms  by  looking  at  you.” 

“You’d  like  Winks,  Aunt  Margaret,” 
he  once  wrote.  “I  told  him  about  you, 
and  he  said  you  sounded  like  some  aunt. 
Say,  he  wants  to  know  what  you  named 
me  Buffer  for.  Answer.” 

But  Ellen  brooded  over  even  the 
funny  things,  prying  in  under  them, 
looking  for  misery  with  a microscope, 
Margaret  said. 

“ Winks  kills  the  glooms.  Then  there 
are  glooms.” 


“But  dead  glooms,”  Margaret  would 
reply.  “Winks  has  slain  them.” 

“But  that’s  what  he  would  be  feeling 
if  it  weren’t  for  Winks,”  Ellen  would  per- 
sist. And  then,  stopped  by  Margaret’s 
gesture,  “You’re  not  a mother,  Mar- 
garet.” 

“And  so  have  a remnant  of  common 
sense,”  Margaret  would  finish. 

But  Margaret  was  silent  the  day  word 
came  that  Buffer  had  been  wounded. 
She  was  silent  for  some  time.  And  then 
she  said,  shortly,  “He’ll  get  well.” 

Every  time  she  was  forced  to  meet 
Ellen’s  eyes  she  would  reaffirm  in  that 
hurried,  curt  way,  “He’ll  get  well.” 

He  did  get  well — or  most  of  him  did. 
Buffer  wrote:  “I’m  all  right  except  my 
left  leg.  And  we  don’t  have  to  worry 
about  that,  because  it  is  no  longer  con- 
nected with  me.  They  don’t  want  me 
hanging  around  here  on  one  leg,  so  I’m 
coming  home.” 

It  was  after  he  had  been  home  a week 
that  he  came  over  to  see  his  aunt  Mar- 
garet, greeting  her  with  the  ungracious 
statement,  “Mother  said  I ought  to 
come  and  see  you.” 

“Now  what  have  I done  to  your 
mother,”  Margaret  came  back  with 
spirit,  “that  she  should  make  me  into  a 
duty?” 

In  the  week  he  had  been  home  she  had 
seen  him  only  once.  She  had  told  Ellen: 
“He’ll  want  to  rest.  You’ll  want  to  have 
a good  visit  yourself  first.” 

“No,  I wish  you’d  come,”  said  Ellen, 
just  that  morning.  “ I’m  not  having  any 
visit  with  him.”  It  was  on  the  street 
and  she  was  trying  not  to  break  down. 

Not  to  cry,  she  laughed.  “I’ve  read 
about  the  men  who  come  home  being — 
inarticulate.  Well,  I must  say  it  hasn’t 
done  that  to  Buffer.  Come  over,  Mar- 
garet,” she  said,  and  hurried  on. 

Margaret  had  been  meaning  to  go  that 
afternoon,  but  now  Ellen  had  sent  Buffer 
to  her. 

He  took  hold  of  the  conversation  as  if 
it  were  a bull  to  take  by  the  horns. 
“I’m  out  exercising  my  new  leg,”  he 
began.  “ I want  it  to  get  to  feeling  more 
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»lt.  homo  With  n»y  other  leg,  Have  you  Winks  isn't  around  any  more.  What’s 
eyet  thought  ttxb  new  hutiding  down  Cedar  Street?’* 

Imjri  witti/ Aunt  Atkrga^'t?'' lie  kept  on.  — -going  to  the  window.  “Hello!  Isn’t 
as  they  went  in  befhte  the iSfe.  “They  that  Helen  Ashley?  And  Bill.  Bentley? 
are  amusing  things,  don’t  you  think?  Mind  if  1 knock  on  the  window ?’*  He 
I was  thinking  luiw  funny  they  wtndd  het’komni  them  \n,  “ Helen.  V such  a 

look  — all  of  therm  watkSag  round  by  jolly  girl..  Not  a lick,  of  sense;  Don’t 
thiJmsetyi^e^I  mean  all  of  t|i|iai  that  a¥fe--  ydd.'Bdt)|k  sense  k awftrl  had  for  girls, 
now  walking  with  olhcr  legs.  There  was  Aunt  Margaret?  Many  a realty  nice 
a fellow  in  Pans—  " girl  has  keen  ruined  by — “ But  Helen 

On  Iw  Weiit,  He  seldom  looked  at  rind  Bill  hud  come  in,  !y  '/  ; . o - 
AlargnnvC  and  when  he  did  it  whs  a look  Perhapi  it  wns  half  an  hour  they  were 
which  failed  Jo  see.  IIo  hadn’t  noticed  there,  /perhaps  two'  hours.  Margaret 
how  still  she  had  grown*  did not  know.  Buffer  kept  «p  his  run  of 

After  he  had  gone  on  awhile  she  de-  talk,  answering  the  'questions  they 'would 
lewntucdly  broke in.  “How’s  your  friend  ask  if  they  had  u chance  to  »sk  them; 
Winks  getting  along?”  Quite  true~thc  trendies  note  net  &1- 

And  then  she  saw  happen  to  another  ways  Well  heated  in  the  winfceMniwe- 
what  she  knew  for  a tiling  thatlnippened  When  U rained  you  might,  get  wet.  Jhd 
Inker.  hn  had  ooliced  that  was  also  t*iih  in 

Buffer  mtepprd-  .An  instant  it  was  just  FreeporL  Yes,  indeed*  some  very  good 
that  he  stopped.  Then  he  said:  “Oh,  times,  You  played  games — quite  a place 
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for  games.  Oh,  certainly — every  one 
very  brave.  Quite  remarkable.  Prob- 
ably they  caught  it  from  one  another — 
like  measles  or  fleas.  He  would  look  at 
them  with  that  smile  which  seemed  to 
close  the  gates  to  his  spirit. 

She  sat  little  apart  from  the  young 
people.  Buffer  was  too  voluble  to  make 
her  quiet  conspicuous.  It  was  late  after- 
noon of  an  early  winter  day;  candles  had 
not  been  lighted,  and  she  was  outside 
the  glow  from  the  fire.  So  they  had  no 
hint  of  what  was  happening  to  her.  She 
sat  very  still  as  with  each  moment  she 
knew  more  inescapably  the  thing  he  was 
doing  for  the  thing  she  had  always  done. 

She  wanted  to  go  away,  but  she  was  as 
if  caught.  She  wanted  to  implore  him 
to  stop.  She  had  another  moment  of 
being  very  angry.  For  him  to  do  this 
undid  what  she  had  spent  her  life  doing. 
As  she  saw  him  forming  this  crust  over 
his  feeling,  the  crust  which  had  formed 
over  her  life’s  feeling  crumbled  and  let 
her  down.  Things  of  long  ago  were 
fresh  things.  It  was  as  if  she  had  to  go 
back  to  them  over  the  path  of  her  own 
evasions.  She  and  Ellen  walking  along 
the  street — a look  of  happy  wonder  on 
a child’s  face  as  he  watched  a squirrel 
playing  in  a tree.  A woman,  coming 
from  behind — surprising  delight — slap- 
ping him  when  he  was  happy . ...  A 
little  girl  coming  from  an  institution. 
Margaret  chanced  to  be  at  the  station 
the  day  that  frightened  little  girl  got  off 
the  train — in  her  arms  a doll,  holding  it 
tight  to  her  as  alone  she  stepped  into  a 
strange  world.  She  had  been  sent  for  to 
do  housework  in  an  unloving  home. 
Arrived  with  her  doU.  Nobody  else 
seemed  to  care  about  these  things.  They 
were  not  important.  Other  things  were 
more  important.  It  was  as  if  people’s 
own  lives  secured  them  against  outside 
feeling.  She  herself  in  some  strange  way 
had  always  been — at  large.  Was  there 
something  all  wrong  with  her?  Big 
things  she  could  bear.  Pain  that  was 
recognized  as  important,  which  had  its 
legitimate  place — that  wasn’t  a thing 
she  had  to  nm  away  from.  It  was  the 


things  people  would  smile  at  you  for 
caring  about — or  about  which  they 
would  frame  a praiseworthy  sentiment, 
then  go  their  way  unmoved — those 
things  sometimes  made  her  feel  she 
couldn’t  go  on  living  in  such  a world. 
What  she  couldn’t  stand  was  the  feeling 
that  this  was  happening  and  no  one 
cared . That  time  she  went  to  visit  in  the 
West.  There  was  a young  collie  dog. 
This  woman  was  one  who  did  not  want 
anything  to  disturb  the  orderly  course  of 
her  life.  She  kept  the  collie  shut  up  in 
the  bam.  Some  day  he  might  make  a 
dog  worth  having  around  the  place.  He 
was  a nuisance  now.  Once  a day  he  was 
let  out.  Overjoyed  at  being  released,  he 
would  go  bounding  around,  wanting  in 
all  sorts  of  joyful  ways  to  show  you  that 
he  loved  you  and  would  play  with  you. 
And  that  woman  would  say,  “Now  if 
you  can’t  behave  yourself,  you  can  just 
go  back  to  the  barn.”  And  after  a little 
she  would  shut  him  up — shut  him  up 
because  he  was  happy  to  be  out.  It  got 
to  be  something  Margaret  couldn’t 
stand.  She  would  watch  him  come 
bounding  out  and  know  that  because  he 
was  glad  to  be  out  he  would  have  to  go 
back.  This  woman  came  to  seem  a 
monster  to  her.  She  was  pleased  with 
her  own  cold  heart.  Margaret  went 
away — but  she  knew  that  the  thing  she 
had  gone  away  from  was  going  right  on. 
That  was  what  she  always  knew  when 
she  did  things  to  make  the  present  thing 
a little  better.  That  was  why  she 
stopped  doing  them,  tried  to  stop  seeing. 
She  didn’t  marry  Will  Thurber  because 
he  was  too  good  to  her  when  her  mother 
died.  He  made  her  know  how  much  she 
cared.  He  would  always  make  her  know 
how  much  she  cared.  And  yet  she 
couldn’t  marry  Harry  Lord.  She  had 
thought  she  would.  With  him  she  could 
live  a diverting  life  on  that  crust  she  had 
built  up  over  things  she  didn’t  want  to 
know  were  there.  But  one  day  when 
they  were  out  riding  he  laughed  at  a 
child  who  was  burying  his  dead  kitten. 
She  never  spoke  to  him  again. 

What  right  had  Buffer  to  bring  all 
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this  back?  Why,  she  had  held  away  from 
the  things  one  most  wants  from  life  just 
to  keep  from  knowing  what  she  was 
knowing  now.  Buffer.  A buffer  between 
her  and — she  hadn’t  named  it,  but  lone- 
liness— deadness — that  could  sometimes 
hurt  like  caring,  a fearsome  thing  that 
caring  had  made  itself  into.  Company. 
He  had  made  ten  years  less  lonely.  Her 
eyes  had  been  burning  dry,  but  now 
tears  fell  on  the  hands  tight  in  her  lap. 
Company  wagging  his  tail  as  she  spoke 
his  name  when  he  was  dying.  Then  Mrs. 
Rutch  — “ Well,  Margaret,  I expect 
you’re  real  lonesome  without  your  dog, 
aren’t  you?”  That  was  the  world. 
Speaking  of  feeling  as  if  it  felt!  That  was 
why  she  had  all  her  life  done  what 
Buffer  was  doing  now  to  Helen  Ashley. 
That  smile.  How  well  she  understood  it. 
Smile  that  said:  “Now  where  did  you 
get  those  words?  Dear  me,  how  amusing 
it  would  be  if  you  could  be  forced  to 
know — what  you  are  talking  about.” 

War.  He  was  talking  about  war.  Try- 
ing to  cover  what  he  felt  by  what  he 
said.  She  knew  what  he  felt.  Delight 
slapped  out  of  a child’s  face.  A little  girl 
stepping  into  a strange  world  with  her 
doll.  A dog  shut  up  because  he  was 
happy  to  be  out.  Horses  trying  to  draw 
heavy  loads  over  icy  streets.  Children 
jerked  by  the  arms  when  they  stopped  to 
look  in  windows.  The  wistful  eyes  of 
animals  that  looked  at  you  from  freight- 
cars.  And  the  wagging  tail  of  a dying 
dog.  War. 

Helen  and  her  friend  were  going.  She 
could  rise  and  say  good-by  to  them. 
They  didn’t  know  that  her  life  had  gone 
to  pieces.  She  wished  Buffer  would  go, 
too.  He  didn’t  seem  to  know  which  to 
do,  but  stayed.  She  knew  how  it  was. 
He  didn’t  want  to  go  with  them — yet  he 
didn’t  want  to  stay  with  her.  Uncer- 
tainly he  sat  down  on  the  settle  before 
the  fire.  Uncertainly  she  sat  beside 
him. 

He  seemed  tired.  Of  course,  it  did  tire 


one.  She  knew  that.  He  stared  into  the 
fire,  which  had  about  gone  out.  She 
edged  a little  away  from  him — afraid. 
She  had  an  impulse  to  do  what  her  whole 
life  pulled  her  back  from  doing.  She  was 
afraid  she  was  going  to  speak  his  name — 
and  let  him  see. 

And  while  she  was  saying  she  couldn’t, 
she  did.  She  just  said,  “ Buffer” — and  he 
looked  at  her.  He  couldn’t  see  her  very 
well,  but  something  that  he  felt  was 
there  let  him  put  his  hand  over  on 
hers,  too  needful  of  what  he  did  to 
consider  the  strangeness  of  doing  it. 
They  sat  there  silent.  Then  he  said, 
whispering  it: 

“Winks.  He  was  coming  toward  us. 
He  was  laughing.  And  while  he  was 
laughing — ” He  made  a terrible  gest- 
ure that  told  while  he  was  laughing  he 
was  blown  to  pieces.  Then  he  hid  his 
face. 

And  still  she  tried  to  hold  back.  If  she 
let  him  know — that  she  knew — he  would 
always  know.  She  could  never  get  away 
again.  His  head  was  down — the  baby 
she  had  named  Buffer.  Again  she  only 
spoke  his  name. 

He  looked  up.  The  fire  rose  in  a last 
flicker  that  lighted  her  face.  “Why — 
Aunt  Margaret!”  he  breathed.  “Why — 
Aunt  Margaret!”  he  stumbled  on.  “ You 
— know!" 

She  nodded.  “Buffer,  I’ve  always 
known.  That’s  why  I’ve  been — as  I 
was.” 

It  gave  them  over  to  silence,  as  if 
gates  had  opened;  silence  bore  them 
together  where  neither  could  have  gone 
alone. 

But  after  that,  as  one  who  has  been 
long  cold  and  must  again  come  nearer 
the  fire,  “Blew  him  to  pieces — while  he 
was  laughing!"  He  took  her  hands  and 
gripped  them  till  it  seemed  they’d  break. 
Then  he  could  cry,  and  with  a tenderness 
that  flooded  all  fear  of  hurt  she  drew 
this  tortured  child  to  her  great  mother 
heart. 
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DRAMATIC  SCENES  IN  MY  CAREER  IN  CONGRESS 

I— BLAINE  AND  THE  MULLIGAN  LETTERS 
BY  HON.  JOSEPH  G.  CANNON 


THE  most  dramatic  scene  I ever 
witnessed  in  the  House  of  Repre- 
sentatives was  presented  on  a question 
of  personal  privilege,  a performance  now 
generally  ridiculed  by  the  press  and  sel- 
dom considered  impressive  by  the  mem- 
bers, as  it  is  ordinarily  a signal  for  an 
exodus  to  the  cloak-rooms,  for  the  exhi- 
bition of  sore  toes  is  not  popular  in  the 
House.  But  when  James  G.  Blaine  an- 
nounced that  he  would  address  the 
House  on  a question  of  personal  privi- 
lege, June  5,  1876,  it  was  a notice  to 
everybody  in  Washington  that  some- 
thing out  of  the  ordinary  was  about  to 
take  place.  Full-page  advertisements  in 
all  the  papers  could  not  have  aroused 
more  interest,  curiosity,  and  desire  to 
be  present  than  that  simple  announce- 
ment of  Mr.  Blaine  in  the  House  on 
Saturday,  June  3d. 

Mr.  Blaine  was  in  the  prime  of  life  and 
at  the  zenith  of  his  public  career,  a mag- 
netic personality  and  one  of  the  greatest 
political  and  parliamentary  strategists 
ever  seen  in  Congress.  He  had  been 
Speaker  of  the  House  for  six  years,  was 
then  Republican  leader  in  the  first 
Democratic  House  since  the  Civil  War, 
a popular  candidate  for  President,  and 
“the  best-loved  and  most-hated  man” 
in  public  life.  He  had  been  in  the  center 
of  every  political  battle  for  many  years, 
had  given  and  taken  blows  like  a gladi- 
ator, and  when  it  was  known  that  he 
was  to  speak  in  the  House  there  was  al- 
ways a scramble  for  admission  to  the 
floor  and  the  galleries  from  Senators, 
judges,  and  the  public  generally,  for 
Blaine  had  his  admirers  and  champions 
in  every  walk  of  life.  This  announce- 


ment that  he  would  speak  to  a question 
of  personal  privilege  was,  however,  a 
notice  of  something  unusual  because 
Mr.  Blaine  had  been  goaded  by  his  op- 
ponents in  his  own  party  and  in  the 
Democratic  party  until  we  all  expected 
to  “see  the  fur  fly,”  as  it  is  familiarly 
expressed  in  the  West.  And  we  were  not 
disappointed,  for  Blaine  rarely  dis- 
appointed either  his  admirers  or  his 
enemies. 

The  House  in  the  Fourty-fourth  Con- 
gress was  Democratic  for  the  first  time 
in  a generation.  That  party  had  come 
into  power  with  the  declared  purpose  of 
cleaning  the  Augean  stables,  and  it 
started  the  wheels  moving  with  investi- 
gations, on  the  assumption  that  every- 
thing which  had  been  done  while  the 
Republicans  were  in  full  control  of  the 
government  was  wrong  and  had  been 
inspired  by  corrupt  motives.  It  started 
investigations  against  President  Grant, 
one  of  them  an  inquiry  as  to  whether  the 
President  had  performed  any  official  acts 
in  any  other  place  than  the  seat  of  gov- 
ernment, the  National  capital — a ques- 
tion which  no  good  Democrat  would  dare 
bring  into  Congress  now;  but  in  1876 
it  was  considered  a vital  question,  and 
the  resolution  introduced  by  Joseph  C. 
Blackburn,  of  Kentucky,  was  adopted 
by  a party  vote,  because  President  Grant 
was  spending  a part  of  the  summer  at 
Long  Branch,  five  hours’  ride  from 
Washington. 

But  the  Executive  was  not  the  only 
part  of  the  government  to  be  investi- 
gated. Mr.  Blaine  had  been  Speaker  of 
the  House  through  three  Congresses,  and 
he,  too,  was  to  be  impeached  “for  high 
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crimes  and  misdemeanors”  before  the 
American  people,  for  one  reason  because 
he  was  the  most  popular  candidate  for 
President  in  either  party.  This  was  not 
to  be  done  by  a direct  move  against 
Blaine,  but  by  indirection,  in  an  investi- 
gation of  the  Pacific  railroads.  Malicious 
gossip  had  followed  Blaine  since  1872, 
when  the  Liberal  Republican  movement 
joined  the  Democratic  party  against 
President  Grant,  and  after  the  humiliat- 
ing defeat  of  Greeley,  and  the  laying  of 
the  “third -term  ghost,”  Blaine  was 
looked  upon  as  the  heir  to  the  Republi- 
can succession.  A good  many  people  still 
believed,  as  one  of  the  early  governors 
of  Illinois  observed  many  years  ago,  that 
they  could  “destroy  the  political  princi- 
ples of  a party  by  lying  about  the  candi- 
date of  the  party,”  and  I am  sorry  to 
say  that  that  old  idea  is  not  yet  dead. 

In  1873  the  gossips  tried  to  involve 
Blaine  in  the  Credit  Mobilier  scandal, 
and  he  promptly  left  the  Speaker’s  chair 
and  demanded  a committee  of  investiga- 
tion, which,  after  full  investigation,  com- 
pletely exonerated  him.  Then  the  gos- 
sips connected  his  name  with  certain 
bond  transactions  of  the  Pacific  rail- 
roads, and  in  April,  1876,  he  laid  before 
the  House  documentary  evidence  show- 
ing the  falsity  of  that  gossip.  In  closing 
his  statement  on  that  occasion,  Mr. 
Blaine  said  that  he  had  given  and  taken 
blows  in  the  House  for  fourteen  years, 
had  in  the  heat  of  debate  said  some 
things  that  he  would  gladly  recall,  given 
some  votes  which  in  the  light  of  fuller 
investigation  he  would  gladly  change, 
but  that  he  had  done  nothing  in  his  pub- 
lic career  for  which  he  could  be  put  to 
the  faintest  blush  in  any  presence,  or  for 
which  he  could  not  answer  to  his  con- 
stituents, his  conscience,  and  the  great 
Searcher  of  hearts;  and  the  majority  of 
the  older  members  who  knew  Blaine  be- 
lieved him. 

But  Blaine  had  in  the  very  beginning 
of  that  Congress  touched  the  quick  of  the 
Southern  Democrats  by  opposing  a bill 
granting  full  amnesty  to  all  who  had 
taken  part  in  the  rebellion.  He  had  de- 


feated that  bill  and  then  moved  to  re- 
consider the  vote  by  which  the  suspen- 
sion of  the  rules  had  been  denied,  and 
offered  a substitute  by  which  full  am- 
nesty should  be  granted  to  all  with  the 
exception  of  Jefferson  Davis.  He  made 
a speech  on  that  motion  in  which  he 
arraigned  Jefferson  Davis  as  the  author 
of  the  inhuman  acts  of  Wirts  at  the  An- 
dersonville  prison.  That  speech  brought 
the  bitter  reply  of  Representative  Benja- 
min H.  Hill,  of  Georgia,  and  inspired  the 
eloquent  tribute  of  Robert  G.  Ingersoll 
in  the  Republican  national  convention 
in  presenting  Blaine’s  name  for  the  Presi- 
dential nomination:  “Like  an  armed 
warrior,  like  a plumed  knight,  James  G. 
Blaine  marched  down  the  halls  of  the 
American  Congress  and  threw  his  shin- 
ing lance  full  and  fair  against  the  brazen 
forehead  of  every  traitor  of  his  country 
and  every  maligner  of  his  fair  reputation 
— the  man  wrho  had  torn  from  the  throat 
of  treason  the  tongue  of  slander.” 

The  South  “was  in  the  saddle,”  and 
the  Southern  men  took  up  the  fight 
against  Blaine  from  the  day  be  opposed 
amnesty  for  Jefferson  Davis,  and  they 
had  the  sympathy,  if  not  the  active  aid, 
of  some  of  the  old  Republican  leaders  of 
former  days,  who,  like  Brutus,  “lovjed  not 
Caesar  less,  but  Rome  more.”  Notwith- 
standing Blaine’s  exposition  of  the  slan- 
ders against  him  in  April,  Representa- 
tive Tarbox  of  Massachusetts  introduced 
a resolution  instructing  the  Committee 
on  Judiciary  to  investigate  certain  tran- 
sactions of  the  Union  Pacific  Railroad, 
and  other  Democrats  introduced  resolu- 
tions to  investigate  other  Pacific  roads. 

Proctor  Knott,  of  Kentucky,  was  chair- 
man of  the  Committee  on  Judiciary,  and 
he  appointed  a sub-committee  to  make 
the  investigation,  placing  on  it  the  only 
two  Southern  Democrats  on  the  Judi- 
ciary Committee,  Hunton  of  Virginia 
and  Ashe  of  North  Carolina,  to  have 
charge  of  that  investigation.  Both  had 
held  commissions  in  the  Confederate 
army  and  both  resented  Blaine’s  attack 
on  Jefferson  Davis.  All  Northern  Demo- 
crats on  the  committee  were  passed  over. 
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The  Mulligan  letters  played  a leading 
part  in  the  investigation,  showing  that 
the  committee  was  in  fact  investigating 
the  private  affairs  of  Blaine  rather  than 
the  official  conduct  of  the  Pacific  rail- 
roads. Those  letters — about  a dozen — 
which  had  been  written  by  Blaine  to 
Warren  Fisher  of  Boston  during  the 
course  of  as  many  years,  had  been  ex- 
tracted from  the  files  of  Mr.  Fisher  by 
James  Mulligan,  who  had  been  in  his  em- 
ploy, and  by  that  gentleman  brought  to 
Washington  to  add  to  the  sensational 
gossip.  It  was  known  that  Blaine  had 
secured  possession  of  the  letters  from 
Mulligan  and  the  suspicion  was  that  he 
had  done  this  to  prevent  them  falling 
into  the  hands  of  the  committee,  for 
Senator  Knott  threatened  all  sorts  of 
drastic  action  by  the  House  to  secure 
the  letters. 

The  House  was  the  center  of  sensa- 
tional interest  on  Monday,  June  5, 1876. 
It  was  only  ten  days  before  the  national 
Republican  convention,  and  Blaine  was 
the  most  popular  candidate  for  the  nomi- 
nation. He  was  the  storm  center  of 
American  politics.  The  galleries  were 
packed  and  the  floor  crowded  with  mem- 
bers, Senators,  ex-members,  and  who- 
ever could  by  hook  or  crook  get  on 
the  floor.  I never  saw  a joint  session 
of  the  two  Houses  better  attended,  for 
there  were  members  of  the  Cabinet  and 
of  the  Supreme  Court  on  the  floor. 

The  stage  was  set  for  a historic  scene. 
Speaker  Kerr,  who  had  been  elected 
over  Blaine  in  December,  was  already 
under  a cloud  with  an  investigation  of 
charges  as  sensational  and  as  malignant 
and  untruthful  as  those  against  Blaine, 
and  he  was  also  in  the  very  shadow  of 
death  from  a fatal  malady.  The  “House 
jester,”  Sunset  Cox  of  New  York,  was 
in  the  chair  as  Speaker  pro  tempore.  Mr. 
Cox  was  a brilliant  man  and  a good 
legislator,  but  he  had  acquired  the  repu- 
tation of  being  the  humorist  of  the 
House  and  was  often  taken  less  seri- 
ously than  he  intended.  In  the  chair  he 
might  pound  the  desk  and  threaten  to 
clear  the  floor  and  the  galleries,  without 

Vol.  CXL. — No.  83$. — 6 


Digitized 


^ Google 


any  effect  except  to  add  to  the  confusion 
and  laughter.  The  gavel,  voice  of  au- 
thority in  the  House,  was  like  a child’s 
rattle  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Cox. 

Down  in  front  of  the  Speaker’s  ros- 
trum, which  is  now  the  forum  of  the 
House  and  always  regarded  neutral  ter- 
ritory, was  the  almost  mummified  form 
of  Alexander  H.  Stephens,  former  Vice- 
President  of  the  Confederate  States, 
who,  by  reason  of  physical  infirmities, 
was  provided  with  a wheel-chair  and 
each  morning  trundled  into  the  House 
and  throughout  the  session  occupied 
that  central  position,  almost  as  conspicu- 
ous as  the  Speaker. 

Directly  to  the  left  of  Stephens,  on  the 
front  row  of  seats  on  the  Republican 
side,  was  another  figure  linking  that 
Congress  with  the  past — Gen.  Nathaniel 
P.  Banks,  of  Massachusetts,  who,  after 
the  long  deadlock  in  1855,  was  elected 
Speaker  of  the  Thirty-fourth  Congress, 
the  first  Republican  to  occupy  the  chair. 

Both  these  men  had  been  in  the  House 
before  the  war,  both  distinguished  them- 
selves in  the  war,  and  both  returned  to 
the  House  several  years  after  the  war, 
but  with  qualifications  prefixed  to  their 
party  names — Banks  calling  himself  “a 
liberal  Republican”  and  Stephens  call- 
ing himself  “a  straight-out  Jefferson 
Democrat.”  Banks  did  not  love  Blaine 
and  Stephens  did  not  love  Ben  Hill  or 
Proctor  Knott;  and  they  sat  there  like 
elder  statesmen  to  referee  a partisan  duel. 

On  one  side  of  the  House  were  some 
sixty  members  known  as  Southern  briga- 
diers, because  they  had  all  held  commis- 
sions in  the  Confederate  army,  and, 
though  they  had  all  been  amnestied  by 
Republican  Congresses  presided  over  by 
Blaine,  they  were  still  called  “Rebels.” 

On  the  other  side  were  quite  as  many 
members  who  had  been  soldiers  in  the 
Union  army,  and  many  of  them  still 
carried  themselves  with  a military  air 
and  chaffed  their  opponents  about  their 
defeat  in  the  war.  On  that  side  also  sat 
several  black  men  who  had  been  slaves 
under  the  old  dispensation,  had  been 
freed  by  Lincoln,  made  citizens  by  the 
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Fourteenth  Amendment  to  the  Consti- 
tution, and  elected  representatives  in 
Congress  from  Southern  states;  and 
they  were  able  men,  as  any  one  will 
realize  who  reads  the  lives  of  Robert 
Smalls,  John  R.  Lynch,  and  Joseph 
Rainey. 

There  were  others  on  both  sides  who 
linked  that  time  with  the  future — Gar- 
field, a future  President,  whose  assassi- 
nation had  an  unfortunate  reflex  on  his 
party  and  on  the  country;  two  future 
Vice-Presidents,  William  A.  Wheeler 
and  Adlai  E.  Stephenson;  a future 
justice  of  the  Supreme  Court  from  the 
South,  Lucius  Quintus  Cincinnatus  La- 
mar, of  Mississippi — owing  to  the  large 
majority,  a number  of  Democrats  had 
seats  on  the  Republican  side,  and 
Stephenson  and  Lamar  sat  near  Blaine, 
the  latter  almost  elbow  to  elbow  with 
his  negro  colleague,  John  R.  Lynch — 
two  future  Speakers  of  the  House,  Ran- 
dall and  myself,  and  a long  list  of  men 
who  afterward  became  Senators,  judges, 
diplomats,  governors,  and  contributed  to 
the  political  history  of  the  country  in  one 
way  or  another;  but  on  that  day  we 
were  simply  a part  of  the  stage  settings 
for  the  most  talked  of  and  the  most 
dramatic  figure  in  American  politics 
since  the  days  of  Henry  Clay. 

Blaine  was  the  star  player  and  Proctor 
Knott  was  his  unwilling  foil.  Blaine  sat 
midway  back  on  the  third  aisle  of  the 
Republican  side,  in  the  very  center  of 
his  party  associates,  with  Garfield,  Hale, 
Frye,  and  Kelly  immediately  surround- 
ing him.  Proctor  Knott  had  a relative 
position  on  the  Democratic  side  with 
Blount,  Hill,  and  Him  ton,  all  Confed- 
erate brigadiers,  as  his  immediate 
neighbors.  My  seat  was  a few  rows 
behind  Blaine,  sandwiched  between 
John  A.  Kasson  and  Stephen  B.  Elkins. 
We  had  a good  position  from  which  to 
see  the  whole  stage,  and  to  me  it  was 
like  a play.  Blaine  was  the  center  of 
attention,  while  the  House  was  disposing 
of  the  morning  business,  and  many 
members  from  his  own  side  stopped  to 
shake  his  hand  as  they  passed  to  their 


seats.  He  was  apparently  unconcerned 
about  the  part  he  was  to  take  in  a few 
minutes.  He  chatted  with  his  neighbors 
and  whoever  passed  his  seat,  and  when 
I reached  out  my  hand  merely  to  show 
my  confidence  he  gave  it  a warm  grasp, 
accompanying  it  with  a cheery  word 
which  he  always  had  for  the  younger 
men  of  the  House. 

I doubt  if  any  of  Blaine’s  friends  knew 
what  he  intended  to  do  or  say  on  that 
occasion.  Hale  and  Frye  from  his  own 
state,  and  Garfield,  professed  to  be  as 
much  in  the  dark  as  any  of  us.  We  all 
had  confidence  in  his  ability  to  confuse 
his  enemies,  but  our  confidence  was 
based  on  faith  and  not  on  information. 
We  knew  that  he  had  secured  the  Mulli- 
gan letters  and  had  refused  to  deliver 
them  to  the  committee.  We  accepted 
the  general  theory  that  he  intended  to 
keep  them  from  being  made  public. 

As  soon  as  the  formal  business  on  the 
Speaker’s  desk  was  disposed  of,  Blaine 
addressed  the  Chair:  “Mr.  Speaker,  if 
the  morning  hour  has  expired  I will  rise 
to  a question  of  privilege,”  and  he  pro- 
ceeded to  read  the  resolutions  that  had 
been  adopted  early  in  May,  directing 
the  Judiciary  Committee  to  investigate 
certain  transactions  of  the  Pacific  rail- 
roads. He  said  that  the  resolutions,  on 
their  face  and  by  fair  import,  called  for 
an  investigation  of  the  railroad  com- 
panies as  to  the  legality  of  certain  trans- 
actions. Then,  turning  to  the  chair- 
man of  the  committee,  he  said:  “Now, 
I say — and  I state  it  boldly — that  under 
these  general  powers  to  investigate 
Pacific  railroads  and  their  transactions, 
the  whole  enginery  of  this  committee  is 
aimed  at  me;  and  I want  that  to  be  un- 
derstood by  the  country.  I have  no 
objection  to  it,  but  I want  you  by  name 
to  investigate  James  G.  Blaine.” 

This  plain  and  direct  challenge  to  the 
committee  was  greeted  with  a demon- 
stration of  approval  from  the  Republican 
side  and  from  the  galleries,  and  it  was 
several  minutes  before  Mr.  Blaine  could 
proceed.  He  then  told  the  story  of  the 
Mulligan  letters  that  had  been  stolen 
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from  the  files  of  Warren  Fisher  in  Bos- 
ton, the  sensational  use  that  had  been 
made  of  rumors  concerning  them,  and 
the  efforts  of  the  committee  to  secure 
possession  of  them.  He  admitted  that  he 
had  secured  possession  of  the  letters  and 
had  defied  the  power  of  the  committee 
and  the  power  of  the  House  to  compel 
him  to  produce  them.  He  knew  the 
power  of  the  House — none  better  than 
he — and  he  respected  that  power;  but  he 
boldly  declared  that  the  House  had  no 
more  power  to  order  what  should  be 
done  or  not  done  with  his  private  corre- 
spondence than  it  had  with  what  he 
should  nurture  his  children  or  how  he 
should  educate  them.  That  right  was  as 
sacred  in  one.  case  as  in  the  other;  and, 
having  vindicated  that  right,  standing 
by  it  and  ready  to  make  any  sacrifice  in 
defense  of  it  and  engage  in  any  ex- 
tremity of  contest  or  conflict  in  behalf 
of  that  right,  he  completely  surprised  the 
House  by  taking  from  his  desk  a bundle 
of  old  letters  and  holding  it  up,  said: 
“And  while  I am  so  determined,  I thank 
God  I am  not  ashamed  to  show  those 
letters.  There  is  the  original  package; 
and  with  some  sense  of  humiliation,  with 
a mortification  that  I do  not  pretend  to 
conceal,  with  a sense  of  outrage  which  I 
think  any  man  in  my  position  would  feel, 
I invite  the  confidence  of  forty-four 
million  of  my  countrymen  while  I read 
those  letters  from  this  desk.” 

It  was  a fitting  climax  to  a plain  story 
that  had  been  recited  in  ordinary  tones 
and  wi  thout  any  effort  to  create  sympathy 
or  suggest  martyrdom;  and  the  Demo- 
crats, who  had  been  scheming  and 
threatening  to  use  the  full  power  of  the 
House  to  secure  those  letters  as  the 
clinching  evidence  needed  to  give  sub- 
stance to  rumor  and  destroy  this  man, 
were  staggered  by  the  proposal  of  the 
author  of  the  letters  to  read  them  to  the 
House,  have  them  printed  in  the  Con- 
gressional Record  and  given  to  the  press 
which  had  been  for  weeks  resorting  to 
every  form  of  strategy  known  to  it  to 
secure  copies  of  them. 

The  newspaper  correspondents  in  the 


press  gallery,  experienced  in  the  develop- 
ment of  dramatic  surprises,  were  as 
much  excited  as  the  occupants  of  the 
other  galleries  and  the  men  on  the  floor. 
They  had  pictured  Blaine  as  going  down 
on  his  kneed  in  supplication  to  Mulligan, 
with  tears  streaming  down  his  cheeks, 
and  even  threatening  suicide,  if  those 
letters  should  ever  be  given  to  the  public 
to  ruin  him  and  his  family;  and  here  was 
the  same  Blaine  standing  in  his  accus- 
tomed place  in  the  House  with  that 
bundle  of  old  letters  in  his  hand  and 
proposing  to  read  them  to  all  his  coun- 
trymen. 

He  appeared  the  only  calm  man  in 
the  chamber.  Every  other  human  being 
on  the  floor  and  in  the  galleries  was  wild 
with  excitement,  some  with  exultation 
and  admiration  for  the  man,  and  some 
with  the  sensation  of  dead  weights  fall- 
ing on  others  than  those  for  whom  they 
were  set.  The  confusion  was  so  great 
that  the  Speaker  could  not  be  heard,  nor 
the  raps  of  his  gavel.  I could  see  his 
lips  move  and  the  gavel  swish  up  and 
down,  but  all  sound  of  authority  was 
drowned  in  the  noise  of  cheering  men 
and  women.  Senators  and  Representa- 
tives on  both  sides  of  the  chamber  were 
like  boys  at  a rough-and-tumble  baseball 
game,  with  no  semblance  of  dignity  or 
order. 

After  a while  we  could  hear  the 
Speaker  calling  on  the  sergeant-at-arms 
and  the  police  to  clear  the  floor  and  the 
galleries,  but  he  might  as  well  have 
joined  the  others  in  shouting  and  run- 
ning about.  The  gavel  and  the  mace, 
the  emblems  of  authority,  were  without 
reverence  on  that  occasion.  Blaine  was 
in  as  complete  control  of  the  House  as 
he  ever  was  when  Speaker.  It  was  only 
at  a signal  from  him  that  order  was  re- 
stored. As  a master  of  parliamentary 
practice  and  political  strategy,  he  had  his 
enemies  in  a panic  and  helpless  to  meet 
the  surprise  he  had  sprung  on  them.  It 
was  the  greatest  individual  triumph  I 
ever  saw  anywhere,  but  Blaine  did  not 
encourage  the  continuation  of  the  dem- 
onstration. He  lifted  his  hand,  signifying 
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that  he  was  about  to  proceed,  and  then 
he  read  those  old  letters.  There  were 
about  a dozen  of  them  in  the  package, 
some  stained  with  age  and  all  in  Blaine’s 
handwriting,  all  addressed  to  Warren 
Fisher  and  all  about  personal  business 
affairs.  I do  not  remember  a political 
note  in  them,  and  they  presented  only 
one  side  of  the  correspondence.  This 
necessitated  some  explanation  to  make 
a story,  but  it  was  not  a thrilling  story 
from  any  point  of  view.  The  letters 
referred  to  disappointments  over  busi- 
ness ventures,  inability  to  meet  notes 
that  had  been  given,  and  the  embarrass- 
ments of  others  who  had  relied  on  his 
judgment  in  making  investment  of  life’s 
savings.  Written  by  one  man  to  another 
about  business  affairs,  these  letters  were 
stale  reading  as  compared  with  the 
many  speculations  as  to  what  they 
would  reveal. 

They  had  been  discussed  by  thousands 
of  people  who  knew  about  them  and 
their  contents  only  from  the  sensational 
newspaper  gossip  and  that  which  circu- 
lated about  the  capital;  and  such  specu- 
lation as  to  what  the  letters  would  reveal 
regarding  the  most  popular  candidate 
for  President  had  aroused  sensational 
interest  which  could  not  be  sustained. 
Mr.  Fisher  had  denied  the  stories  about 
the  transactions  of  Blaine,  and  so  had 
Thomas  A.  Scott  and  Morton  & Bliss  of 
New  York,  who  had  handled  the  stock 
of  the  Pacific  railroads;  but  these  denials 
only  whetted  the  appetite  of  the  scandal- 
mongers and  brought  out  new  rumors. 
Mr.  Blaine  gave  some  explanations  of 
dates  and  incidents  as  he  read  the  let- 
ters, some  of  which  bore  date  as  far  back 
as  1861,  before  he  was  elected  to  Con- 
gress. 

The  half-hour  consumed  in  reading 
was  a sharp  let-down  from  the  dramatic 
introduction  of  the  letters,  and  it  began 
to  look  to  me  like  an  anti-climax;  but 
as  Blaine  finished  the  last  letter  and 
handed  the  bundle  to  the  reporter,  he 
said,  apparently  apologetically,  that 
there  was  one  piece  of  testimony  want- 
ing, one  witness  who  had  not  appeared 


before  the  committee,  and  he  had  re- 
quested the  chairman  to  send  a telegram 
to  that  witness.  Then,  striding  down  the 
aisle  to  the  arena  of  the  House  in  front 
of  the  Speaker’s  desk,  he  asked  if  the 
gentleman  from  Kentucky  had  sent  a 
telegram  to  Josiah  Caldwell. 

Mr.  Knott  replied  that  he  and  Judge 
Hunton  had  both  tried  to  get  the  ad- 
dress of  Mr.  Caldwell,  but  they  had  not 
succeeded,  as  the  witness  was  not  in 
this  country  and  the  telegram  had  not 
been  sent.  While  making  this  explana- 
tion, Mr.  Knott  walked  down  the  aisle 
to  the  well  and  the  two  men  stood  there 
in  the  arena  of  the  House,  about  ten 
paces  apart,  with  only  old  Alexander 
Stephens  in  his  wheel-chair  between 
them.  I felt  that  the  real  act  of  the  play 
was  to  begin,  and  it  did. 

Blaine’s  next  question  caught  Knott 
off  his  guard  and  again  roused  the  ex- 
pectations of  every  one  else.. 

“Has  the  gentleman  from  Kentucky 
received  a despatch  from  Mr.  Cald- 
well?’’ asked  Blaine,  in  even  and  polite 
tone. 

“I  will  explain,”  replied  Knott,  but 
Blaine  came  back  with,  “I  want  a cate- 
gorical answer,”  with  an  emphasis  that 
was  like  a blow  in  the  face.  He  strode 
across  the  area  to  face  Knott  on  the 
Democratic  side,  and  the  members  from 
both  sides  began  moving  toward  the 
wall,  anticipating  a personal  encounter. 

The  Kentuckian  was  an  eloquent 
man,  a master  of  ridicule  and  sarcasm, 
and  could  with  these  weapons  handle 
himself  in  almost  any  kind  of  parlia- 
mentary skirmish,  but  the  incisive  de- 
mand of  Blaine  for  a categorical  answer 
to  his  direct  question  put  him  on  the 
defensive.  He  realized  that  he  could  not 
evade  that  question  and  he  admitted 
that  he  had  received  a despatch  dated 
London  and  “purporting”  to  be  from 
Mr.  Caldwell;  and  still  on  the  defensive, 
but  with  an  effort  to  counter,  he  asked, 
with  almost  a sneer,  how  the  gentleman 
from  Maine  knew  of  the  despatch.  But 
Blaine  came  back  with  another  question 
so  searching  that  Knott  winced,  as  be 
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realized  that  his  opponent  had  more 
knowledge  that  could  be  parried  in  the 
old  way  of  ridicule. 

“When  did  you  get  it?”  snapped  out 
Blaine.  “I  want  the  gentleman  from 
Kentucky  to  answer  this  House  when  he 
received  that  despatch.” 

The  pebble  from  David’s  sling  was 
not  more  effective  in  silencing  Goliath 
than  that  question  in  making  Knott 
tongue-tied. 

His  silence  in  the  face  of  this  direct 
and  emphatic  challenge  was  embarrass- 
ing to  his  friends,  and  so  irritating  to 
the  Hotspurs  on  his  side  that  John 
Young  Brown,  another  fiery  Ken- 
tuckian, demanded  action.  He  expected 
direct  action  in  resenting  such  a chal- 
lenge and  reflection  on  the  honor  of  a 
gentleman,  and  members  from  both  sides 
pushed  forward  until  the  two  principals 
were  hemmed  in  by  excited  men  ready 
for  a general  melee.  But  Proctor  Knott 
knew  the  significance  of  the  scrap  of 
yellow  paper  which  Blaine  held  toward 
him,  for  it  was  a copy  of  the  Caldwell 
despatch,  and,  flushed  with  anger  and 
humiliation,  he  accepted  the  challenge 
in  silence.  There  was  no  other  way  for  a 
brave  man  to  meet  the  situation,  and 
Knott  was  not  a coward. 

It  was  a tense  moment  on  both  sides 
of  the  House  as  these  two  men  stood  like 
gladiators  within  striking  distance  of 
each  other,  but  with  no  suggestion  on 
their  part  of  physical  encounter  or  the 
violation  of  the  rules  of  the  House. 
Knott  saw  that  he  had  been  trapped, 
and  for  a moment  he  appeared  defiant 
as  he  replied  that  he  would  answer  when 
he  pleased. 

Blaine  stood  there  like  a “Plumed 
Knight,”  with  his  lance  in  rest,  his  ad- 
versary unhorsed  and  his  armor  pierced, 
and  then  he  compelled  the  gentleman 
from  Kentucky  practically  to  appear  at 
the  bar  of  the  House  and  confess  that 
he  had  received  a cable  despatch  from 
Josiah  Caldwell  in  London,  stating  that 
he  had  read  the  testimony  of  Thomas  A. 
Scott  as  printed  in  New  York  papers, 
and  that  Caldwell  corroborated  that 


testimony  and  wanted,  so  far  as  his 
testimony  could,  to  vindicate  Mr.  Blaine 
from  the  charges  that  had  been  made 
against  him.  Blaine  held  a copy  of  the 
despatch  in  his  hand,  but  did  not  read 
it.  He  compelled  Mr.  Knott  to  reveal 
its  contents  under  cross-examination. 

Blaine  would  not  let  Mr.  Knott  off 
with  this  admission,  but  compelled  him 
to  admit  that  he  had  received  that 
despatch  five  days  before,  or  on  Thurs- 
day morning  of  the  preceding  week,  and 
that  as  chairman  of  the  committee  he 
had  not  seen  fit  to  lay  that  evidence 
before  the  full  committee  or  the  sub- 
committee, but  had  shown  it  only  to 
Judge  Hunton,  who  had  become  the  chief 
prosecutor  of  Blaine  in  this  indirect  in- 
vestigation. 

No  Republican  member  of  the  com- 
mittee had  been  shown  the  despatch. 
Mr.  Knott  was  beaten  and  he  showed  it 
as  he  tried  to  excuse  his  conduct  by  say- 
ing that  he  did  not  know  how  to  reach 
Mr.  Caldwell  and  secure  confirmation  of 
the  despatch;  but  that  excuse  was 
quickly  punctured  with  the  inquiry  if  he 
could  not  trust  the  cable  company  to 
find  the  man  who  had  sent  the  telegram. 

It  was  apparent  that  Blaine  had  un- 
masked the  underground  mine  laid  for 
him  and  that  Proctor  Knott  was  the 
victim  of  the  explosion.  That  incident 
was  no  doubt  the  inspiration  for  Inger- 
soll’s  line,  “The  man  who  had  torn  from 
the  throat  of  treason  the  tongue  of 
slander,”  for  it  was  made  pretty  clear 
that  the  committee  in  trying  to  involve 
Blaine  in  its  investigation  of  Pacific  rail- 
roads had  not  been  full  and  frank  in  its 
efforts  to  secure  evidence  on  both  sides — 
to  give  Blaine  the  benefit  of  Josiah 
Caldwell’s  voluntary  testimony  cabled 
from  London  to  the  chairman. 

Blaine’s  triumph  was  complete  and 
the  House  was  a bedlam,  with  the 
Speaker,  the  sergeant-at-arms,  and  the 
Capitol  police  as  helpless  as  babes  in  a 
mob.  They  were  the  comedians  of  this 
dramatic  performance.  Republicans 
cheered  their  leader  until  they  were 
hoarse;  the  galleries  were  as  turbulent. 

• 
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Only  the  Democratic  side  of  the  House 
was  silent,  and  the  silence  there  was 
sullen,  evidence  of  disappointment  and 
chagrin  at  the  Judiciary  Committee  and 
its  chairman,  who  had  led  the  party  into 
such  a humiliating  defeat  at  the  hands 
of  one  man,  Mr.  Blaine. 

Proctor  Knott  had  led  his  party  into 
an  ambush  of  his  own  creation,  and  “in 
politics  a blunder  is  worse  than  a crime;” 
but  here  was  ground  for  the  double 
charge  by  the  Republicans  that  the 
Democrats  had  blundered  and  were 
willing  to  suppress  important  evidence 
in  the  investigation  they  had  unfairly 
diverted  from  its  legitimate  purpose  to 
destroy  a political  opponent  whose 
popularity  was  the  inspiration  for  the 
whole  effort  to  involve  him  in  the 
Pacific  railroad  scandals. 

In  the  last  half-century  I have  par- 
ticipated in  many  exciting  contests  in 
the  House,  but  that  was  the  most  dra- 
matic scene  I ever  witnessed  on  any 
stage.  Those  two  men,  both  handsome 
and  impressive  in  bearing,  with  voices 
trained  to  make  speech  most  effective, 
face  to  face  in  the  arena  of  the  greatest 
legislative  body  in  the  world,  supported 
by  their  partizans  and  surrounded  by  a 
company  of  the  most  distinguished  men 
of  the  time,  impressed  me  like  a revival 
of  the  tournaments  at  King  Arthur’s 
court.  I confess  that  I was  not  an  im- 
partial witness,  for  I was  a partizan  then 
and  something  of  a hero-worshipper. 
I have  heard  men  say  they  were  im- 
partial, but  I knew  they  were  fooling 
themselves.  A dead  man  may  be  im- 
partial, not  a live  one.  Certainly  nobody 
in  the  chamber  of  the  House  on  that 
afternoon  of  June  5,  1876,  even  tried  to 
appear  impartial.  We  were  as  lusty  in 
our  partizanship  as  a lot  of  men  at  a 
prize-fight. 

Blaine  walked  back  to  his  own  desk 
during  the  confusion  on  the  floor,  and 
after  we  had  worn  ourselves  out  with 
cheering  and  congratulating  him,  he 
offered  a resolution  calling  on  the  Judi- 
ciary Committee  for  the  despatch  from 
Josiah  Caldwell  and  took  his  seat.  Hol- 


man of  Indiana,  who  was  one  of  the 
best  parliamentarians  on  the  Democratic 
side,  made  a point  of  order  which  fur- 
nished an  opportunity  for  diverting  the 
subject  from  personalities  to  methods  of 
procedure;  and  Judge  Hunton  of  Vir- 
ginia, as  chairman  of  the  subcommittee, 
took  the  floor  to  make  a speech.  He 
assured  the  House  that  there  had  been 
no  effort  to  involve  the  gentleman  from 
Maine  in  the  investigation;  that  the 
committee  had  called  such  witnesses  as 
Mr.  Blaine  requested;  that  it  had  tried 
to  secure  the  address  of  Josiah  Caldwell, 
and  that  the  despatch  from  Mr.  Cald- 
well had  been  shown  to  him,  but  he  had 
doubted  its  authenticity  and  had  not 
brought  it  to  the  attention  of  the  com- 
mittee. This  speech,  while  not  contrib- 
uting much  to  the  Democratic  side  of 
the  controversy,  did  bring  the  House 
back  to  ordinary  conditions  and  relieved 
it  of  the  intense  dramatic  situation  which 
had  been  created.  Then  Proctor  Knott 
took  the  floor  and  did  his  best  to  fill  his 
old  r61e  as  satirist  which  he  had  so  often 
played  with  other  members  as  the  vic- 
tims of  his  ridicule,  but  it  was  apparent 
that  he  had  not  recovered  from  the  pun- 
ishment administered  by  Blaine,  for  his 
own  side  of  the  House  did  not  rally  to 
him.  It  could  not  get  rid  of  the  picture 
of  the  chairman  of  the  great  Judiciary 
Committee  at  the  bar  of  the  first  Demo- 
cratic House  confessing  to  having  sup- 
pressed important  evidence  in  an  inves- 
tigation which  struck  at  the  private 
character  of  the  most  popular  man  in 
public  life  at  that  time. 

Blaine’s  resolution  was  not  adopted. 
He  did  not  expect  it  to  be.  He  had  com- 
pelled Knott  to  reveal  its  contents  and 
the  whole  story  of  its  suppression.  It  was 
the  parliamentary  finale  to  his  dramatic 
presentation  of  a question  of  personal 
privilege.  The  resolution  was  discussed 
for  several  days  and  finally  laid  on  the 
table  by  a party  vote.  The  majority 
could  do  no  less  than  stand  by  the  ma- 
jority of  the  committee  on  a record  vote, 
but  that  vote  did  not  represent  the  senti- 
ments of  all  the  Democrats,  for  it  was 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


DRAMATIC  SCENES  IN  MY  CAREER  IN  CONGRESS 


47 


noticeable  that  few  of  the  old  leaders  of 
that  party  gave  Mr.  Knott  any  material 
assistance  in  the  contest.  Throughout 
the  whole  debate  such  Democratic  lead- 
ers as  Randall,  David  Dudley  Field, 
Abram  Hewitt,  Fernando  Wood,  Morri- 
son, and  Hurd  from  the  North,  and  even 
Lamar,  Alexander  Stephens,  John  Ran- 
dolph Tucker,  and  Roger  Q.  Mills  from 
the  South,  were  silent  spectators  of  Mr. 
Knott’s  humiliation.  Some  of  them  were 
personal  friends  of  Mr.  Blaine,  most  of 
them  respected  him,  admired  his  dash 
and  ability,  and  all  of  them  sympathized 
with  his  defense  of  private  correspond- 
ence as  beyond  the  power  of  the  House. 

As  a rule,  members  of  Congress  do  not 
lose  their  sense  of  fair  play  or  strike 
below  the  belt  in  political  encounters  or 
parliamentary  contests;  and  on  that 
occasion  the  majority  of  the  members  on 
both  sides  felt  that  Blaine  had  been  the 
victim  of  persecution  by  the  committee, 
and  they  were  gratified  at  the  way  he 
had  turned  the  tables  and  punished  his 
persecutors. 

The  Mulligan  letters,  after  they  had 
been  read  to  the  House  and  published, 
lost  their  sensational  character,  as  do 
most  scandals  after  they  have  been 
brought  out  of  the  closet  and  exposed  to 
the  light,  and  printed  facts  take  the 
place  of  veiled  insinuation  and  gossip. 
As  political  material  they  ceased  to 
function  because  the  mystery  had  been 
cleared  up  with  the  letters  in  The 
Record,  and  the  Representative  who 
would  have  attempted  to  revive  the 
newspaper  stories  about  the  correspond- 
ence would  have  been  ridiculed.  No  one 
now  reads  those  letters  to  find  evidence 
of  improper  conduct  by  any  man,  but 
the  scandal  that  had  been  built  around 
them  while  in  the  possession  of  Mulligan 
continued  to  circulate  for  a time,  and 
they  may  have  had  a minor  part  in  the 
defeat  of  Blaine  in  the  Cincinnati  con- 
vention held  just  ten  days  after  their 
presentation  to  the  House  of  Represent- 
atives; but  I doubt  that,  because  he 
led  all  other  candidates  and  steadily 
gained  in  seven  ballots,  and  was  only 


defeated  by  the  combination  of  all  other 
competitors  who  united  on  Governor 
Hayes. 

Mr.  Blaine  was  called  an  eloquent 
speaker,  but  he  did  not  indulge  in  word- 
painting  which  is  so  generally  consid- 
ered the  principal  part  of  the  orator’s 
equipment.  He  did  not  have  the  gift  of 
Garfield  or  Ingersoll  in  imagery,  or  that 
of  Tom  Reed  in  the  use  of  epigrams. 
He  did  not  dwell  in  the  odor  of  phrases. 
His  power  as  a public  speaker  was  in 
his  ability  to  marshal  facts  and  group 
situations  to  present  dramatic  conclu- 
sions. In  that  speech  on  a question  of 
personal  privilege  there  was  no  impas- 
sioned appeal,  little  of  denunciation  by 
words,  few  striking  paragraphs  which 
taken  alone  would  attract  unusual  at- 
tention; and  I doubt  if  any  present-day 
reader  of  The  Congressional  Record 
would  linger  long  over  any  part  of  his 
speech  or  the  debate.  But,  taking  the 
whole  performance  with  the  prologue 
furnished  by  James  Mulligan  and  the 
Committee  on  Judiciary,  with  the  news- 
papers as  the  chorus,  and  the  epilogue 
supplied  by  Proctor  Knott,  it  was  the 
most  completely  dramatic  scene  I ever 
participated  in,  either  in  the  House  of 
Representatives  or  elsewhere. 

Some  men  assert  an  established  truth 
with  an  air  of  apology.  Blaine  was  not 
of  that  sort.  He  made  an  explanation 
with  the  attitude  of  a belligerent  when 
the  enunciation  of  commonplace  sen- 
tences was  with  the  force  of  blows.  Such 
was  the  effect  of  his  questions  to  Proctor 
Knott,  and  when  he  presented  two  great 
surprises  to  friends  and  foes  alike  in  his 
personal  explanation,  he  developed  two 
dramatic  climaxes  that  would  have  done 
credit  to  the  father  of  the  English  drama. 
I have  seen  the  elder  and  the  younger 
Booth  and  other  actors  who  made  the 
American  stage  famous,  but  I never  wit- 
nessed a mimic  presentation  which  ap- 
proaches that  scene  in  the  House  of 
Representatives  when  James  G.  Blaine 
was  the  central  figure — stage-manager, 
curtain  - raiser,  scene  - shifter,  call-boy, 
and  star — by  rising  to  a question  of  per- 
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sonal  privilege.  He  transformed  the 
psychology  of  the  House  from  criticism 
to  enthusiastic  admiration. 

Yes,  Blaine  was  a great  actor,  but  I 
never  knew  an  orator  or  debater  who 
could  impress  his  views  on  others  who 
was  not  an  actor.  Garfield  and  McKin- 
ley, Proctor  Knott  and  William  J.  Bryan 
were  actors  in  the  same  sense.  They  all 
appealed  to  the  dramatic  instinct  and 
employed  dramatic  art;  and  Proctor 
Knott  afterward  admitted  in  the  cloak- 
room that  Blaine’s  question  of  personal 
privilege  was  the  greatest  histrionic  per- 
formance he  had  ever  seen  on  any  stage. 
And  did  not  Macaulay  describe  Pitt  as 
an  actor  in  his  closet  as  well  as  in  the 
House  of  Commons?  So,  there  is  no  re- 
flection on  Blaine  or  any  other  great 
orator  in  calling  him  an  actor.  The 
world’s  a stage  and  we  are  all  players. 

The  secret  of  Blaine’s  leadership  was 
courage  to  meet  situations,  accept  re- 
sponsibility, and  fight  as  a gladiator  with 
a challenge  to  any  extremity  of  conflict, 
and  the  ability  to  use  the  weapons  of 
political  strategy  and  parliamentary 
rules  with  more  skill  than  any  of  his 
colleagues.  Such  leadership  gave  him 
more  ardent  admirers  than  any  other 


man  of  his  time,  and,  with  other  master- 
ful men  in  his  own  party  combining 
against  him,  he  held  his  following 
through  twenty  years  in  Congress  and 
four  Presidential  campaigns.  The  one 
most  accepted  criticism  of  Blaine  was, 
like  that  of  Csesar,  that  he  was  ambi- 
tious, and  “it  were  a grievous  fault,  and 
grievously  hath  Csesar  answered  it.” 
And,  like  Csesar,  Blaine  is  remembered 
and  admired  for  the  malicious  attacks  on 
him  as  well  as  for  his  gallant  leadership. 

I wouldn’t  give  three  whoops  for  a 
man  whose  heart  did  not  beat  faster, 
whose  eyes  did  not  take  fire,  and  whose 
spirit  did  not  swell — who  would  not  be 
moved  to  laughter  or  to  tears  by  the 
voices  of  birds  and  children,  by  a song 
from  the  heart,  by  a woman’s  pleading, 
by  noble  oratory  or  noble  acting,  by 
any  human  action  through  which  the 
spirit  in  one  speaks  to  the  spirit  in  others. 
Our  human  weaknesses  are  often  the 
secret  of  our  salvation.  So,  loving  life, 
I have  always  been  impressed  by  the 
emotions  of  youthful,  exuberant  life 
which  bring  cheers,  laughter,  and  tears, 
and  without  shame  in  any  of  them.  I 
cheered  Blaine  until  my  voice  had  fraz- 
zled to  a childish  trebble. 


THE  WORKER 

BY  SCUDDER  MIDDLETON 

BE  quiet,  worker  in  my  breast! 

You  hurt  me,  pounding  so! 
Day  and  night  your  hammer  rings. 
What  you  build,  I do  not  know. 

I am  tired  by  your  effort. 

I would  like  to  be  as  still 
As  the  solitary  sheep 

Scattered  on  the  sunny  hill. 

Stop  your  mad,  insistent  beating! 

Be  less  eager  and  more  wise! 

You  are  building  nothing  lasting. 
Let  me  rest  and  close  my  eyes. 
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BY  HARRISON  RHODES 


IT  was  after  she  had  refused  to  marry 
Mr.  Elmer  Harper  that  Mrs.  Bentley 
left  Huntsville  and  moved  to  New  York. 
If  she  had  not  performed  this  very  strik- 
ing migration  there  would  have  been  a 
good  deal  of  talk  about  her  decision 
against  matrimony.  But,  after  all,  so 
many  people  in  Huntsville  had  married 
and  so  few  had  ever  moved  to  New  York 
that  there  could  be  no  doubt  as  to  the 
relative  importance  of  the  two  actions. 

No  one  had  ever  moved  to  New  York 
from  Huntsville,  that  is  the  truth.  At 
least  no  one  like  Mrs.  Bentley.  But  then, 
there  had  never  been  any  one  in  Hunts- 
ville like  Mrs.  Bentley.  When  she  blew 
through  the  town — that  is  the  only  way 
you  can  express  it — she  was  like  a fresh 
wind  driving  away  the  stagnant  vapors 
of  a muggy  day.  Her  vitality,  her  snap- 
ping eye,  her  full-flowering  good  looks 
(she  was  no  hothouse  bloom,  and,  the 
new  fashions — all  for  thin  women — never 
really  became  her) — in  short,  her  gener- 
ous, good-natured  personality  drenched 
the  town  daily  like  a warm  spring  rain. 

She  was  the  first  president  of  the  Jef- 
ferson County  Women’s  Club;  she  was 
the  head  of  the  committee  that  raised 
the  money  to  get  the  town  the  Carnegie 
library.  When  she  started  in  she  stud 
frankly  she  hadn’t  the  ghost  of  an  idea 
whether  she  had  a Colonial  ancestor  or 
not,  but  she  got  a Miss  Backus  in  Bos- 
ton, whom  she  heard  of  from  Mrs. 
Edmondson,  to  look  it  all  up  in  the 
genealogical  department  of  the  public 
library  there  (paying  her  thirty-five 
dollars  for  doing  it)  and  shortly  we  had 
the  Hester  Woodford  Chapter,  named 
after  a connection  of  Mrs.  Bentley’s 
family,  in  those  days.  They  used  to  say 
that  if  she’d  been  a man  there  would 
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have  been  a lodge  of  the  Elks  in  Hunts- 
ville five  years  earlier  than  there  was. 

She  started  the  Modern  Language 
Club  and  the  Saturday  evening  soirees, 
where  she  was  the  first  woman  of  her 
age — and  size — to  attempt  the  new 
dances.  Finally  it  was  she  who  forced 
the  management  of  the  Chautauqua 
Course  to  give  Huntsville  Mr.  Bryan 
instead  of  the  Old  English  Chime-ring- 
ers, as  they’d  planned.  To  sum  it  up, 
as,  with  the  varying  and  increasing  life 
of  the  American  nation,  new  interests 
such  as  civic  virtue  and  culture  and  the 
suffrage  for  women  successively  came, 
as  it  were,  knocking  at  Huntsville’s 
gates,  there  stood  Fanny  Bentley  ready 
to  receive  them  and  to  deal  adequately 
with  them.  Her  ardent  admirers  felt 
that  it  would  not  have  been  going  too 
far  to  say  that,  had  she  not  been  there 
at  the  gates,  the  twentieth  century 
might  conceivably  have  called  on  its 
way  through  eastern  Ohio,  found  Hunts- 
ville not  at  home,  and  merely  left  its 
card. 

It  was  not  strange  that  Huntsville  felt 
that  its  hold  upon  such  an  abundant 
woman  was  at  least  precarious.  Her 
“development”  (spiritual,  of  course),  of 
which  she  and  her  friends  spoke  freely, 
made  Huntsville  conscious  of  its  narrow 
confines.  It  was,  of  course,  generally 
understood  that,  all  over  the  country, 
women  were  “developing”;  but  there 
was  nothing  of  that  sort  at  home  to 
compare  with  Mrs.  Bentley’s  unfolding. 
For  years,  to  acute  observers,  her  trans- 
plantation must  have  loomed  threaten- 
ingly on  the  eastern  horizon,  and  her 
trips  abroad  have  been  nervous  periods. 

Of  course,  letters  from  her  were  occa- 
sionally read  aloud  at  the  meetings  of  the 
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literary  department  of  the  club,  and  the 
ladies  thus  kept  in  touch  with  her.  And 
she  always  did  come  back,  with  a nice 
present  for  every  Daughter  of  the  Revo- 
lution and  every  member  of  the  Wom- 
en’s Club.  In  her  amazing  and  capa- 
cious way  she  managed  to  make  the 
whole  town  feel  as  if  it  had  just  come 
home  from  Rome  or  Egypt  or  the  Eng- 
lish lakes.  It  was  Huntsville’s  trip — and 
yet  not  Huntsville’s.  For  it  instinctively 
felt  that  these  flights  were  tentative; 
that  Fanny  Bentley  was  trying  her 
wings,  experimenting  to  see  in  what 
upper  airs,  more  rarefied  than  those  of 
the  Mioto  Valley  where  Huntsville  lies, 
she  could  breathe  most  easily. 

“I  don’t  Imow,”  she  would  say,  at 
times,  smiling  a smile  which  somehow 
went  beyond  the  mere  confines  of  the 
room  where  she  sat — “I  don’t  know.  I 
love  you  all,  but  sometimes  I wonder  if 
I haven’t  outgrown  you — and  Hunts- 
ville!” 

No  one  ever  resented  such  speeches. 
It  was  part  of  her  charm  that  she  knew 
and  counted  upon  this  generosity  of 
spirit.  Too  much  emphasis  cannot  be 
put  on  the  fact  that  the  town  loved 
Fanny,  but  that  it  was  this  very  affec- 
tion which  made  it  seem  almost  a sacred 
duty  to  be  ready  to  relinquish  her,  if  she 
should  ever  feel  a greater  call. 

It  was  an  autumn  after  she  had  spent 
part  of  the  summer  in  a swoop  upon  the 
Maine  coast — among  charming  people, 
so  she  had  written  home — that  she  first 
thought  seriously  enough  of  a migration 
to  the  metropolis  to  look  up  apartments 
in  New  York  as  she  came  through  on  her 
way  west  to  Huntsville.  This  disposes 
at  once  of  the  theory  that  she  made  the 
move  because  she  had  rejected  Elmer 
Harper.  Every  one  agreed  that  Harper 
was  the  kind  of  fellow  who  would  have 
gone  on  “dropping  in”  of  an  evening  to 
see  Mrs.  Bentley,  even  after  she  had 
said  “no”  to  him.  This  she  may  per- 
fectly have  feared  would  grow  irksome, 
but  the  autumn’s  flat-hunting  makes  it 
indisputable  that  the  spring’s  move  to 
Central  Park  West,  one  of  the  most 


magnificent  of  New  York’s  residential 
streets,  as  every  one  knew,  was  made 
for  broader,  deeper  reasons,  in  answer  to 
some  signal  the  great  world  made  her. 
Huntsville  and  Elmer  Harper  were  to 
find  life  duller  and  quieter  and  a little 
sad. 

There  is  this  much  to  be  said  about 
Harper  and  Fanny  Bentley’s  refusing 
him,  that  it  was  not  the  first  time  she 
had  done  it.  Ip  fact,  when  some  one 
tried  to  say  something  to  him  about  it 
by  way  of  sympathizing  he  merely  gave 
a little  laugh  and  said: 

“Oh,  I ought  to  know  my  Fanny  by 
now.” 

He  didn’t  seem  overthrown  with  sor- 
row, only  a little,  gently,  sad.  And  this 
was  all  he  had  been  twenty  years  before, 
so  they  said,  when  Fanny  Johnson — she 
then  was — “gave  him  the  mitten,”  as 
old-fashioned  people  still  say  in  Hunts- 
ville. He  had  never  married,  but  Fanny 
had  in  the  meanwhile  taken  Chris  Bent- 
ley, married  him,  been  happy  with  him, 
made  him  happy,  and  then  lost  him. 

Though  not  more  than  fifty  at  the 
time  of  these  events,  Elmer  Harper  did 
little  work.  He  was  more  a gardener 
than  a lawyer.  He  had  made  tremendous 
great  rose-beds  at  the  side  and  front  and 
back  of  his  house.  His  house  was  the 
biggest  of  the  old  Huntsville  houses  of 
the  pleasant  Ohio  type  that  was  built 
just  before  the  Civil  War;  it  had  grown 
to  look  even  a little  quaint,  and  with  its 
roses  it  was  in  a small  way  one  of  the 
sights  of  the  town.  Some  people,  unduly 
strenuous,  possibly,  thought  a man  of 
only  fifty  might  do  something  more  use- 
ful than  gardening.  The  sort  of  an 
answer  that  Harper  would  have  made  to 
such  a criticism  would  have  been  that 
the  times  were  changing  and  that  women 
were  doing  so  much  in  the  world  that 
men  might  do  a little  less.  And  then  he 
probably  would  have  asked  you  if  you 
knew  Fanny  Bentley  and  her  goings-on. 
He  had  a pleasant  ironic  tang,  for  all  his 
smiling  amiability;  and,  for  all  the  quiet 
life  he  led,  kept  his  sitting-room  littered 
with  a good  many  new  magazines  and 
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books,  and  his  mind  pretty  freshly  pol- 
ished. He  was  Huntsville’s  best  speci- 
men of  a cultivated  gentleman.  Still,  he 
was  undoubtedly  “slack,”  as  those  who 
disapproved  of  his  gardening  said,  and 
sometimes  a little  vague,  as  if  “cold- 
frames”  and  “hothouses”  and  “slip- 
ping” and  “budding”  and  all  the  pleas- 
ant processes  of  making  the  rich  earth 
yield  him  his  flowers,  really  abstracted 
him  from  every-day  Huntsville  life. 

. The  portrait  of  Elmer  Harper  is  not 
successful  unless  the  impression  has  been 
clearly  given  of  his  charm.  It  detracted 
nothing  from  this  charm  that  his  early 
twenties  were  quite  authentically  re- 
ported to  have  been  “wild”;  you  felt  at 
once  that  the  “wildness”  had  been  gay, 
gallant,  and  agreeable — almost  a merit 
in  him.  Those  tempestuous  twenties  had 
not  passed  without  suitably  ardent  pur- 
suit of  the  fairer  sex.  And  even  at  fifty 
it  is  not  improbable  that  the  sight  of 
him  in  his  rose-garden,  a slender,  almost 
boyish  figure  with  a ruddy  young  face 
under  soft  gray  hair,  caused  an  appre- 
ciable flutter  in  many  a passing  female 
heart.  It  is  nothing  to  their  discredit 
that  three  or  four  of  the  nicest  Hunts- 
ville women  would  surely  have  accepted 
the  offer  made  to  Fanny  Bentley.  But 
since  the  offer  made  to  Fanny  Johnson 
no  offer  of  any  kind  had  been  made  ex- 
cept that  to  Fanny  Bentley.  And  in- 
deed, with  Miss  Johnson’s  saying  “no” 
the  period  of  early  wildness  had  seemed 
to  come  to  an  end.  Elmer  Harper  might 
have  seemed  to  settle  down  to  his  law 
and  his  gardening  to  pass  the  time  until 
she  should  be  ready  to  say  “yes.” 

She  had  said  “no”  the  first  time,  so 
Huntsville  history  ran,  because  she  was 
already  in  love  with  Chris  Bentley.  The 
second  time  because,  well,  almost  be- 
cause she  was  in  love  with  New  York,  in 
love,  that  is,  with  the  larger  intellectual 
and  social  opportunities  of  Central  Park 
West,  with  all  that  broader,  more  vital 
career  which  every  one  in  Huntsville  felt 
she  would  carve  out  for  herself  in  the 
heart  of  the  metropolis. 

Some  one  asked  Harper  why  he  didn’t 


move  to  New  York,  too.  He  smiled 
reminiscently. 

“I  used  to  go  on  to  New  York  pretty 
often  when  I was  a young  man” — it  was 
a pleasure  to  the  Huntsville  listener  to 
imagine  that  he  was  hinting  at  the 
“wild”  days. 

“But  now- -well,  I don’t  suppose  I’d 
find  the  soil  there  so  very  good  for  roses. 
Fanny  Bentley?  Oh,  she’s  raising  differ- 
ent crops  from  me.  I guess  she’ll  do  all 
right  in  New  York  if  she  has  good 
weather.” 

No  one  in  Huntsville  had  any  doubt 
about  the  weather.  It  may  not  sound 
exciting  to  outsiders,  but  to  Huntsville 
it  was  perpetually  thrilling  to  follow 
Mrs.  Bentley’s  career. 

The  career  was  never,  even  at  its 
height,  in  the  New  York  papers,  as  some 
people  in  Huntsville  seemed  to  hope  and 
expect.  But,  to  do  the  matter  justice, 
most  people  had  really  not  expected  to 
see  Mrs.  Bentley  much  mentioned  by 
the  papers  for  several  years.  They  were 
reasonable;  they  knew  New  York  was  a 
large  place. 

Even  Mrs.  Bentley’s  letters  home 
were  not  always  as  full  of  detail  as 
Huntsville  would  have  liked,  though 
sometimes  they  seemed  for  an  instant  to 
lift  the  curtain  upon  a well-colored  pict- 
ure of  life  both  interesting  and  enviable. 
What  is  perhaps  most  astonishing  is  the 
fairly  accurate  way  in  which,  from  what 
it  already  knew  of  Fanny’s  social  rela- 
tions and  resources  in  New  York,  Hunts- 
ville could  build  up  an  idea  of  what  her 
existence  there  must  be. 

There  was,  for  example,  young  Mr 
Wingfield  Starr,  whom  she  had  met  on 
the  Carpathia  when  she  sailed  for  Naples. 
He  was,  every  one  knew,  in  the  depart- 
ment of  Greek  and  Roman  antiquities  in 
the  Metropolitan  Museum.  This  ac- 
quaintance, any  one  could  see,  would  be 
invaluable  in  introducing  one  into  the 
art  world.  It  was  remembered  that 
Fanny  had  often  said,  in  her  breezy 
way,  that  she  liked  artists  and  at  once 
seemed  to  feel  at  home  in  a studio.  She 
had  been  to  several  studios  in  Paris, 
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including  one  of  a young  Italian  whose 
mother  kept  the  pension  where  Mrs. 
Bentley  stayed  in  Siena.  And  in  Boston, 
through  the  friends  she  had  made  in  the 
little  artistic  colony  of  Squamtuchit 
Neck,  she  had  also  visited  the  ateliers.  It 
was  not  difficult  to  imagine  her  at  home 
in  New  York’s  art  circles.  She  had  al- 
ways admitted  to  a touch  of  Bohemian- 
ism.  Yet  at  the  same  time,  though  in  Bo- 
hemia, she  would  never  be  quite  of  it. 
She  was  too  much  a woman  of  the  world 
for  that. 

She  had  affiliations,  too,  with  aca- 
demic and  learned  circles.  There  was  a 
Mrs.  Angus  Mackenzie  (who  had  been 
at  Cooper’s  Point)  whose  husband  was 
something  or  other  at  Columbia  Uni- 
versity. She  and  Mrs.  Bentley  had  gone 
fishing  together  in  the  rowboat  belonging 
to  the  farm-house  where  they  boarded. 
Any  one  in  Huntsville  could  “just  see” 
Fanny  in  that  boat,  and  hear  her  absurd 
jokes  about  her  weight’s  sinking  it. 
Mrs.  Mackenzie  would  naturally  put  her 
in  touch  with  the  university  set. 

There  were  others.  Miss  Van  Wyck 
Sanderson — she  had  been  on  the  Celtic 
and  stood  for  a lighter,  more  social  ex- 
istence— and  Mrs.  Doolittle  who  had 
gone  from  Cleveland  to  New  York  and 
had  a lovely  place,  so  they  said,  at 
Melba-on-the-Hudson;  she  somehow 
engaged  one  to  a richer  country  life  than 
went  on  about  Huntsville,  to  “week- 
ends,” perhaps,  and  house  parties. 
There  were  men  of  wealth  and  business 
position  who  made  * probable  pleasant 
little  dinners,  such  as  one  reads  about  in 
magazine  stories,  at  the  famous  restau- 
rants, and  parties  at  the  theater,  deco- 
rous, of  course,  but  gay  and  delightful  as 
Fanny  w'ould  know  how  to  make  them. 

The  glittering  whole  was  New  York  as 
Huntsville  conceived  it,  offering  prodi- 
gally pleasure  and  opportunity.  All  over 
the  land  its  lights  flare  upon  the  horizon, 
and  call  to  intrepid  souls  like  Fanny 
Bentley  to  venture  forth  from  their 
various  Huntsvilles — and  to  live. 

Fanny  Bentley  was  living,  of  that  her 
friends  had  no  doubt.  Indeed,  at  last. 


after  their  letters  had  gently  but  insist" 
ently  urged  her  with  the  nicest  kind  of 
curiosity,  she  wrote  more  precisely.  Her 
round  of  gaieties  was,  it  appeared,  * all 
they  had  dreamed,  and  more  interesting 
even  than  they  had  hoped.  Indeed,  the 
various  components  of  New  York’s  ar- 
tistic and  cultivated  life  seemed  to  be 
forever  adjusting  and  readjusting  them- 
selves about  Mrs.  Bentley  in  Central 
Park  West  with  the  uneasy  grace  and 
bewildering  beauty  of  a good  kaleido- 
scope. Huntsville  had  indeed  lost  its 
mainspring  when  she  left,  but  it  now, 
through  her,  began  to  live  again,  more 
richly  and  fully,  in  its  imagination. 

Perhaps  the  dullness  of  the  week’s 
first  day  in  Huntsville  made  the  contrast 
more  poignant;  at  any  rate,  it  was  espe- 
cially on  that  evening  that  the  town 
thought  of  New  York  and  of  Mrs.  Bent- 
ley’s “Sundays.”  She  had  instituted 
“Sundays,”  and  these  were  obviously 
the  dashing  chief  feature  of  her  metro- 
politan entertaining.  She  usually  had  a 
few  people  to  dine — people  had  supper 
in  Huntsville  Sunday  evening,  still  they 
knew  that  fn  New  York  they  dined. 
After  dinner  people  “dropped  in.” 
“People  of  all  kinds,”  to  quote  Fanny’s 
letters,  but  all  “interesting.”  Being 
“interesting,”  one  had  to  conjecture, 
was  their  strongest  characteristic,  al- 
most their  mHier.  Sometimes  there  was 
music,  oftener  just  talk.  It  was  really  a 
sort  of  salon — though,  as  Fanny  brightly 
observed,  they  always  say  you  can’t 
have  one  in  America.  The  refreshments 
were  of  the  simplest,  as  they  were,  so 
every  one  knew,  in  those  wonderful 
evenings  in  the  Italian  palaces  which  she 
must  have  seen  in  Rome.  So  Mrs.  Bent- 
ley sketched  in  the  picture. 

But  her  account,  however  glowing, 
was  as  nothing  compared  with  Elmer 
Harper’s.  He  was  the  first  and  the  only 
person  from  Huntsville  ever  to  see  one 
of  Fanny’s  Sundays.  His  visit  to  New 
York  and  to  Mrs.  Bentley  is  the  story 
which  there  is  now  to  tell. 

The  occasion  of  Elmer  Harper’s  going 
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to  New  York  had  been  the  death  of  a 
cousin  of  his  who  lived  in  New  York 
State.  In  her  will  she  had  made  him  a 
trustee  and  it  was  on  legal  business  con- 
nected with  settling  her  estate  that  he 
had  gone  to  Albany.  It  was  like  him  to 
surprise  Fanny  in  New  York  on  one  of 
her  famous  “Sundays.” 

He  arrived  late  in  the  afternoon  and 
went  to  his  old  hotel  in  Madison  Square. 
Beyond  the  green  trees  that  he  remem- 
bered so  well  rose  strange  new  towers 
* and  marble  battlements.  Their  newness 
made  him  feel  old,  made  him  feel,  too, 
that  the  town  had  grown  into  something 
at  once  splendid  and  terrifying.  He 
thought  of  Fanny  Bentley,  and  he  got  a 
fresh  view  of  her  gallantry  and  courage 
in  facing  and  dealing  successfully  with 
such  a place.  He  had  never  quite  lost 
hope  of  her,  but  he  came  nearer  despair 
than  ever  before  as  the  daylight  faded 
and  a strange  new  New  York,  at  once 
monstrous  and  beautiful,  flashed  out  in 
a million  electric  lights.  He  pulled  the 
shades  and  dressed. 

A little  later  he  dined  in  the  hotel 
restaurant,  and  found  a kind  of  melan- 
choly pleasure  in  learning  that  the  old 
head  waiter — a friend  of  the  “wild” 
days — had  retired  to  a small  place  on 
Staten  Island.  Perhaps  he  raised  roses 
there,  Elmer  reflected.  But  he  reflected, 
too,  as  he  drank  a pint  of  the  Burgundy 
the  old  head  waiter  used  to  recommend, 
that  raising  roses  was  not  all  of  life.  He 
felt  he  had  waited  too  long  for  a home, 
a wife,  children — for  Fanny.  He  blamed 
his  slackness,  his  lack  of  masterful  and 
conquering  strength  which  would  have 
swept  her  into  his  arms  long  ago.  But, 
God  bless  your  soul,  it  was  Fanny  who 
had  had  all  the  masterfulness,  all  the 
conquering  dash.  If  she  had  ever  had  a 
moment  of  weakness,  of  self-distrust, 
perhaps  in  some  such  melting  mood  he 
might  have  made  her  his.  He  waked  as 
it  were  from  a dream,  and  at  last  Fanny’s 
coming  to  New  York  loomed  before  him 
in  its  true  meaning.  He  had  almost 
laughed  at  times  at  her  superabundant 
vitality,  her  “goings-on,”  but  now  he 


saw  that  it  was  just  they  that  parted  her 
from  him.  Her  “Sundays”  became  a 
mocking  symbol  of  what  stood  between 
them.  And  he  drove  up  the  glittering 
length  of  Broadway  and  by  the  shadowy 
Park  to  her  door  with  all  sense  gone  of 
the  gay,  almost  “wild,”  adventure 
which  his  surprising  her  was  to  have 
been. 

As  he  was  shown  into  the  drawing- 
room she  rose  from  the  chair  by  a lamp 
where  she  had  been  seated,  and  with 
almost  a queer,  frightened  little  laugh  of 
surprise  came  forward  to  greet  him. 

“Elmer  Harper!  You!”  she  cried,  and 
held  out  both  hands  to  him. 

“I  knew  I’d  find  you  in  on  one  of 
your  ‘Sundays,’”  he  answered,  with  his 
same  old  smile. 

The  smile  was  part  of  his  charm  and 
of  his  looks.  His  clothes  were  always 
good,  and  in  deference  to  the  metropolis 
he  had  purchased  Saturday  in  Albany 
new  evening  ties.  As  he  stood  there,  with 
his  pleasant,  almost  boyish  face  under 
his  soft  gray  hair,  he  did  her  credit.  She 
could  be  proud  to  introduce  him  to  New 
York. 

The  scene,  it  is  only  fair  thus  to  de- 
scribe it,  could  only  have  full  justice 
done  it  if  you  could  quote  Elmer  Harper 
at  length  as  he  talked  when  he  came 
back  to  Huntsville. 

“You  could  see  at  a glance,”  he  said, 
“that  she  had  New  York  at  her  feet.” 

He  knew  all  the  kinds  of  people  who 
were  there,  and  named  them  to  large- 
eyed Huntsville.  Artists  and  writers, 
critics  dramatic  and  undramatic,  scien- 
tists, educators,  lawyers,  and  so  on,  be- 
sides just  men  and  women,  agreeable, 
sought-after  creatures  who  nevertheless, 
when  Sunday  night  came  round  flew 
as  naturally  as  homing  doves  to  Central 
Park  West  and  Mrs.  Bentley’s.  Har- 
per’s eye  lights  to  this  day  as  he  de- 
scribes the  evening;  his  enthusiasm  has 
not  abated  with  the  years. 

As  a matter  of  fact,  however,  when  he 
came  into  the  room  that  Sunday  night 
Mrs.  Bentley  had  been  alone.  She  held 
a book  in  her  hands,  but  she  had  been 
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staring  ahead  of  her,  and  Elmer  Harper 
had  stepped  straight  out  of  visions  of 
the  past. 

“Ah,  I’m  early,”  he  said.  “But  I’m 
glad.  I’ll  get  a few  minutes  with  you. 
I’m  grateful.  I think  it’s  becoming  in 
Huntsville  to  be  grateful  if  New  York 
lets  us  have  even  a few  minutes  of  you.” 

She  was  silent  for  almost  a minute,  at  - 
least  so  it  seemed  to  him.  She  looked 
full  at  him  and  slowly  she  smiled.  But 
as  she  smiled  her  eyes  filled  with  tears. 
There  was  a queer  little  choke  in  her 
voice  when  finally  she  spoke. 

“New  York  ’ll  let  you  have  the  whole 
evening,  Elmer.  There’s  nobody 
coming.” 

Even  then  he  didn’t  understand. 

“But  it’s  Sunday,  isn’t  it?” 

“Yes,  it’s  Sunday,”  she  repeated,  after 
him.  And  then,  with  a twisted  smile: 
“One  of  ‘my  Sundays.’  Oh,  can’t  you’ 
see?  I invented  them.  They  expected  so 
much  of  me  at  home.  And  I — I just 
couldn’t  tell  them.” 

“Can  you  tell  me,  Fanny?” 

“Oh,  I guess  it  ’ll  do  me  good  to  tell 
somebody.” 

She  went  across  the  room  and,  vio- 
lently pulling  back  the  curtain,  disclosed 
her  southeastern  view.  Below  them  lay 
the  dark,  soft  mystery  of  the  Park,  its 
drives  marked  by  curving  rows  of  lights, 
and  by  the  lamps  of  the  motors  which 
rushed  to  and  fro.  Across  the  tree-tops 
rose  the  town,  the  decorous  occasional 
lights  of  Fifth  Avenue  and  the  streets 
beyond.  To  the  south  the  sky  flushed, 
and  into  it  rose  piled  cliffs  and  towers 
sparkling  gaily  against  the  red-gold 
night. 

“Look  at  the  hateful  town!”  cried 
Fanny  Bentley  of  Huntsville.  “What 
do  I count  for  here?  I’m  not  rich 
enough,  nor  important  enough,  nor 
handsome  enough,  nor  well  dressed 
enough,  nor  clever,  nor  attractive,  nor 
anything  enough  to  be  anything  here.” 

“I  can’t  quite  believe  that  you  aren’t 
anything,  Fanny.” 

“Well,  not  anything  that  I was  in 
Huntsville.” 


“You  mean  you’re  a small  frog?”  he 
asked,  with  something  of  his  old  whim- 
sicality. 

“Yes,”  she  answered.  “I’m  a small 
frog,  if  I do  weigh  one  hundred  and  sixty 
pounds.” 

“Well,  it’s  a big  puddle,  Fanny." 

“Yes,  and  small  frogs  don’t  even  get 
anywhere  near  the  center.  We’re  all  just 
’way  out  on  the  edge;  we  all  just  know  a 
man  who  knows  a man  who  knows  some- 
body of  some  importance,  and  that’s  as 
close  as  we  ever  get.  Why,  Elmer,  the 
flat  buildings  of  New  York  are  just  full 
of  women  like  me  who  had  a place  at 
home  if  they’d  had  the  sense  to  stay 
there.  Sundays,  indeed!  They’re  all 
ready  to  have  them!  If  there  were  two 
million  ‘interesting’  people  in  New  York 
there  wouldn’t  be  enough  to  go  around 
among  the  women  who  would  like  to 
have  aalona. 

“It  isn’t  that  people  haven’t  been 
kind,”  she  went  on.  “They  have — when 
they  had  time  for  it  and  thought  of  it. 
It  isn’t  that  they  weren’t  nice  people. 
They  were.  It  isn’t  even  that  they 
weren’t ‘interesting.’  They  were,  though 
I’ve  got  so  I can’t  stand  that  word. 
But,  Elmer,  you’re  just  lost  and  lonely 
in  a great  place  like  this.  Lots  of  the 
women  who  come  here  from  out  of  town 
to  live  try  to  make  themselves  believe- 
that  they’re  contented  with  shopping 
and  lunching  in  restaurants  and  going 
to  matinees  and  writing  back  home  how 
delightful  life  here  is.  But  they  can’t  fool 
me.  I’ve  got  to  know  the  look  of  them, 
Elmer,  as  I see  them  about.  I know 
they’re  like  me,  they’re  lost  and  lonely. 
I suppose  I could  have  had  ‘Sundays’  of 
a kind,  but  I couldn’t  ever  have  had  the 
kind  I wrote  back  about.  And  that  was 
the  kind  I wanted  to  have,  or  I didn’t 
want  to  have  any  at  all.  So  I sit 
by  myself  with  a book,  the  way  you 
found  me.” 

“ I don’t  know  now  whether  you’d  like 
me  to  say  that  I’m  glad  I found  you  that 
way  or  not,”  commented  Elmer. 

“I  don’t  know,  either,  Elmer.  Fve 
been  thinking  about  myself — and  things 
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in  general.  I don’t  think  that  I liked 
being  important  in  Huntsville  just 
from  a common  kind  of  wish  to  be  any 
better  than  other  people,  or  above  them. 
You  see  I dbn’t  believe  there  was  any 
one  there  who  was  opposed  to  my  being 
important.  In  fact,  if  I was  important 
at  all  there — ” 

“Which  you  were,”  interjected  her 
guest. 

“It  was  because  people  liked  me.” 

“Some  of  us  went  so  far  as  to  love 
you.” 

At  this  she  looked  at  him  with  almost 
as  long  a look  as  she  had  given  him  on 
his  arrival. 

“Yes,  I know,”  she  said,  gently.  “I 
didn’t  seem  to  think  that  of  much  im- 
portance when  I was  planning  to  move 
to  New  York.” 

“But  you  do  now,  Fanny.  You  may 
as  well  admit  it.” 

“Yes,  I guess  I do  now.”  . 

This,  if  ever,  was  the  moment  for  the 
dominant  male.  This  much  Harper  saw. 

“So  you’ll  marry  me  and  come  back 
to  Huntsville,  and  there’s  an  end  of  it.” 

But,  unexpectedly,  there  was  an  inner 
line  of  intrenched  defenses. 

“No,  I guess  not,”  said  Fanny. 
“Everything’s  broken  about  me  but  my 
pride.  I’ve  talked  too  much  and  now 
I’ve  got  to  pay  for  it.  Elmer,  I couldn’t 
go  back  and  tell  them.  I’ve  got  to  stay 
on  here  and  see  if  I can’t  make  my 
stories  good.  I’ve  got  to  get  my  ‘Sun- 
days’ whether  or  no.” 

He  stood  before  her  and  there  was 
more  pained  torn  emotion  in  his  face 
than  she  had  ever  seen  there. 

“I  can’t  lose  you  this  time,  Fanny.  I 
can  t. 

“But  I just  can’t  let  anybody  know 
how  I’ve  failed,  Elmer.” 

Then  his  inspiration  came. 

“How  will  they  know,  unless  we  tell 
them?  And  we  won’t.  Why,  Fanny,”  he 
went  on,  with  rising,  almost  boyish  en- 
thusiasm, as  he  caught  her  hands  in  his, 
“all  you  have  to  do  is  to  leave  it  to  me. 
I’ll  fix  out  such  ‘Sundays’  for  you  as 
you  never  even  dreamed  of  yourself.  I’ll 


just  raise  a tidal-wave  of  success  and  on 
its  very  crest  you’ll  come  back  to  Hunts- 
ville.” 

“I  don’t  quite  see — ” faintly  objected 
Fanny. 

“Why,  I’ll  tell  them  that  I met 
Colonel  Roosevelt  here  and — and  Mrs.  * 
Pankhurst — and — and — ” 

“And  Robert  W.  Chambers,”  shyly 
suggested  Fanny. 

“You  bet!”  replied  Elmer.  “I’ll 
simply  cram  this  room  with  celebrities. 
And  I’ll  explain  ” — he  laughed  happily — 
“that  you  gave  up  all  this  gaudy,  glit- 
tering mob  because  you  were  fond  of  me. 

I wish  I were  more  of  a fellow.  But  I 
honestly  think  I can  give  you  some- 
thing better  than — all  this.” 

He  pointed  out  of  the  window.  The 
lovely,  monstrous  town  still  glittered 
against  the  rosy  night.  And  Fanny 
Bentley  gave  it  one  long  last  look,  as  if 
to  say  good-by.  Then  she  turned  to 
Harper.  And  she  smiled,  though,  as 
when  he  first  came,  as  she  smiled  her 
eyes  filled  with  tears. 

“Yes,-dear,  I guess  you  can.”  And 
then  she  went  on — the  old  gay  Fanny: 
“You  can  thank  New  York  for  me. 

I would  - never  have  accepted  you  in 
Huntsville.” 

“Then  God  bless  New  York,”  he  said, 
and  kissed  her. 

“Yes,  God  bless  it,”  she  said. 

The  legend  of  the  life  put  aside  for 
love  does  not  diminish  through  the  years. 
For  the  Harpers,  making  a yearly  jaunt 
to  the  metropolis,  renew  all  that  dazzling 
earlier  connection,  even  increase  it. 
Fanny  laughingly  protests  that  they 
really  shop  and  lunch  in  the  restaurants 
and  go  to  the  matinees  like  everybody 
else  from  the  country.  Her  husband 
says  she’s  too  modest,  and  he  tells  what 
she  will  not — how  New  York  would  still 
be  at  her  feet.  But  they  both  agree  that 
they  are  glad  to  come  back.  Perhaps, 
however,  for  plenty  of  people  Huntsville 
is  really  pleasanter  than  New  York.  A 
philosophic  observer  in  the  Mioto  Valley 
might  say  so. 
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BY  SYDNEY  GREENBIE 


1 MIGHT  now  be  wandering  about 
with  a smooth-shaven  head,  in  a 
flowing  gown  of  bronze  silk  with  ex- 
quisitely embroidered  lapels,  were  it 
not  for  that  young  American.  His  theo- 
sophical  mother  placed  him  in  a Bud- 
dhist monastery  in  Japan  as  a novice  for 
the  priesthood.  He  remained  there  two 
years,  then  quit.  Buddha  had  defied 
Mara  the  Evil  One  and  his  several 
daughters,  but  his  disciples  failed  before 
American  dash.  Ever  since  they  stand 
in  awe  of  receiving  any  one  except  as 
guest  for  a night. 

Despite  this  curtailment  of  monastic 
privileges,  I determined  to  know  what 
it  is  to  be  a monk  in  Japan.  I had  seen 
the  devotees  of  the  ascetic  life,  trailing 
through  the  streets  single  file  beneath 
their  dome-shaped  straw  hats  (which 
hang  like  roofs  over  their  noses),  droning 
some  unformed  melody  and  receiving 
handfuls  of  uncooked  rice.  I had  sat 
upon  the  stone  walls  banking  the  road 
to  a monastery  at  Uji,  watching  the  faces 
of  a young  man  and  his  sweetheart  who 
loitered  near  by.  One  beaming  young 
shaver,  a future  disciple  of  Buddha, 
stopped  before  me. 

“Poor  fellow!”  said  I.  “You  can’t  do 
that,  can  you?”  He  grinned  and  grinned 
and  looked  back  with  sympathy  upon 
the  sight. 

Then  he  clattered  merrily  down  along 
the  wooded  path,  without  denying  the 
allegation  or  subjecting  himself  to  temp- 
tation. 

I had  spent  an  hour  or  so  with  the 
abbot  at  Mii-dera,  a quiet,  unworldly 
sort  of  fellow  who  shut  his  eyes  as  though 
at  prayer  every  time  he  spoke  to  me. 
He  was  not  too  buddhified  to  show  some 


slight  irritation  when  -the  boy  failed  to 
bring  the  pictured  screens  as  quickly  as 
he  wanted  him  to.  I tried  to  gain  per- 
mission to  stop  with  him  for  a few  days. 

“Our  room  is  small,”  he  pleaded, 
courteously,  deprecatingly,  “too  infi- 
nitely small.” 

I protested  my  willingness  to  tolerate 
any  infinitude  of  smallness. 

“Ah,  but  our  food  is  nothing.  We  eat 
no  meat — it  is  contrary  to  the  doctijne  of 
Buddha.  You  eat  flesh;  if  you  have  no 
flesh,  how  will  you  survive?  You  will 
even  perish,  I think  perhaps.  Neither 
flesh  of  beast  nor  of  fish  is  in  the  mona- 
stery.” 

His  manner  was  more  conclusive  than 
his  words.  No  further  persuasions  pre- 
vailed. However,  he  gave  me  jelly-cake 
to  carry  away  with  me,  which  was 
luscious  enough  for  any  mortal.  It  sug- 
gested possible  substitutes  for  a car- 
nivorous diet. 

I had  seen  and  heard  just  enough  to 
make  me  want  to  see  and  hear  more.  I 
had  even  climbed  the  three  thousand 
feet  of  Hiei-zan  to  where  stand  the  rem- 
nants of  the  three  thousand  temples 
which  harbored  the  soldier-monks  who 
were  the  terror  of  Kyoto  till  Nobunaga 
put  them  down  over  three  hundred  years 
ago.  But  wherever  I went  I found  that 
natives  had  filled  the  available  accom- 
modations, if  I asked  to  stay  longer  than 
a night.  And  then  at  last  I set  out  for 
Koyasan,  one  of  the  oldest  monasteries 
in  the  Tenno’s  empire. 

Like  all  Japanese  monasteries,  Koya- 
san is  beautifully  secluded  from  the 
sordid  world  by  woodland  and  moun- 
tain. Though  it  is  reached  from  all  the 
centers  by  either  train  or  electric  car. 
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these  go  only--  and  me,  iot  I wished  to  exploit  him  for  in- 

Hashimoto  at  the  foot  of  the  range,  formation  about  the  district.  Influenza 
Thence  there  is  a;  teti-firile  waik  along  a had  jus!  raged  there, 
winding: road  which  rises  for  over  a thou-  “Many  people  died  here/*  he  said,  in- 
sauwt  feet.  arid  for  more  than  a thousand  differently.  “They  gould  not  be  reached 
years  the  mad  has  been  kept  open  by  the  and  t he  cold  and  non  took  many  of  t hem 
passage  pi  pilgrims,  day  in  and  day  out,  off.  Xuw  there  are  many  smallpox 
and  the  IkkHaw  and  bones  and  monu-  patient.-:" 

ments  of  the  dead  followed'  in  their  Just  then  wfe-  passed  a wayside  hove! 
footsteps.  into  which  we  could  look.  An  old  mail 

Forestalled  once  before  by  deluge  and  lay  beneath,  a pile  of  Japanese  quilts, 
typhoon  f torn  making  the  iasceat  in  sum-  “That  man  has  smallpox/'  he  assured 
mer,  J now  braved  unyieldingly  the  sleet  me,  blandly. 

and  snow  of  winter.  The  way  was  astir  Them  he  deposited  me  in  front  of  an 
with  pilgnui.N,  The  ’rikisha-man  who  inn  'just  mi  though  it  didn’t  matter  to 
pulled  me  along  the  slushy  road  kept  up  him  one  whit whether  1 patronized  it  or 
a continual  si  ream  of  conversation  with  ^ ool , though  he  had  passed  several  others., 
the  three  oilier  pullers  in  front.  Here  This  was  the  end  of  my  trail  a la  jin- 
and  there  we  had  to  get  Out  on  a steep  riki.-hw 

bit,  of  reuulway  At  .'t  sharp  turn  half  a Nehr:‘Th«’:T^  I overtook  a student 
dozen  oxen,  each  dragging  two  wheels  ?ivm  the  Osaka  Higher  Commercial 
and  a tremendous  log,  congested  the  School.  He  was  all  kindness. and  venera- 
truffic.  1 stopped  to  make  a purchase  at  tfpn. 

a stationery-store  a little  farther  on  and  “Rad  Weather  this.” I volunteered, not 
thus  succeeded  in  tearing  my  man  away  seeing  the  danger  1 laid  myself  open  to. 
from  trailing  behind  the  others.  So  he  Forthwith  I had  a companion.  “Allow 
was  compelled  to  devote  his  attention  to  me  to  introduce  myself.  1 am  Mr.  Sakai 

Vou  CXI..— Mo.  MS-Jj  ■ 
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I excused  myself 
a iid  kept  on,  feel - 
ing  in  iu<  \ minor 
for  e vets  so  genial 
a cl  r a gr  on.  my 
thought*,  and  my 
pat*c.  \ 

Hi>  ryes;wp1>- 
!bl#ii  and  clown 
the  grade,  led  by 
hstiess  laborers 
la  stiff  leather 
m <>  ye  .a  si  n s , 
Their  limbs'  were 
si .ripj«e«:l  l.urtf  its 
though  summer, 
pot  winU-r, 


Were 

the  order  *,d  the 
day.  1 rat  her 
envied  their 
naked  freedom. 

At  the  first 
fed  '‘sacred"  bridge  the  At er|xst  por- 
tiusi  of  I ha  ascent  is  over.  Beyond 
the  second  \ye  have  coma  to  the  gate. 
Here  st.U>  the  Onvri?.e  i?i/.o.  god  of  trav- 
elers, protect  or  of  preghunt  y cimeir  a nd 
of  children,  exposed  in  3emi-^JKtlhb  Now 
that  is  just  like  most  gods.  If  'Jixcy 
Is  suph  a rhmwrkabte  pa  tron  of  ;Wehry 
wanderer*,  why  wasn't  he  down  there 
at  the  fool  of  the  mountain,  ready  to 
assist  inr  i<>  the  top?  After  one  has  done 
all  the  .work  and  st  ruggled  dver  the  ard  m 
pits  joiiritey,  one  finds  hhh  sitting  there, 
poinplghewt  and  pleaSaub 

As  a matter  of  fuel,  despite  his  fa  tie* 
tioo  as  .protector  of  feminine  weakness. 


LIFE  1ST  THESE  HAULS  HAS  WOT  CHANGED 
FOB  CKNTEKIES 


A MONK  FOR  A NIGHT 


which  stood  at  the  edge  of  the  grave-  time  being  -he  dealt  largely  in  nionosyl- 
yard.  The  two  young  acolytes  on  the  tables  and  gestures.  He  led  wo  to 4 rpotri 
verafidg  scurried  JA  for  one  of  t he.  xmsnks,  and  vanished. 

in  a way  which  made  roe  feel  a guest  of  The  room  was  neat  and  dean,  with 
no  ordinary  possibilities.  As  acolytes,-  only  wooden  bars  four  inches  square:  to 
they  could  riot  welcome  the  foreign  guest  remind  me  of  the  nature  of  the  place. 
Hierosclyes.  I removed  toy  shoes.  The  Otherwise  the  .straw  mats,.’  the  .screens 
void  steps  sent,  a chill  all  through  me,  and  iokmouui  (alcove  for  pictures  and 
which  made  me  fed  as  if  my  monastic  dower  arrangements)  Were  of  better 
career  had  indeed  begun.  materia)  than  may  be  found  »t  most 

A bronze-silked  monk  emerged*  The  inns.  Only  in  one  detail  was  the  room 
monastic  rules  had  accented  many  different  from  any  other  Japanese room 
phases  of  his  .laiwitese  g^t^ohaiity,  jlfifi  ;.  ysrdbere  was.  besides  tbc  usual  braziers, 
features  were  as  smooth  as-  -.the  «!&¥«:»••  .^’concrete’  6te-bu*  t\vii  feet  square  set 
top  of  Ws  head^  Hiveyes,  slightly  shifty,  into  the  mat£  which  showed  Unit  on 
were  those  of  an  honest  man  roscifcStcaned  Koyasan  whiter  is  winter..  Sitting  on  the 
to  confession  against  his  will.  In  a-seiise,  mats  before  it,  it  was  easy  to  keep  ones 
they  seemed  to  plead  that  he  bad  noth-  feet  worm  over  the  charcoal.  Without, 
iog  to  confess.  Thv  pieture  of  simplicity,  the  rippling  water  of  the  serpent  foun- 
his  physique  shewed  no  signs  of  priva-  tain  and  the  remembrance  of  snow; 
lion.  lie  received  me  as  freely  as  would  within,  the  sliding  paper  Windows  shirt- 
uoy  host,  and  spoke  English  by  halves,  ting  in  the  world. 

Hut  what  he  said  was  English  and  not  . , 

half  Japanese.  Not  such  u bad  life,  after  all.  At  least 

1 mean  what  he  said  later;  for  the  the  joys  of  hot  water  have  not  been 


THE  WAT  WAS  ASTIR  WITH  PUjGRQXS 


THE  OLD  PINE  AND  THE  TEMPLE  l!Ni>EB  THE  SNOW 


proscribed  along  with  wine,  women,  and  Just  as  the  monk  had  stepped  out  and 
meat.  I forthwith,  go  to  the  bath,  n pulled  the  paper  doors  to,  a crowd  of 
chamber  dark  and  eeU-Uke  and  open  to  workmen  or  pilgrim*  cahte  into  the 

the  winter  cold-  I keep  well  in  the  hot  courtyard  below,  ehait tug  and  laughnig. 

water— nor  dorter  in  the.  corridora  be-  How  like  the  shifting  of  the  seen, on  a 
tween.  stage  is  this  life,  ns  though  each  incident 

There  is  loud  laughter  in  the  •■'epitrt"-.';^'waitfid  for  its  turn  through  want  of 
yard.  One  boy  has  broken  out  ink- song,  stage  accommodation  I The  moments 
All  subsides  as  quickly  -and  as  suddenly  lengthen,  the  murmur  ©?  the  water  wHlr* 
ias  it  began,  and  the  rip|>ling  ■waters  of  out  regains  its  place  in  conseinusnevs 
the  fountain  continue/  Then  come  soft  and  the  monastic  prominence  of  the  m- 
footsteps  in  the  corridor.  It  is  the  dividual  comes  into  its  own  again, 
brume-silked  monk  with  the  register.  tfraduslly,.  as  the  diffustnl  light 
But  why  does  he  keep  hanging  aroiind?  through  the  paper  windows  grows  dim - 
Perlmps  he  wante  to  t^onv^rt  me?  F met  and  dimmer,  the  dull-red  charcoal  in 

show  (he  promising  stiile  id  my  soul  by  the  volcano-like . pit  in  the  floor  looms 

xowiog  an  Vftemal  interest  in  Binldha,  brighter  and  brighter,  just  as  in  the  re- 

“ Tiymorrpw  morning,  at  five  o'clock,  earring  night  of  th©.  world  the  Mia's  briT 
ibis  file  time  to  pray  to  Buddhtt,”  he  Jianee  wakes  us  to  our  d<iy  'again, 
begins.  ''  VYiit  it  i»lea.>e  you  to  pray?” 

"Yes,  I will  pray.”  ...  Then  he  I have  neighbors  now.  The  pilgrims 
comes  to  the  point.  “‘One  or  two  yen,  for  must  have  come  In.  They  ha ve  taken 
candles --  for  Buddha,”  he-  suggests*  and  the  room  an  (he  other  . side  of  the  paper 
patters  hw'^y  wdth  Ids  spoils,  doers/  In  the  sense  of  space,  it  may  no 

. Sfeh,  XKkeyhf  Buddha,  though  1 fed  doubt  W called  a tooiu.  but  never  in  the 
sure  he  will  rydeivg  bu  t a;  fmetiott  of  that  souse  of  pri  vacy . From  the  latter  point 
gift  f dare  say  Buddha,  can  du  well  of  view  it  is  really  a fey#,  which  in 
without’ 'money;  though  he : seems  to  have  Japanese  means  a room,  or  apartment, 
an  insatiable  appetite  for  candles.  There  is  a suitable  sound  of  commotion 


A MONK  FOE  A NIGHT 


in  the  word  A root?)  in  a Japanese  house  who  was  fond  of  hunting,  had  promised 
is  really  a plate  where  every  one  can  Kobo  Paishi.  the  founder,  to  protect  his 
make  ahy  kind  of  noise  unabashed;  monastery,  l saw  bullocks  Aud  horses. 

Four  booms  ,oti|ie'«yeamg.'b(tW  .sfc»rtle  And,  if  I Ath  not  mistaken,  the  animal  I 
me  out  of  reverie.  They  art*  belts  of  photographed  was  a cow.  itariba  %o- 
which  Poe  would  have  made  wonderful  jin.  the  Shinto  god,  lias  evident  ly  been 
use,  Nht  so  resonant  as  those  at  the  converted /.^.;.ih<xfe.n4t!ini,;*i  However,  a 
great  fetpples  of  Nara  and  Maya-sass, ' Jitiits  Jihsm^iy  Is  still  necessary  to  re- 
A hoy  shouts  to  others  across  the  court.  ligudi.  the  bap  coolir>ue.s  on  buui- 

as  though  hurrying  thiefn  on  ttt  ttssem-  bob  I Rahnflfuhderstond. 
bly,  Another  answers.  One  sings  a.  Axdyalt  this  modernisin  riptwithstand- 
dromng  song  popular  in  the.  large  cities,  tug,  I could  not  see:  why  so  lively  a speeb 
A cough  from  my  neighbor.  Footsteps,  men  of  Japanese  youth  should  spend  his 
And  every  fourth  ring  of  the  bell  is  days  in  this  uPWbrldiineks, 
echoed  by  iv reverberant  grumbling  of  a "Why  aren’t  you  at  a commercial 
softer  tjell  somewhere  it*  the  distaueci.  sebopl  trying  to  heart)  the  ways  of  the 
The  acolyte  in  Ids  ' black  {lowing  fe>-  world?**  1 asked  him,  in  Japanese, 
mono  comes  in  to  turn  on  the  electric  “I  should  Bke  to/'  he  nh$i>\*mb  ‘‘but 
light.  F,veo  in  u monastery  there*  is  elec-  I haven't  any  money V” 
trinity.  Modernism  is  epidemic.  There  "Do  you  like  the  life  here?’* 
is  itt  other  ways — rnt»n>jy>.  in  He  only  smiled,  as  though  to  confess 

the  presence  of  women  in  the  villa,  ge  b«i-  , would  in  itself  lie  sliding  back  to  world - 
side-  the  monastery.  Hitherto  they  had  liness,  and  left  the  room, 
no  souls  to  save,  notwithstanding  the  Fg|ft$y  thi:'  drawl of  a - monk  gets  a 
sweet,  devotion  of  Yashodhara  to  Sid-  hearing  in  spite  of  the  rippling  fountain, 
dlmrtha  before  he  became  Buddha. 

There  is  still  anot  her  bit  of  modernism.  f dim..  The  acolyte  has  brought  my 
Though  only  canine  be.ists  w(*re  toler-  dinner  And  moves  about  Is  though 
ated  at  Koyasan,  because  the  local  deity,  pleased  to  serve.  He  is  neither  over  at- 


AN  ANCIENT  PRIEST  AT  HIS  NEGLECTED  LITTLE  WAYSIDE  TEMPLE 


II 
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t«nt*^hprsufl#G,  He  bas^iu  able  ussist- 
an  t ita  the  form  of  a small  boy  who  is 
aboiii}t'#«lsp«.  yesttra  bid — so  is  the  dirt  on 
his  hands  and  kimono.  The  acolyte  de- 
parts, leaving  the  abridged  edit  ion  of  him- 
self to  wail  upon  me.  He’s  a cynical  little 
fellow  for  honest  twelve,  lie  can’t  make 
me  out.  and  doesn’t  care,  either.  He 
watches  me  cat  and  tunes  hi*  head  aside 
as  sooli  as  I look  at  him,  but  answer* 

as  hi*  icnovyhid^  goes.  He  lias  a father 
and  moLher,  but  be  doesn't  know  what  ’rikishtt-tweji 
country he  came  from.  That  was  a.  isha-man  said  he  had 
strtfud  question  and  I shouldn’t  have  and  asked  for  permission  to  go  id  search 
asked  it.  He’s  from  Japan,  and  who  of.  that  .mild  hid  satisfying  lirink.  He 
would  dare-  to  probe  deeper  than  that?  wouldn’t,  baste  to  go  far  for  it.  he  assured 
One  (hvre  not  suggest  him  to  be.  Korean  me,  for  in  case- — he  winked — any  monk 
or  Chinese,  in  Japan  one  must  regard  should  fed  the  need  of  this  kind  of 
every  one  a*  of  Yatualo  origin,  for  the  spiritual  aid.  the  village  outside  of  the 
sake  of  peace  arid  tranquillity.,,  monastery  was  able  to  supply  it.  I 

Well,  I’ve  eaten,  but,  1 aifi  sure,  rto  shall  not  bother  to  investigate,  taking 
chicken  even  so  much  as  walked  through  him  at  his  word. 

my  soup  or  soups — there  were  four  of  But  that’s  not  my  interest,  and  the 


therm  Beef?  The  nearest.  I got  to  any-1 
thing  in  that,  line  was  perhaps  the  bul- 
lock that  pnHedy  tht'  wagon  which 
brought  the  food.  Yet  they  all  look 
healthy  a nd  jumpy  , nor  would  I repeat 
the  vulgarism  of  all.  carnivorous  human 
beings  that  " they  must  slip  out  to  a 
meat  shop  on  the  sly." 

Truth  to  tell,  there  is  more  than  ineat 
and  fish  outside  of  this  monastery. 
The  ’rikisha-man  told  me  s<>.  and  I have 
reason  to  believe  that  oft  some  points 
SM*;: truthful.  My  ‘rik- 
taste  for  soke 


TO  Tills  HAUL  ASHES  OR  BONES  OP  THE  FAITHFUL  ABE  SENT  FROM  FAR  .AND  NEAR 


THE  MONASTER  r SEEMED  THE  NATURAL  END  QF  THE  8NOWT  ROAD 


blasphemous  iusmiratiop  might  cost  one  ity.  What  is  it  that  .myit  WHint  which 
dear.  We’ll  not  insjumiteb  Why  do  so  draws  them  away  vf|hutn;i^.!(j^i'e';Rnd  ehiJ- 
when  there  are  facts!1  Sake<  the  wine  of  dren  and  all  worl<M^  powtet,  <(Ja  thisiiiy»' 
the  Far  East,  was.  brought  to  me.  as-  feriom  quest?  How  nmivy  of  (he  hnn- 
SUmefl  to  Iw-  pflH'  of;  the  nseal  ha  wine  is  in  dt^ri^fb; 

hu-  wbi<T»  Bihldha  pmm- 

nviliated  fiiAl  ?}‘x»rne<i  by  an  HUeon verted  hod?  My  thought  clings  to  these  three— 
heathen  of  th^  West.  this  cynical  Hitle:  twelve-yt-ar-cildi  the 

offering.1*.  within  this  temple.  The  four  acolyte,  who  would  like  to  be  a business 
soups  consumed,'  \ took  to  the  rice  man,  and  the  bronze-silked  monk  who 
and  daiko'h  (a  pickled  mdish,  which  . .kpows  how  to  replenish  the  temple  ex- 
smells  like  thy  didk^bkTahd  lttbi6fe  soyred  <bettUer,TheY  are  not  $>amfs  but  men, 
vegetables,  after  which  went'  predpi-  brought  hereby  the  same  bn  pulses  which 
lately  some  hard,  tasty  black  beans,  nwvt-  men  in  oilier  walks  of  life.  Some 
Could  a,  monk  in  this  making  start  oil  li&ve  (blldweij  fhe  like  of  least  rcsistancey 
more  hopefully  than  that?  Ity  to  yielding  to  (he  pious  will  of t loir  family, 
morrow  I may  have  a ihiTerent  opinion.  Some  find  jt’-fit)  ^asy  life.  Some — Hut 
but  to-day,  to-night?  1 ^Qiild.saiy'.ioay..-. . lias  slipped  away 
prayers  with  a gusto.  and  i-«  disinclined  to  return, 

So,  it  seems,  I shall  close  rny  first 

evening  in  a monastery.  For  a moment  After  midnight  I am  wakened  by  the 
I think  back  to  old  Japan,  11  ye.  a flash  of  song  of  some  plonk  making  the  rounds 
life  as  it  liae  been  UvecTiU  of  the  monastery . The  still  ness  of  the 

halls  for  cx'bturies  AH  that  1 have  seen  night  and  lus  deep,  sad  voice  make 
men  might  have  seen  hundreds  of  years  Wh«t  in  the  cities  is  a common  luntyUro? 
ago — stave  a little  .English  and  electricity,  • pathetically  human,  Sadly  sweet  and 
Yet  here  the  monastic  life  is  not  bis-  wholesome.  I lie  within  the  packs  of 
torical  consciousuess,.but  vigorous  real-  juim,  -warn  afipt  iconrfortiiEh?..  Horrors! 
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I promised  to  rise  to  say  my  prayers  to  aisle,  so  that  the  pijgrims  must  occupy 
Buddha  and  paid  two  yen  for  the  privi-  the  space  to  the  right.  There  are  thirty ' 
lege.  The  candles  will  be  burned  opt.  of  these  suffering  souls,  all  old  and 
How  1 wish  these  pious  offices  could  be  worked-out.  Wh»t  an  emariated-looLui^ 
postponed!  But  the  bronze-silked  monk  gathering!  The  abbot  anib  monks  are 
comes  to  wake  rue  and  1 bolt  out  of  bed.  handsome  in  comparison.  But  eVen  age 
In  the  Other  compartments  the  stir  of  softens  in  the  presence  of  flickering 
pilgrims,  their  Coughing  and  washing,  as-  candles  and  -undying  chants, 
sure  me  I ’ m not  The  abbot  sits  u 

the only  mortal  so  — ’ little  forward. 

two  humlred  had  1 ^ •;  , f l o u-  «•  r i n g.  the 

the  droning  of  <>\  rh-  i.-i 

monks  shows  that,  : His  assurance  is 

eager  as  I am  IBBPW  short  and  ab«o- 

perience,  they  are  : “ r ' • "**  others  r e s um  e 

Yet:  fa.  I enter  the  arris'  1 among  them  soars 

temple  it  is  plain  c $ _ : a deep,  rich  Voice, 

they  have  welt  ' f ollo  wed  once 
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1 breakfast  on  the  same  sort  of  food 
as  that  on  wjiieli  f had  supped,  except 

for  the  plateful  of  mochi  (rice  dough!  ar- 
ranged like  a .chrysanthemum  and  show- 
ered with  eolpfed  meal.  As>  I push  aside 
abttf  e the  court,  the 
rourifc  setsf  me  and  comes  up  to  my  room. 
He  has,  I 'discover,  goes!  reasons  for 
coming.  iruhee  lS68,  w'hen  the  Emperor 
was  restored  to  hfe position  aa  real  ruler, 
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Shintoism,  the  cult  of  Emperor  and 
nature-worship,  has  been  fostered.  Bud- 
dhism, however,  is  still  nearest  the  hearts 
of  the  people.  Thus  while  the  Imperial 
Exchequer  feathers  the  Shinto  nest, 
Buddhist  priests  find  life  more  and  more 
difficult.  Hence  they  are  driven  to  make 
the  most  of  a casual  guest  like  me. 
Though  entertainment  at  these  monas- 
teries is  supposed  to  be  free  of  charge, 
gratuities  equivalent  to  what  one  would 
pay  at  a first-class  inn  are  expected.  The 
bronze-silked  monk  does  not  wait  for  me 
to  settle  my  “accounts,”  though  I have 
already  given  him  candle-money.  He 
receives  my  contribution  with  greedy 
ease.  Hardly  has  the  money  touched  his 
hand  when  he  asks  for  a “present”  for 
the  very  boys  he  had,  the  night  before, 
told  me  not  to  tip.  It  is  all  so  cheap  and 
so  funny.  He  exacts  all  he  can,  but  takes 
good  care  to  call  each  bit  of  graft  a 
“present.” 

When  this  commercial  transaction  is 
completed  a boy  is  sent  to  guide  me 
through  the  cemetery.  He  doesn’t  know 
a word  of  English.  Chamberlain  says  he 
is  a cicerone,  but  I don’t  know.  At  any 
rate,  he  doesn’t  sing  into  my  ear  the 
myriad  names  of  dead  who  left  no  record 
of  themselves  other  than  tombstones,  as 
does  the  megaphone-less  biped  leading 
the  dozen  pilgrims  we  just  passed. 

The  world  is  full  of  cemeteries,  but 
nowhere  is  a cemetery  so  full  of  life. 
In  the  midst  of  a grove  of  giant  cryp- 
tomerias,  between  whose  towering 
branches  float  small  patches  of  sky  like 
the  small  patches  of  snow  lying  at  their 
feet,  hundreds  of  weathered  monuments 
eye  one  another  in  cynical  regard;  and 
the  gray  stone,  grown  darker  with  age, 
stands  in  mute  testimony  of  man’s  un- 
dying fear  of  being  forgotten.  Yet  out 
of  that  vast  accumulation  of  stones  only 
an  occasional  name  is  not  lost  upon  the 
passer-by.  What  a vast  mobilization  of 
dead  heroes!  A place  in  the  village  ceme- 
tery seemed  too  humble  to  them.  They 
had  their  ashes  or  bones  brought  here 
from  the  farthest  regions  of  Japan,  only 
to  lose  in  prestige  through  vain  assump- 
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tion.  General,  saint,  scholar — all  looked 
with  hope  for  eternal  fame  in  this  vast 
galaxy  of  the  dead,  and  those  same  pre- 
tensions brought  humiliation  upon  them. 
For  the  very  merchant  upon  whom  they 
looked  with  contempt  is  now  outdoing 
them.  The  narakin  ( nouveau  riche),  with 
his  vast  war  profits,  is  building  tombs 
and  monuments  which  far  outshine  their 
ancient  simplicity.  A thousand  years 
from  now  they,  too,  will  be  as  shabby  as 
the  others,  but  on  the  whole  they  are 
better  and  more  human  than  the  ancient 
piles  of  stones. 

Relatives  of  merchants,  farmers,  la- 
borers, unable  to  pay  for  the  transporta- 
tion or  for  expensive  tombs,  save  a tooth 
or  the  Adam’s  apple  and  send  it  wrapped 
in  paper  to  be  thrown  into  a circular 
building  containing  the  teeth  or  bones  of 
many  thousands  of  others. 

Thus  everything  here  aims  to  sym- 
bolize the  numerical  strength  of  the 
dead.  Even  the  flickering  candles  nod 
by  the  hundreds  in  a windowless  temple 
black  as  night  in  honor  of  disembodied 
souls.  But  this  Hall  of  Ten  Thousand 
Lamps  is  no  longer  lighted  to  its  full 
candle-power,  and  looks  like  an  old  man 
with  empty  places  where  teeth  have 
been. 

The  tomb  of  the  saint  (Kobo  Daishi) 
himself  stands  behind  this  hall.  It  is 
only  a small,  unimportant-looking  little 
shrine  on  a slope  crowded  with  crypto- 
merias.  Here  the  saint  is  said  to  be  sit- 
ting wrapped  in  contemplation.  The 
nearest  any  one  can  approach  it  is  to  the 
fence. 

Yet  better  than  following  the  trails  to 
the  tombs  of  dead  saints  is  meeting  the 
kindly  smile  of  the  oldest  living  man, 
toiler  or  pilgrim. 

It  is  now  late  enough  in  the  morning 
for  me  to  be  able  to  examine  the  works 
of  art.  Here  it  is  the  work  of  Kobo 
Daishi  from  one  corridor  to  another. 
Soft-painted  panels  of  men  of  wisdom 
hang  in  the  shadows,  and  glittering  brass 
trappings  that  illustrate  Buddhist  veri- 
ties are  set  before  them.  Screens  of  vari- 
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ous  degrees  of  beauty  painted  by  the 
best  of  the  old  artists. 

But  the  bronze-silked  monk  seems 
eager  to  be  done  with  me.  He  is  super- 
vising the  preparations  for  New-Year’s 
(when  there  will  be  many  pilgrims,  lavish 
with  candles  for  Buddha  and  “ presents  ” 
for  the  boys).  To  these  he  turns  when- 
ever he  can  escape  me.  But  my  purse  has 
not  yet  lost  its  interest  for  him.  He 
opens  the  shrine  containing  an  image  of 
Kobo  Daishi  carved  by  the  great  saint 
himself  (everything  under  the  Rising 
Sun  seems  to  have  been  the  work  of  his 
hands). 

“I  will  sell,”  he  says,  significantly, 
producing  a small  replica.  “Cheap.” 

“How  much?”  I ask. 

“Five  yen.” 

I had  seen  that  kind  of  replica  before. 
The  tradesman  in  the  village,  who  lives 
by  cheating  tourists,  had  asked  two  yen 
for  one.  The  monk  leads  me  from  one 
empty  chamber  to  another,  repeating 
explanations  interspersed  with  a dash 
of  commercialism. 

“You  take  my  card,”  he  says,  effi- 
ciently, as  I look  with  interest  on  images 
and  scrolls.  “If  you  will  buy  later  you 
send  me  a letter.  Anata  wa  hoshi  desu 
kara;  I will  sell  to  you.” 

He  does  not  see  that  he  is  dealing  with 
a real  worshiper,  not  a hypnotized  faith- 
swallower.  Such  is  the  state  to  which 
Buddhism  has  come  in  Shinto  Japan. 
He  points  out  only  the  gifts  of  the  rich — 
a shrine-incased  tablet  costing  a hundred 
yen,  a special  recess  for  the  shrines  of  the 
heads  of  Mitsui  Bussan  Kaishi,  the  great 
banking  concern,  and  Kawasaki  of  the 
Kawasaki  Dockyards,  and  Suzuki  & Co., 
whose  Kobe  properties  were  destroyed 
by  the  rioters  for  forcing  up  the  price  of 
rice  last  year. 

Then  we  are  shown  the  room  in  which 
Hidetsugu,  the  adopted  son  of  Hideyo- 
shi,  the  great  general,  committed  hara- 
kiri  by  order  of  his  benefactor.  It  is 
quiet  and  unpretentious,  and  stimulates 
strange  reveries.  But  the  “guide”  is  im- 
patient and  keeps  pulling  me  away.  We 
drift  away  from  this,  however,  to  lose  our- 


selves behind  shoji  (paper  doors)  and 
corridors.  Chamber  upon  chamber  is  as 
unused  as  it  is  silent,  as  luxurious  as  it  is 
unused.  Never  a sign  of  poverty,  of* 
want,  or  of  Buddhist  application  of* 
Buddhist  precept.  When  I ask  to  be 
shown  the  priests’  quarters  he  says,  “ It’s 
too  dirty.”  Buddhism  is  as  ashamed  of’ 
poverty  as  is  every  creed  on  the  face  of' 
the  earth.  But  I do  manage  to  get  into 
the  diadokoro,  the  big  kitchen.  A tre- 
mendous room  with  heavy  rafters,  it  is 
set  with  a watering-trough,  store,  and 
fireplaces  large  enough  to  feed  an  army. 
Water  from  a spring  comes  in  a thin, 
steady  stream  through  a bamboo  pipe. 
Around  the  open  fire  squat  a dozen  men 
and  boys.  The  flames  cannot  reach  any' 
of  the  rafters,  but  the  smoke  fills  the 
tremendous  shaft  (about  ten  feet  long 
by  twelve  feet)  which  hangs  from  the 
roof  to  within  six  feet  of  the  ground.  In 
semi-darkness  men  pound  with  a heavy 
wooden  hammer  and  turn  with  dexterous 
hands  the  mochi  (rice  dough)  which  at 
New-Year’s  is  the  delight  of  every  Jap- 
anese, even  a priest.  They  are  like  un- 
derground dwarfs  with  their  fires  and 
their  pounding.  These  kitchens  are  more 
interesting  than  the  unused  chambers 
of  the  abbot  with  their  screens  and 
settings. 

The  last  place  to  visit  is  the  Kondo  or 
Golden  Hall.  It  is  a gorgeous  amassing 
of  Buddhist  art,  with  some  exquisite  de- 
tails. Unbiased  as  I am,  I must  confess 
it  tires  me.  There  is  too  much  sheen  and 
too  little  inspiration,  bent  on  teaching 
more  the  hatefulness  of  evil  than  the 
loveliness  of  good. 

I have  seen  it  all  now — and  I tremble 
before  the  covetous  eyes  of  that  priest 
in  bronze  silk.  So  I leave  him  to  count 
his  yen,  and  cany  away  with  me  a lovely 
memory  and  some  solemn  thoughts. 

Buddhism,  dear  as  it  is  to  the  hearts 
of  common  men,  languishes  under  the 
Imperial  Government.  Shinto  shrines 
have  been  stripped  of  all  the  Buddhist 
symbols  they  once  contained,  and  offi- 
cialism is  doing  its  best  to  supplant  the 
worship  of  Buddha  by  the  worship  of  the 
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Mikado.  Bereft  of  the  imperial  gold,  the 
priests  are  resorting  to  all  manner  of 
means  of  securing  funds.  In  and  about 
Kobe  and  elsewhere  they  are  pursuing  a 
thriving  business  by  saving  the  souls  of 
the  fune-narakin,  who  have  grown  rich 
on  war  profits.  Out  of  the  large  dona- 
tions which  they  require  to  assure  the 
salvation  of  these  new  millionaires  they 
are  erecting  stone  columns  engraved 
with  the  names  of  the  donors.  Of  these 
there  are  now  more  than  eighty -eight  in 
and  about  Kobe.  One  abbot  has  gone 
even  farther.  Count  Otani,  brother-in- 
law  of  the  Emperor,  and  abbot  of  one  of 
the  biggest  temples  in  Japan,  caused  a 
scandal  by  selling  the  temple’s  treasures. 
He  took  to  Western  ways,  and  built  a 


palace  for  himself  upon  one  of  the  moun- 
tains near  Kobe,  bringing  back  with  him 
from  a trip  to  England  two  young  boys 
who  were  to  act  as  pages.  These  were 
not  quite  satisfied  with  the  way  the 
promises  materialized  and  obtained 
their  release  by  recourse  to  the  help  of 
the  foreign  community.  His  palatial 
residence  has  since  been  bought  by  Mr. 
Kohara,  the  Japanese  “copper  king.” 
This  particular  abbot  has  now  resigned 
and  is  wandering  about  the  South  Seas 
trying  to  establish  ideal  colonies. 

So  it  is  that  the  joy  of  barter  pervades 
the  worship  of  Buddha.  Imperial  divin- 
ity seeks  to  triumph  over  the  saint  whom 
common  men  have  loved  for  over  a 
thousand  years. 


A VILLANELLE  OF  LIFE  AND  DEATH 

BY  HESPER  LE  GALLIENNE 

COME!  Taste  of  Life  before  it  is  too  late 

And  twilight  shadows  creep  across  the  skies. 
For  Death  is  waiting  at  the  western  gate. 

Old  Chronos  with  his  hour-glass  will  not  wait 
To  check  one  sandy  grain  that  therein  lies — 
Come!  Taste  of  Life  before  it  is  too  late. 

Do  not  your  doing  at  too  late  a date, 

Gather  your  tent  and  journey  with  the  wise — 
For  Death  is  waiting  at  the  western  gate. 

Be  not  of  those  who  meet  an  empty  Fate; 

Afraid  of  all  the  gifts  that  Living  buys — 
Come!  Taste  of  Life  before  it  is  too  late. 

Barter  your  soul  for  either  Love  or  Hate — 

Scorn  not  the  passion  of  the  World’s  great  eyes! 
For  Death  is  waiting  at  the  western  gate. 

Take  not  Procrastination  for  your  mate; 

A planted  flower  unnurtured  surely  dies! 

Come!  Taste  of  Life  before  it  is  too  late 
For  Death  is  waiting  at  the  western  gate. 
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CIVILIZATION  is  the  net  result  of 
the  efforts  of  the  human  race  for 
several  hundred  thousand  years  to  make 
life  more  comfortable,  interesting,  and 
satisfying.  Many  experiments  in  this  di- 
rection are  fruitless,  but  occasionally  one 
succeeds  and  we  inherit  the  sum  total 
of  the  successes.  Up  to  1914  this  world- 
wide and  history-long  effort  had  met 
with  a fair  degree  of  success.  The  race 
had  learned  how  to  raise  ample  amounts 
of  many  kinds  of  food,  and  how  to  dis- 
tribute them.  The  fight  against  cold 
had  measurably  been  won.  We  had 
learned  how  to  make  warm  clothes  and 
how  to  build  houses  and  keep  them 
warm.  We  had  learned  how  to  do  these 
things  and  still  have  time  left  over. 
Diffused  education  was  helping  us  to 
learn  how  to  enjoy  leisure.  We  knew 
what  was  going  on  in  the  world.  Life 
was  getting  interesting  and  promised  still 
better  things.  In  the  general  opinion 
of  mankind,  it  was  good  to  live  when  the 
storm  broke  in  the  midsummer  of  1914. 

The  essence  of  this  war  was  that  it 
denied  the  validity  of  all  toward  which 
we  had  been  striving.  It  set  up  new 
standards  and  declared  that  darkness, 
cold,  hunger,  poverty,  disease,  crippling, 
killing,  hate,  orphanage,  widowhood, 
were  proper  conditions  of  life.  It  en- 
forced these  newer  ideals,  at  first  in 
limited  areas  and  then  in  ever-broaden- 
ing circles,  until,  in  some  degree,  they 
had  permeated  the  life  of  a continent. 
To-day  the  world  is  full  of  strikes.  We 
need  not  look  for  subtle  explanations. 
They  are  the  direct  legitimate  successors 
of  war.  They  are  simply  carrying  a step 
farther  the  newer  ideals  of  life.  They  are 
hunger,  insufficiency,  and  bareness  of 
life  expressing  themselves,  along  with  an 


implied  reliance  upon  force  rather  than 
persuasion  and  orderly  procedure. 

The  very  first  thing  war  did  was  to 
create  homelessness  on  an  unparalleled 
scale.  Homes  are  good  things.  It  Is  not 
by  accident  that  we  have  come  to  live  in 
family  groups  and  in  settled  habitations. 
It  is  because,  on  the  whole,  after  cen- 
turies of  trying  many  ways  of  living,  the 
home  plan  works  best.  It  is  in  the  home 
that  children  acquire  poise,  serenity,  and 
balance,  and  take  over  unconsciously 
such  wisdom  and  grace  as  their  elders 
have  acquired. 

The  world  has  seen  many  migrations, 
for  there  is  always  a restless  element  in 
human  nature,  but  these  have  been  vol- 
untary and  in  search  of  better  things. 
War  migrations  are  compulsory  and  to 
worse  conditions.  The  refugees  did  not 
wish  to  leave;  they  had  to.  The  story 
of  their  going  has  caught  the  world’s 
sympathetic  attention.  We  have  all  been 
made  to  see  the  family  groups — grand- 
parents, mothers,  children,  the  sick  and 
the  crippled — hastily  put  together  a few 
necessary  or  treasured  things  and  start 
down  the  road.  We  have  seen  them 
walking  footsore,  burden-bearing,  fall- 
ing by  the  wayside.  We  know  of  babies 
born  on  the  way,  and  of  mothers  carry- 
ing new-born  babies  for  miles.  We  have 
seen  the  refugees  packed  by  main  force 
into  stifling  freight-cars  and  slowly 
hauled,  with  many  long  interruptions, 
somewhere  into  the  interior,  hungry, 
filthy,  weary,  depressed.  This  happened 
to  a million  and  a quarter  of  people  in 
Belgium,  to  two  millions  in  France,  to 
half  a million  in  Italy,  to  three  hundred 
thousand  in  Greece,  to,  say,  three  hun- 
dred thousand  in  Serbia,  to  two  million 
Armenians,  except  that  they  walked  out 
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into  the  desert  and  most  of  them  to 
death,  to  four  hundred  thousand  in  East 
Prussia,  to  huge  but  unknown  numbers 
in  Rumania,  in  Russia,  in  Austria — all 
told,  to  ten  million  people. 

Nobody,  unfortunately,  has  the  imag- 
ination to  enable  us  to  realize  what 
happened  to  all  these  people  afterward, 
although  that  is  the  really  important 
thing.  Traveling  is  never  very  com- 
fortable. We  can  put  up  with  hunger, 
weariness,  cold,  and  sleeplessness  for  a 
few  days,  if  need  be.  They  may  even 
help  us  to  forget  loneliness.  The  hard 
thing  is  to  endure  all  these  things,  day 
after  day,  week  after  week,  and  month 
after  month  for  several  years  and  with 
no  early  or  certain  end  in  sight.  This,  , a 
much  more  real  tragedy  than  their  more 
dramatic  departure,  is  the  second  and 
greater  claim  of  the  refugees  to  our  con- 
tinued sympathy  and  help. 

When  they  arrived  at  their  destina- 
tions there  seemed  to  have  been  some 
mistake.  Nobody  was  expecting  them 
and  no  comfortable  place  was  ready.  All 
the  houses  were  occupied  by  people  who 
had  been  living  there  a long  time.  The 
only  places  to  go  to  were  barns,  sheds, 
abandoned  factories,  unused  convents, 
abandoned  hotels,  etc.  These  became 
terribly  crowded.  Instead  of  each  family 
having  two  or  three  rooms,  often  there 
were  two  or  three  families  in  one  room. 
It  was  awkward,  indecent,  noisy,  and 
sickening.  There  was  nothing  to  cook 
with,  nothing  to  sleep  on,  nothing  to 
cover  up  with,  and  it  was  cold.  There 
was  not  enough  fuel  to  go  around. 
There  never  had  been  too  much,  but 
now,  because  some  of  the  mines  had 
been  captured  and  there  were  not  enough 
men  to  work  the  others,  and  the  cars 
were  so  busy  hauling  munitions,  it  re- 
quired desperate  efforts  to  get  enough 
coal  or  wood  to  cook  with,  to  say  noth- 
ing of  keeping  warm.  Most  of  the  refu- 
gees could  not  do  much  work.  The  com- 
munities whose  involuntary  and  un- 
invited guests  they  were  did  not  like  the 
newcomers  who  talked  so  differently, 
lived  differently,  and  crowded  in  every- 


where. Rents  went  up  and  food  prices 
went  up,  and,  as  the  refugee  had  no 
home  and  no  land,  he  had  to  buy  every- 
thing, and  his  scanty  means  would  not 
hold  out.  He  had  to  take  the  cheapest, 
dampest,  darkest,  most  uncomfortable 
quarters  there  were — places  which  peo- 
ple had  abandoned  because  they  were  so 
bad.  Here  with  poor  food,  with  little 
heat,  sometimes  no  light,  underclad  and 
underfed,  he  did  not  really  live;  he 
simply  existed.  Homesickness  is  a real 
handicap,  and  the  refugee  was  homesick 
all  the  time.  He  continually  contrasted 
his  former  comfortable  home,  steady 
employment,  and  relatively  good  food 
with  his  present  lot.  It  is  not  surprising 
that  he  was  not  enthusiastic  about  the 
war — that  his  “morale”  was  bad.  All 
the  other  war  distresses — the  longing 
for  the  men  who  were  away  so  long  at 
the  front,  the  haunting  fear  that  they 
would  be  wounded  or  killed,  the  knowl- 
edge that  they  had  been — all  this  cut 
. more  deeply  into  the  heart  of  the  refugee 
. because  he  was  already  homesick,  cold, 
hungry,  and  discouraged.  No  wonder 
he  looked  forward  always  to  the  day  of 
homecoming. 

Finally  it  came.  The  war  was  over. 
It  had  been  won.  People  threw  up  their 
hats  and  cheered.  The  fear  of  domina- 
tion by  a brutal  enemy  was  removed. 
All  would  be  well! 

Going  home  was  very  much  easier 
than  coming  away  had  been.  It  was 
easy  to  choose  which  things  to  take  be- 
cause there  were  not  many  from  which 
to  choose,  and  most  of  them  they  were 
glad  to  leave,  anyway.  They  were  such 
poor  excuses  and  substitutes  for  the  real 
comforts  of  home.  They  had  great  con- 
fidence that  now  they  would  be  taken 
care  of.  They  knew  that  the  disaster 
which  had  befallen  them  was  in  no  sense 
due  to  any  fault  of  theirs,  but  that  it 
was  somehow  vaguely  connected  with  a 
successful  effort  to  prevent  the  control 
of  the  world  by  a ruthless  and  brutal 
people.  The  war  had  been  won  in  behalf 
of  justice,  and,  of  course,  justice  would 
be  done  to  them.  Nothing  could  make 
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up  for  the  sufferings  already  endured, 
but  the  future  would  be  different.  They 
had  heard  of  wrecked  houses  and  of 
devastated  cities,  but  they  felt  that 
probably  it  was  not  so  bad  as  that  where 
they  came  from.  We  all  know,  and  the 
world  know  s,  only  too  well  to  w hat  they 
returned.  Every  Sunday  illustrated  sup- 
plement for  the  past  four  years  has 
brought  us  its  new'  pictures  of  devas- 
tated France,  devastated  Belgium,  and 
devastated  this,  that,  and  the  other 
country,  until  to  us  in  our  comfortable 
homes  they  have  ceased  to  be  terrible  or 
even  to  be  interesting.  These  refugees, 
however,  were  now'  to  see  ruins,  not  from 
the  outside,  but  from  the  inside.  When 
they  returned  to  their  former  homes, 
things  were  far  more  out  of  joint  than 
when  they  had  arrived  in  the  interior. 
Not  only  was  nobody  expecting  them; 
there  was  nobody  there.  There  was 
nothing  there  except  tumble  - down 
houses,  broken  buildings  of  every  kind, 
trenches  across  the  fields,  rivers  of 
barbed  wire  running  in  every  direction, 
and  fragments  of  wreck  and  ruin  every- 
where. But  it  was  home.  Here  they 
owned  a bit  of  land;  here  they  had  been 
born  and  reared.  The  hillsides,  the 
roads,  the  brooks — all  spoke  to  them  of 
childhood  and  early  years.  So  here  they 
would  remain;  in  fact,  they  had  no- 
where else  to  go.  It  was  hardly  a matter 
of  choice. 

But  surely  those  Powers  conferring  at 
Versailles,  who  were  to  make  Germany 
pay,  would  now  rebuild  their  homes, 
perhaps  better  than  before.  So  almost 
anything  would  do  for  the  present.  They 
began  to  dig  among  the  ruins,  very  likely 
to  find  something  they  had  buried  when 
they  left.  Sometimes  they  found  an 
opening  to  the  cellar  and  saw  that  the 
heavy  brick  arches  which  had  supported 
the  building  had  also  withstood  its  fall. 
The  cellar  could  be  cleaned  out  a little 
and  would  do  for  the  moment.  They 
could  find  a few  pieces  of  furniture  here 
and  there  and  might  even  crowd  up 
enough  to  take  in  another  family  who  did 
not  have  even  a cellar;  or,  some  pieces 


of  walls  of  the  house  or  of  the  stable  or 
one  of  the  outbuildings  might  be  stand- 
ing, and  by  patching  these  up  a little  bit 
and  by  putting  up  some  boards  or  cor- 
rugated iron  which  were  lying  about,  or 
by  piling  up  some  bricks  without  mor- 
tar (because  materials  could  not  be  had) 
they  could  make  a kind  of  a shelter 
which  would  do  for  a time;  or,  if  there 
were  no  walls  and  no  cellars,  perhaps 
they  could  find  enough  timbers  from  the 
trenches  and  enough  corrugated  iron 
from  the  curious,  semicircular  huts 
which  the  armies  used  so  much,  to  fix 
up  some  sort  of  hut.  It  would  be  very 
dark,  of  course,  and  it  was  hardly  pos- 
sible to  keep  out  the  wind  altogether, 
but  it  was  better  than  nothing.  So,  thou- 
sands and  hundreds  of  thousands  of  peo- 
ple began  to  live  in  every  kind  of  dark, 
damp,  gloomy,  unwholesome,  temporary 
quarters.  You  and  I know  that  these 
quarters  will  not  really  be  anything  like 
as  temporary  as  these  refugees  expect. 
There  are  not  enough  men,  materials, 
transportation,  and  money  to  really  re- 
build these  devastated  regions  for  years 
and  years  to  come.  This  is  the  refugee’s 
third  and  greatest  claim  to  our  sympathy 
and  help.  The  outward  journey  was  a 
matter  of  a few  days,  the  exile  a matter 
of  a few  years,  but  reconstruction  will 
be  a matter  of  a few  decades. 

Little  by  little,  the  temporary  shelters 
will  be  made  a shade  less  unbearable. 
Some  of  the  larger  holes  will  be  stopped 
up,  the  rain  will  not  come  in  quite  as 
much,  and  window-glass  will  replace 
boards  and  iron  in  the  tiny  windows; 
but  wretched,  unwholesome,  insanitary 
accommodations  must  be  the  rule  for 
years  to  come  in  the  zone  of  devasta- 
tion which  stretches  through  Belgium, 
France,  Italy,  Montenegro,  Albania, 
Serbia,  Rumania,  Greece,  what  was 
Austria,  East  Prussia,  and  wanders  in 
irregular  fashion  through  great  areas  of 
what  was  Russia. 

Shelter  is  only  the  beginning  of  living. 
The  thing  that  was  destroyed  in  these 
devastated  areas  was  not  simply  build- 
ings; it  was  the  whole  structure  of  hu- 
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man  life.  All  these  wrecked  houses, 
schools,  hospitals,  factories,  city  halls, 
churches,  had  been  put  up  to  serve  hu- 
man needs.  They  represented  the 
thought,  the  sentiments,  and  the  labor 
of  many  generations  who  had  builded 
themselves  into  these  structures. 

When  you  go  into  a patched-up  build- 
ing with  the  windows  stuffed  with  cloth, 
the  door  turning  awkwardly  on  impro- 
vised hinges,  and  into  a bare  room  with 
two  or  three  bits  of  broken-down  furni- 
ture, and  find  that  this  is  the  city  hall 
and  that  this  man  sitting  here  is  the 
mayor,  you  begin  to  realize  that  it  is 
the  whole  intangible  structure  of  human 
life  that  has  been  destroyed,  a thing 
which  it  will  be  harder  to  rebuild  than 
buildings.  An  organized  community, 
which,  little  by  little,  took  shape  through 
centuries,  has  been  blown  to  bits.  This 
man  sitting  here  has  everything  to  do 
and  nothing  to  do  it  with.  He  is  bare- 
handed and  empty-handed.  He  has  no 
resources  and  no  helpers.  But  the  entire 
community,  bereft  of  everything,  looks 
to  him  to  make  the  loss  good.  Scores  of 
thousands  of  city  fathers  in  Europe  are 
trying  to  do  this  superhuman  task. 

When  the  invading  tides  rolled  into 
Belgium,  France,  Italy,  Greece,  Ru- 
mania, and  Russia,  not  all  the  civilians 
fled  before  them.  In  fact,  the  great  ma- 
jority remained.  They  went  into  the 
cellars  while  the  war  tornado  crashed 
past.  When  the  noise  died  down  and 
they  cautiously  came  to  the  surface, 
they  found  themselves  in  a changed 
world.  Its  physical  aspect  might  be  lit- 
tle changed,  but  everything  else  was 
absolutely  topsy-turvy.  They  were  no 
longer  their  own  masters;  they  were 
under  the  rule  of  an  enemy  army.  It 
is  bad  enough  to  be  a subject  people 
in  peace,  it  is  far  worse  to  be  the  sub- 
ject of  an  enemy  army  in  war.  They 
could  no  longer  be  sure  of  anything. 
They  had  to  do  as  they  were  told.  All 
ordinary  business  was  at  a standstill. 
They  were  behind  the  blockade.  If  they 
raised  food,  it  would  very  likely  be  taken 
from  them.  If  they  labored,  it  was  very 


likely  to  result  in  benefit  to  those  who 
were  trying  to  destroy  their  country. 
They  were  in  a sense  slaves,  for  they 
had  no  freedom  and  no  rights.  On  suspi- 
cion, they  were  thrown  into  prison;  on 
little  or  no  evidence,  they  might  be  shot. 
Their  cities  were  called  upon  to  pay 
large  sums  as  fines  or  indemnities.  They 
had  to  see  their  factories  torn  down  and 
the  materials  shipped  away.  Anything 
they  had  which  the  enemy  wanted  he 
took — especially  food  and  clothing.  As 
the  blockade  became  more  and  more 
effective,  they  suffered  even  more  than 
the  enemy  civilians,  for  many  of  their 
supplies  were  taken  and  shipped  to  the 
enemy  countries  to  eke  out  their  failing 
stocks.  Life  was  no  joy-ride  in  the  oc- 
cupied territory.  No  wonder  its  tubercu- 
losis and  child  death-rates  shot  up  to  one 
and  a half  or  twice  what  they  were 
before.  It  is  not  easy  to  realize  that  this 
kind  of  life  was  the  lot  of  six  million 
people  in  Belgium,  three  millions  in 
France,  a million  in  Italy,  nearly  five 
millions  in  Serbia,  two  hundred  thousand 
in  Greece,  five  millions  in  Rumania, 
and  twenty-two  millions  in  Russia.  In 
all,  some  forty-two  millions  of  people 
lived  this  life  of  exasperation,  subjection, 
and  deprivation. 

From  among  these  many  millions 
there  were  selected  by  the  enemy,  as  he 
grew  short  of  man-power,  some  hundreds 
of  thousands,  no  one  knows  how  many, 
for  a worse  fate — deportation  into 
enemy  countiy.  They  were  to  be  real 
slaves,  or  worse.  From  Belgium,  from 
France,  and,  above  all,  from  Greece  and 
Serbia,  these  deportations  sentenced 
men  and  women  to  wearying,  brutal 
labor,  exposure,  and  generally  to  hard- 
ships like  those  of  army  prisons.  When 
there  was  also  involved,  as  in  the  Near 
East,  a desire  to  change  the  dominant 
national  sentiment  of  some  locality,  even 
the  children  were  deported,  to  share  all 
the  hardships  of  a life  pointing  directly 
toward  extermination.  When  the  war 
was  over,  the  survivors  walked  home. 
We  met  them  everywhere  in  Serbia— 
Greeks,  Albanians,  and  Serbs — footsore. 
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ragged,  famished,  vermin-  and  disease- 
infected. 

The  hardships  of  ten  million  refugees 
in  their  exile,  their  years  of  unwelcome 
sojourn,  and  their  decades  of  makeshift 
living  during  reconstruction  in  the  war 
zone,  and  of  forty-two  millions  in  occu- 
pied areas,  and  of  hundreds  of  thousands 
deported  into  slavery  are  facts  which 
emphasize  only  a beginning  of  the  real- 
ization of  the  newer  ideals  of  human  life 
introduced  by  war.  It  has  always  been 
considered  that  the  death  of  a husband 
and  father  is  one  of  the  most  serious  of 
tragedies.  The  highest  type  of  religion 
has  been  declared  to  be  the  visiting 
widows  and  fatherless  in  their  afflic- 
tion. Now,  however,  instead  of  being  a 
rare  exception,  this  was  to  become  al- 
most the  rule  in  wide  areas  of  the  world. 
In  France,  for  instance,  we  must  reckon 
that  about  1,750,000  men  have  been  lost. 
This  includes  the  deaths  from  wounds, 
1,400,000,  those  among  the  “missing,” 
among  prisoners,  and  army  deaths  from 
disease.  It  is  quite  impossible  to  arrive 
at  the  slightest  conception  of  what  a loss 
of  one  and  three-quarter  million  men 
means  to  a country  the  size  of  France, 
except  by  living  there.  Simply  from 
the  point  of  view  of  the  emotional  strain 
of  sorrow  and  mourning,  its  volume  is 
beyond  our  powers  of  understanding.  A 
comparison  may  help. 

Shortly  after  my  return  from  Europe 
I happened  to  meet  a neighbor  living  a 
few  doors  away.  We  chatted  a moment. 
I remarked,  casually  and  thoughtlessly, 
“I  suppose  your  boys  are  back  from 
France.”  “Yes,”  he  said,  and  his  face 
quivered  as  he  turned  away,  “all  who 
are  coming  back.  We  lost  one.”  I re- 
proached myself  for  not  having  remem- 
bered that  this  might  be  the  case.  I 
knew  another  neighbor  whose  son  was 
killed  in  the  war,  and  had  a third  friend 
in  the  same  town,  a city  of  one  hundred 
thousand,  whose  son  was  killed  in 
France.  My  first  impression  was  that 
this  was  a large  number,  since  only  fifty 
thousand  Americans  gave  up  their  lives 
in  France.  May  God  forgive  the  “only.” 


When  one  is  dealing  with  totals  of  mill- 
ions, fifty  thousand  seems  but  few.  Un- 
der any  other  circumstances  the  loss  of 
fifty  thousand  American  men  would 
have  seemed  an  unprecedented  calamity; 
and  so  it  would  have  been.  I happened 
to  pick  up  the  Annual  of  the  graduating- 
class  of  the  high-school  and  found  that 
of  the  class  of  1919  no  less  than  seven- 
teen had  died  in  the  service.  I began  to 
sense  the  extent  to  which  the  shadow  of 
war-sorrow  had  come  to  our  little  city. 
A day  or  two  later  I read  in  the  evening 
paper,  in  the  proceedings  of  a memorial 
meeting,  a list  of  the  boys  from  Yonkers 
who  had  died  in  France.  It  filled  nearly 
a column.  I was  astounded  at  its  length. 
I made  a little  calculation  then  for  the 
first  time,  as  to  what  would  be,  so  to 
speak,  Yonkers’  quota  of  a total  of  fifty 
thousand  deaths,  and  realized  that  it 
would  be  forty-five.  It  was  appalling 
to  think  that  in  these  few  square  miles 
of  territory,  and  in  every  other  group  of 
a hundred  thousand  population  from 
Florida  to  Washington  and  from  southern 
California  to  Maine,  there  were  on  an 
average  forty-five  households  which, 
however  they  might  rejoice  at  the  suc- 
cessful outcome  of  the  war,  were  feeling 
that  the  price  to  them  had  been  terribly, 
terribly  high.  The  loss  of  fifty  thousand 
men  has  brought  a shade  of  gloom  to 
every  community  in  America. 

Then  I tried  to  think  for  a moment 
how  we  should  feel  if  we  had  lest  our 
men  in  the  same  proportion  as  France. 
If  America  were  mourning,  not  fifty 
thousand,  but  four  and  three-quarter 
millions,  Yonkers  would  have  lost,  not 
a quota  of  forty-five,  but  a quota  of 
forty-three  hundred.  The  average  loss 
in  every  city,  community,  and  town 
would  be  ninety-five  times  as  large.  The 
shade  of  gloom,  so  to  speak,  would  be 
ninety-five  times  as  thick,  the  cloud 
ninety-five  times  as  black;  the  question 
whether  it  had  been  worth  while  ninety- 
five  times  as  frequent;  the  missing 
places  in  the  ranks  of  industry,  educa- 
tion, agriculture,  and  the  professions, 
and  all  along  the  line,  ninety-five  times 
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as  numerous.  France  lost  about  one- 
fifth  of  all  her  men  between  eighteen 
and  fifty.  If  therg  were  no  additional 
work  to  do,  four  men  would  have  to  do 
what  was  previously  done  by  five,  and 
from  these  four-fifths  there  is  still  to  be 
deducted  an  army  of  cripples  and  the 
armies  keeping  the  watch  on  the  Rhine, 
on  the  Danube,  and  in  Asia.  And 
France  not  only  has  the  work  which  she 
had  to  do  before,  but  she  has  also  a 
problem  of  reconstruction  so  big  that 
nothing  like  an  adequate  survey  has 
been  made  of  it;  so  big  that  it  has  been 
estimated  that  if  all  the  men  who  were 
formerly  in  the  building  trades  were 
still  alive  and  if  plenty  of  building  ma- 
terials were  made  available  for  them, 
and  if  we  expected  them  to  do  no  build- 
ing except  in  the  devastated  area,  they 
would  be  occupied  somewhere  from  fif- 
teen to  thirty  years  in  rebuilding  that 
which  has  been  destroyed. 

France  is  literally  soaked,  inundated, 
permeated  through  and  through,  by 
sorrow.  Serbia  is  even  more  so.  Eng- 
land, Russia,  Italy,  Belgium,  Greece, 
Rumania,  and  all  the  enemy  countries, 
only  a little  less  so.  Our  army  authori- 
ties estimate  the  battle  deaths  alone  at 
7,582,000.  Adding  deaths  among  the 
missing,  among  prisoners,  and  excess  of 
deaths  from  disease  in  the  armies,  it  is 
elear  that  some  nine  million  men  laid 
down  their  lives  on  account  of  the  war. 
Each  of  these  came  from  a home.  The 
number  of  widows,  fatherless  children, 
of  parents  and  of  brothers  and  sisters 
in  mourning,  must  be  counted  in  scores 
of  millions. 

; But  we  are  only  well  started  with  this 
war  on  homes.  Ten  million  refugees, 
twenty-seven  millions  under  enemy  army 
rule,  hundreds  of  thousands  deported, 
and  nine  million  dead  soldiers  to  be 
imourned  by  God  knows  how  many 
millions  of  widows  and  orphans — all  this 
is  only  a fair  start.  Millions  of  homes 
have  been  deprived  of  that  for  which 
homes  primarily  exist.  Every  home  is 
built  around  a cradle.  War  has  gone 
very  far  toward  emptying  the  cradles  of 
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Europe.  Looking  backward  some  dec- 
ades hence,  this  fact  and  its  conse- 
quences may  appear  as  among  the  most 
serious  results  of  the  war.  The  figures 
are  clear.  France,  with  its  pre-war  sta- 
tionary population  shows  the  following: 

Births  in  77  uninvaded  departments 


1913  604,811 

1914  594,222 

1915  387,806 

1916  315,087 

1917  343,310 


The  full  facts  are  even  worse.  In  the 
nine  invaded  departments  there  were 
141,203  births  in  1913  and  the  falling 
off  was  much  greater  than  elsewhere.  A 
million  and  a half  of  refugees  had  fled  to 
the  interior  and  their  births  are  included 
in  theabove  figures  from  August,  1914,  on. 

The  remaining  population  was  behind 
the  lines  and  births  were  few.  In  Lille, 
the  largest  city  of  the  occupied  area,  the 
population  in  1918  was  one-half  that  of 
1913,  but  the  births  were  only  one- 
eighth  as  many.  The  deficit  continued 
through  1918  and,  to  a large  degree, 
1919.  The  total  estimated  war  deficit 
of  births  in  France  is  about  a million 
and  a half.  Italy,  a country  unlike 
France  in  that  its  birth-rate  was  high, 
also  shows  a war  deficit  in  births  of 
about  the  same  number.  Uninvaded 
Britain  shows  nearly  a million;  Bel- 
gium, 350,000;  Serbia,  whose  men  were 
in  exile  for  four  years,  760,000;  and  so 
on.  A rough  estimate  of  the  Allied 
countries’  shortage  in  babies  due  to  the 
war  is  six  or  seven  millions,  and,  if  we 
include  the  Central  Empires,  we  have 
an  estimate  for  Europe  of  some  ten 
millions. 

The  consequences  of  this  wholesale 
race  suicide  project  themselves  far  into 
the  future.  We  can  easily  foresee  many 
curious  but  serious  results  of  this  hiatus 
in  the  orderly  sequence  of  age  groups 
in  the  great  European  family.  The 
schools,  the  military  classes,  if  they  still 
exist  eighteen  or  twenty  years  from  now, 
the  number  of  marriages,  the  number  of 
adolescents  available  for  employment — 
all  will  show  violent  fluctuations  as  the 
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age  groups,  bom  in  the  years  1915-1920 
come  upon  the  scene.  In  the  background 
a more  serious  question  arises.  We  know 
how  France’s  population  remained  rela- 
tively stationary  from  1860  onward, 
while  Germany’s  nearly  doubled.  Sup- 
pose for  the  next  fifty  years  instead  of 
France  we  should  have  to  say  Europe, 
and  instead  of  Germany  Asia  or  Asia 
and  Africa.  The  white  race  is  certainly 
very  much  less  strong,  relatively,  than  it 
was  in  1914.  There  is  much  reason  to 
fear  that  this  European  birth  deficit  is 
due  not  simply  to  the  absence  of  the 
men  by  reason  of  mobilization,  but  also 
in  part  to  the  subnormal  conditions  of 
living,  such  as  reduced  food-supply, 
overcrowding  in  makeshift  quarters,  and 
the  like.  These  conditions  will  continue 
for  some  years  and  to  the  extent  that 
the  fall  in  births  is  due  to  them  it,  too, 
will  continue,  and  the  white  man  will 
thus  become  increasingly  unequal  to  his 
world-burden,  so  far  as  numbers  go. 
This  aspect  of  post-war  results  will  bear 
a great  deal  of  thought. 

We  have  seen  in  another  number  that 
war  has  given  a new  lease  of  life  to 
many  plagues  and  pests  that  were  well 
on  their  way  toward  extinction.  How 
many  additional  deaths  have  already 
been  thus  caused  among  civilians,  no 
one  can  say.  We  must  include  typhus 
and  typhoid  epidemics,  greatly  increased 
tuberculosis  and  infant  death-rates,  a 
great  increase  in  malaria,  and  other  simi- 
lar factors.  We  must  include  influenza 
as  at  least  contributed  to,  if  not  caused 
by,  war.  The  excess  of  deaths  from  such 
causes  as  these  in  Italy  and  in  Serbia 
may  be  tentatively  estimated  at  900,000 
and  400,000,  respectively.  Elsewhere  we 
cannot  make  even  a tentative  estimate, 
except  that  the  totals  will  run  well  into 
the  millions. 

With  war  as  an  enemy  of  home  life, 
we  have  still  other  accounts  to  settle. 
Something  like  fifty  or  fifty-six  million 
men,  most  of  them  we  may  be  sure  being 
fathers  or  big  brothers,  were  for  the 
time  being  almost  as  effectively  sepa- 
rated from  their  families  as  though  they 


were  never  to  return.  And  for  many  of 
them  it  was  a separation  for  four  years, 
broken  by  only  very  brief  occasional 
leaves.  Europe  was  a continent  of  man- 
less homes.  Its  home  life  was  thoroughly 
abnormal.  Ordinarily  the  father  is  the 
steadying  as  well  as  the  supporting  fac- 
tor. To  the  children  he  is  the  superman. 
His  miraculous  strength  keeps  the  world 
in  order.  His  companionship,  when  he 
has  time  for  it,  stands  out  as  a series  of 
marvelous  events.  He,  on  the  other 
hand,  hears  compressed  into  the  word 
“Daddy”  such  volumes  of  affection, 
such  completeness  of  confidence,  that 
life  takes  on  new  meanings  which  draw 
out  his  greatest  powers  and  make  long 
hours  of  toil  seem  a negligible  part  of 
the  day.  The  games  in  which  big  brother 
joins  are  best  of  all.  Now  there  remained 
only  the  tame  ones  in  which  all  the  parts 
could  be  taken  by  children.  Life  was 
quiet  and  monotonous.  Mother  seemed 
very  still  and  not  much  interested  in 
anything.  There  was  nobody  to  do  the 
hard  work  but  the  old  men,  the  women, 
and  the  older  children.  No  interesting 
things  could  be  planned.  It  was  a dull, 
gray,  uneventful  life  for,  say,  a hundred 
million  children,  and  an  anxious,  wear- 
ing, emotionally  overstrained  existence 
for  scores  of  millions  of  wives  and 
mothers. 

In  the  middle  of  Serbia,  in  late  Decem- 
ber, 1918,  I saw  a company  of  German 
prisoners  in  a village.  They  had  use  of  a 
fairly  comfortable  building  with  a yard 
around  it  inclosed  with  barbed  wire.  I 
talked  with  them  of  the  war.  They  did 
not  seem  at  all  interested  in  the  Peace 
Conference;  they  did  not  care  where  the 
Kaiser  was  or  what  he  was  doing,  or  who 
was  in  control  in  Germany,  or  what 
America  was  going  to  do.  They  wanted 
to  get  home  to  their  wives  and  children.' 
They  did  not  complain  of  their  food,  or 
shelter,  or  work.  They  talked  and 
thought  of  only  one  thing — home. 

For  four  long  years,  scores  of  millions 
of  homes  in  Europe,  instead  of  being 
centers  and  creators  of  happiness  and 
affection,  of  serenity  and  order,  were 
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abodes  of  loneliness,  anxiety,  nervous 
apprehension,  and,  in  about  ten  million 
cases,  of  grief  beyond  expression.  Who 
can  foresee  the  future  effects  of  such  an 
environment  for  the  children  of  a con- 
tinent? 

We  have  spoken  thus  far  of  those  who 
were  directly  affected — refugees,  resi- 
dents of  occupied  regions,  those  de- 
ported, widows  and  the  fatherless,  and 
the  families  of  those  mobilized.  But  this 
warfare  against  the  home  permeated 
every  community  in  Europe.  With  the 
able-bodied  men  diverted  to  war  for  four 
years,  it  needed  neither  blockade  nor 
submarines  to  make  life  bare  and  hard, 
to  make  food,  clothing,  shoes,-  coal, 
wood,  shelter,  medical  care,  recreation, 
education,  scarce  and  high  in  price. 
The  entire  world  went  in  sight  of 
hunger  and  in  whole  nations  its  pinch 
was  actually  felt.  This  falling  away 
from  the  slowly  and  hardly  won  con- 
dition of  having  enough  food  imme- 
diately registered  itself  in  the  death 
records  everywhere  in  Europe,  and  en- 
abled disease  to  take  a new  hold  upon 
the  human  family.  Nobody  had  time  to 
devote  to  building  homes  or  schools  or 
churches  or  hospitals,  or  to  making  the 
world  a safer  and  brighter  place  for  chil- 
dren. It  was  impossible  even  to  carry 
on  such  of  these  things  as  existed.  There 
are  those  for  whom  the  simplification  of 
life — doing  without  servants  and  auto- 
mobiles and  having  fewer  courses  at  din- 
ner— was  desirable,  but  such  are  numer- 
ically a negligible  minority.  The  great 
masses  of  mankind  have  never  gained  so 
much  that  they  can  afford  to  lose;  they 
have  never  passed  beyond  the  simple 
life.  For  them  diminution  means  hard- 
ship, and  hardship  means  reduced  vital- 
ity and  efficiency.  This  sub-standard 
of  living  has  been  enforced  over  prac- 
tically the  whole  of  Europe  during 
the  later  stages  of  the  war,  and  still 
continues. 

How  long  it  will  continue  no  one  may 
say.  It  is  easier  to  tear  down  than  to 
construct.  The  complex  economic  life, 
growth  of  generations,  must  be  slowly 


rebuilt.  The  world  has  more  work  to  do 
than  before  and  fewer  men  to  do  it. 
There  is  a shortage  in  all  manufactured 
articles,  a shortage  in  raw  materials,  a 
shortage  in  every  form  of  transportation, 
a shortage  in  housing,  and  there  are 
enormous  ruined  areas  to  be  rebuilt.  The 
prospect  for  a speedy  regaining  of  the 
standards  of  living  of  1914,  of  such 
measure  of  comfort,  well-being,  edu- 
cation, and  enjoyment  as  the  peoples 
of  Europe  had  attained  to,  is  not 
good.  All  those  cheerful  head-lines, 
which  one  will  read  during  the  next 
two  years,  to  the  effect  that  this,  that, 
or  the  other  country  has  returned  to 
normal  conditions,  may  be  disregarded 
as  based  on  misinformation,  lack  of  in- 
formation, or  blind  and  wilful  optimism. 
Every  nation  has  incurred  for  future 
payment  a huge  debt  which  for  an 
indefinite  period  will  claim  all  income 
except  that  required  for  the  most  urgent 
of  current  needs.  The  increasing  amounts 
which  were  being  devoted  to  education, 
health,  and  in  general  to  the  enrichment 
and  betterment  of  life  can  only  be  hard 
from  now  on  in  driblets.  In  a hundred 
million  homes  in  Europe  there  will  be 
hopeless  drudgery,  constant  and  fruit- 
less struggle  against  heavy  taxation  and 
high  prices.  Europe  will  be  in  the  tread- 
mill for  decades,  slowly  and  painfully 
grinding  out  the  liquidation  of  war’s 
enormous  obligations,  incurred  for  de- 
structive purposes.  She  starts  her 
post-war  career  with  depleted  stocks  of 
men,  and  must  propagate  her  future  gen- 
erations from  the  physically  less  fit. 
Intangible  and  difficult  of  measurement: 
as  this  race  deterioration  may  be,  it  may 
easily  prove  to  have  been  the  most  disas- 
trous of  all  the  effects  of  the  war. 

Vast  political,  economic,  and  social 
changes  caused  by  the  war  can  be  seen 
only  vaguely  as  in  process,  but  with  no 
dear  outcome  in  sight.  The  world  will  be 
either  more  democratic  or  more  imperial- 
istic, but  as  yet  it  is  not  clear  which. 
Peoples  have  seen  big  things  done  and 
are  demanding  that  other  big  things 
be  done.  One  can  fed  the  swell  of 
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the  tides  of  sweeping  changes,  but  not 
their  direction. 

These  matters  are  for  the  future.  Our 
concern  is  that  the  world  faces  a sea  of 
difficulties,  with  depleted  and  deteri- 
orated men.  Of  the  causes  and  forms  of 
this  deterioration  we  have  caught 
glimpses.  Ten  million  people  driven  hur- 
riedly from  their  homes  into  exile,  living 
a makeshift  life  for  four  years,  and  re- 
turning to  a still  more  primitive  exist- 
ence for  an  indefinite  period  among  the 
ruins  of  their  former  homes;  forty-two 
millions  subject  to  the  rule  of  enemy 
armies;  several  hundreds  of  thousands 
deported  into  practical  slavery  in 
enemy  countries,  many  of  them  into 
conditions  of  deliberate  extermination; 
ten  million  men  selected  as  among  the 
fittest  killed  in  battle  or  dying  in  army 
prisons  or  from  army  hardships;  millions 
of  widows  and  more  millions  of  fatherless 
children  left  to  do  as  best  they  can  in  a 
world  preoccupied  with  every  sort  of 
trouble;  ten  million  empty  cradles  that 
should  be  guarding  the  slumbers  of  those 
who  should  take  up  the  world’s  burden 
a few  decades  hence;  millions  of  deaths 
among  civilians  due  to  war  hardships 
and  scores  of  millions  of  illnesses  past, 
present,  and  to  come;  fifty  million 
homes  deprived  for  several  years  of  the 
support  of  fathers  or  brothers  and  of 
their  companionship,  and  inundated  by 
loneliness,  anxiety,  and  nervous  appre- 
hension; all  Europe  on  short  rations  of 
food,  coal,  clothes,  shoes,  and  all  the 
essentials  of  healthful  and  efficient  life. 

War  is  indeed  the  great  disaster. 
Earthquakes,  floods,  tornadoes,  explo- 
sions, may  harm  the  whole  population  of 
a locality;  alcohol  or  vice  may  injure  a 


percentage  of  the  people  of  whole  coun- 
tries but  war  can  be  compared  only  to 
all  these  things  combined  and  sown 
broadcast  over  a continent.  We  may 
select  from  all  these  other  enemies  of 
human  life  their  worst  features,  combine 
them  into  one  quintessence  of  horror, 
intensify  this  to  the  nth  degree,  scatter 
it  continent-wide,  and  that  is  war.  War 
is  the  negation  of  all  the  race  has  striven 
for  through  all  the  centuries.  It  denies 
that  life  is  worth  while.  It  is  the  en- 
thronement of  unreason  and  coercion.  It 
is  the  supreme  skepticism,  both  of  man 
and  of  God. 

What  can  America  do  about  it?  Pain- 
fully little  at  most,  but  that  little  exceed- 
ingly important.  At  least  we  can  look 
the  facts  in  the  face.  Recognizing  that 
civilization,  of  which  we  are  part,  could 
hardly  stand  another  such  strain,  we 
can  make  it  plain  that  we  mean  to  do 
our  part  in  guaranteeing  peace,  even  if 
we  have  to  fight  for  it.  We  can  be 
patient  with  peoples  who  have  carried, 
and  will  have  to  carry  for  a long  time, 
burdens  far  beyond  anything  that  has 
fallen  to  our  lot.  We  can  lend  credit 
under  favorable  terms  and  conditions. 
We  can  do  some  minor  things  if  we  like 
in  physical  reconstruction,  enough  to 
show  continuing  sympathy  and  solidar- 
ity. We  can  send  our  physicians,  nurses, 
and  trained  workers  to  help  protect  pub- 
lic health.  We  can  prove  that  we  are 
neither  slackers  nor  quitters  in  the 
world’s  greatest  crisis.  The  things  we 
can’t  do  are  to  pass  by  on  the  other  side, 
to  be  passive  onlookers,  or  to  give 
credence  to  the  suspicion  that  in  the  re- 
construction of  Europe  we  are  content 
to  play  the  rdle  of  profiteers. 
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BY  MARY  E.  WILKINS  FREEMAN 


“MY!” 

“Don’t  you  think  I’ve  done 
pretty  well?” 

“Sarah  Bannister,  you  know  as  well 
as  I do,  it  is  wonderful!” 

The  two  women  stood  in  the  best 
parlor,  a long  room,  furnished  with 
aggressive  plush  and  mahogany,  and 
onyx  tables,  and  a marble  Clytie  droop- 
ing her  head  impudently  in  her  out-of- 
place state  in  a New  England  parlor. 
The  room  was  chilly  in  spite  of  the  radi- 
ators, glaring  with  gilt  in  the  most  con- 
spicuous wall  spaces.  Every  piece  of 
furniture — old-fashioned  square  tables, 
sofa,  chairs,  and  piano  — was  covered 
with  dainty  things,  large  and  small,  of 
all  colors  and  fabrics. 

“To  think  you  made  everything  here 
with  your  own  hands!”  commented  Miss 
Lottie  Dodd.  She  was  a distant  relative 
of  Mrs.  Bannister’s,  who  lived  with  her 
a month  at  a time. 

“Yes,  and  the  worst  of  it  is,  it  isn’t 
quite  a week  to  Christmas,  and  I haven’t 
got  the  things  done  yet.” 

“Land ! I should  think  you  had  enough 
here  for  the  whole  town.” 

“I’m  giving  to  about  the  whole  town 
this  year.  Then,  you  know  all  our  cou- 
sins out  West,  and  the  raft  of  relations 
we  never  see  except  at  our  funerals,  that 
live  in  Watchboro,  and  Center  Watch- 
boro,  and  South  and  North  and  East.” 

“I  didn’t  know  you  remembered  them 
Christmas.” 

“I  don’t  every  year,  but  this  time  I 
was  so  forehanded  I thought  I’d  put 
them  in  with  the  rest.” 

“You  don’t  mean  to  say  you  are  re- 
membering all  the  Rice  family?” 

“Yes,  I am.” 

“Not  all  those  children?” 


“Oh,  I’ve  got  the  children’s  presents 
all  ready;  it’s  the  older  folks’  I haven’t 
got  done.  I have  planned  a lot  of 
drawnwork.” 

“You  do  that  so  beautifully,”  said 
Lottie.  She  was  a tiny  woman  snugged 
in  a lavender  wool  shawl.  The  tip  of 
her  sharp  nose  was  red.  Her  blue  eyes 
were  tearful,  from  cold  and  enthusiasm. 
Lottie  was  prey  to  enthusiasms,  even 
petty  ones. 

“I’ve  got  a lot  more  to  do.  I sha’n’t 
try  any  different  patterns  from  these 
here;  the  same  with  the  knitted  lace. 
That  will  make  it  easier.” 

Sarah  Bannister  clipped  the  last  word 
short  with  a sneeze. 

“Sarah,  you  are  catching  cold  in  this 
room.” 

“Don’t  know  but  I am.  It  never  will 
heat  when  the  wind’s  northwest.  It’s 
bitter  outdoors  to-day,  too.  The  snow 
hasn’t  melted  one  mite.  Look  at  those 
windows  all  frosted  up.” 

“Well,  Sarah,  we  better  be  going  back 
to  the  sitting-room,  where  it’s  warm.” 

“Guess  we’d  better.  I was  going  to 
look  a little  longer.  I don’t  seem  to  see 
some  things  I know  I’ve  got.  I do  feel 
some  as  if  I were  catching  cold.  Hope 
to  goodness  I don’t — just  before  Christ- 
mas, too.  I’ll  get  Henry  to  bring  in 
some  wood  for  the  sitting-room  hearth 
fire.” 

“I  sort  of  wonder  sometimes  why  you 
and  Henry  don’t  keep  a man  to  fetch 
and  carry,”  said  Lottie  Dodd,  as  the 
two  entered  the  sitting-room,  meeting  a 
gust  of  warm  air,  scented  with  geranium 
and  heliotrope  from  the  window  plants. 
“Henry  is  quite  some  older  than  you, 
and  it’s  beginning  to  show.” 

“Oh,  Henry’s  perfectly  able  to  do 
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what  little  chores  we  have.  Men  want 
some  exercise.” 

They  sat  down.  Sarah  Bannister  be- 
gan to  crochet,  a neatly  rolled-up  ball  of 
finished  lace  bobbing  as  her  fingers 
moved.  Lottie  worked  laboriously  on  a 
blue  centerpiece. 

“It  certainly  is  lucky  you  are  so  well 
off,  Sarah.” 

“Yes,  I realize  it  is.  Henry  never 
saved  much,  but  I have  enough  for  both, 
thanks  to  poor  father.  I never  spend  a 
cent  but  I think  of  him.  He  used  to  talk 
so  much  to  me  about  not  being  extrava- 
gant.” 

“Oh,  Sarah,  as  if  anybody  could  ac- 
cuse you  of  that!” 

Sarah  started,  but  she  continued  talk- 
ing. “Poor  father  used  to  say — I re- 
member as  if  it  were  yesterday — ‘ Sarah, 
it’s  easy  enough  to  get  money,  for  those 
who  have  the  right  kind  of  heads,  and 
work,  but  it  takes  more  than  heads  to 
keep  it.  That’s  a gift.’  ” 

Lottie  Dodd,  impecunious,  who  had 
never  benefited  much  from  Sarah’s 
riches,  except  in  the  somewhat  negative 
way  of  food  and  cast-off  clothing,  looked 
reflectively  at  the  large,  flat,  rather 
handsome  face. 

Sarah  stared  sharply  at  Lottie,  who 
did  not  speak.  Silence  and  immobility 
make  a fool  inscrutable. 

Sarah  suspected.  “ Now,  you  wouldn’t 
believe,  Lottie  Dodd,  how  little  some  of 
these  things  in  there” — she  shrugged 
her  shoulders  toward  the  parlor — “cost.” 

“You  don’t  mean  it.”  Lottie’s  voice 
was  as  blatantly  innocent  as  a lamb’s. 

“ Yes,  I bought  a lot  at  the  Five-  and 
Ten-cent  stores,  and  I had  nice  pieces  of 
silk  and  satin  and  lace,  and  I mixed  them 
in,  and  you’d  never  know.  I thought  of 
poor  father  every  minute  I was  in  these 
Five-  and  Ten-cent  stores.” 

“They  would  have  just  suited  your 
dear  pa.” 

Again  the  look  of  suspicion  was  in 
Sarah’s  eyes,  to  disappear  before  the 
other  woman’s  innocent  expression. 
Then  the  door-bell  rang  with  a loud 
clang. 


“Sakes  alive!  Whoever  can  that  be, 
such  a cold  afternoon?”  said  Mrs.  Ban- 
nister. 

“Maybe  it’s  a peddler.” 

“Well,  if  it  is,  he  vamooses.  I never 
will  allow  a peddler  in  my  house.” 
Sarah  Bannister  sneezed  three  times. 

“Let  me  go  to  the  door,”  said  Lottie 
Dodd.  “You  have  caught  cold,  sure  as 
fate.  Let  me  go,  dear.” 

. In  Lottie’s  voice  was  the  faint,  very 
faint  inflection  in  which  she  betrayed  her 
consciousness  that  she  was  a year  and  a 
half  younger  than  Sarah.  To  Lottie  that 
meant,  when  she  so  desired,  the  feeble- 
ness of  age  for  Sarah,  juvenile  agility  for 
herself. 

Sarah  recognized  that  inflection.  “I 
rather  guess  I’m  as  able  to  go  to  the  door 
as  you,”  she  retorted.  She  thrust  her 
face  almost  into  the  other’s  in  a way  she 
had  when  irritated. 

“It  was  only  on  account  of  your  cold, 
dear,”  protested  Lottie,  shrinking  back. 

“I  haven’t  got  any  cold.  If  you’re 
trying  to  wish  one  on  me,  you  can  just 
stop.  Sneezing  don’t  prove  you’ve  got  a 
cold.  Hm!” 

“Why,  Sarah!” 

Sarah  stepped  majestically  doorward 
as  the  bell  rang  again.  She  walked  on 
her  heels  as  she  had  a trick  of  doing  when 
feeling  unusually  self-sufficient.  Lottie 
peeked  around  the  curtain  over  the  pots 
of  geranium,  but  she  could  see  nothing. 
She  could  hear  voices,  and  the  wind 
came  in  the  cracks  of  the  sitting-room 
door.  The  front  door  closed  with  a bang, 
and  Lottie  darted  back  to  her  chair. 
She  expected  to  see  Mrs.  Bannister  enter 
irate  after  turning  away  a peddler,  but 
after  Sarah  entered  a young  girl,  hardly 
more  than  a child. 

“Go  right  to  that  hearth  fire  and  sit 
down  and  get  warm  through,”  ordered 
Mrs.  Bannister.  She  spoke  in  a stem 
voice,  but  her  speech  ended  in  a beau- 
tiful cadence.  When  the  child  was  seated  ' 
before  the  fire,  which  Sarah  stirred  to  a 
higher  blaze  and  piled  with  more  wood, , 
she  gazed  at  the  young  face  reflecting 
the  red  glow,  and  smiled  in  a way  that 
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made  Lottie  gaze  wonderingly  at  her, 
and  suddenly  remember  that  years  ago, 
so  many  years  that  .she  had  forgotten, 
Sarah  Bannister  had  lost  a daughter 
about  the  age  of  this  girl.  Meantime 
Sarah  Bannister  was  removing  the  girl’s 
extraordinarily  shabby  hat,  and  pulling 
off  gently  her  shabbier  coat.  The  girl 
resisted  the  last  a little,  and  her  small, 
timid  voice  murmured  something  about 
her  dress. 

“Never  mind  your  dress,”  said  Sarah. 
“You  will  get  warmer  with  these  off.” 

As  she  spoke  she  laid  the  coat  and 
hat  on  a chair,  rather  gingerly.  Such 
rags  as  the  coat  disclosed,  such  rags  of 
a red  silk  lining,  and  such  a sinfully 
draggled  feather  decked  the  old  hat. 
Sarah  turned  to  look  at  the  girl.  Lottie 
was  looking.  Lottie  had  her  mouth 
slightly  open.  Sarah  gasped.  The  girl 
sitting  there,  meekly,  almost  limply,  was 
a darling  of  a girl  (judging  from  her  little 
face).  It  was  very  pale  now,  but  with 
the  velvety  pallor  of  a white  flower.  Her 
hair  lay  in  soft  rings  of  gold  shading 
into  brown  about  her  small  head.  She 
wore  her  hair  short,  and  it  made  her 
seem  more  a child.  Her  dress  was  torn 
about  the  sleeves  and  gaped  where  hooks 
were  missing,  unless  pinned  with  obvious 
pins.  Her  little  hands  were  stiff  and  red, 
and  one  continued  to  clasp  cautiously 
the  handle  of  an  unspeakably  shabby 
old  bag.  Suddenly  she  looked  up,  first 
at  one,  then  at  the  other  of  the  faces 
regarding  her.  She  looked  with  perfect 
composure,  so  perfect  that  it  directly 
made  her  seem  older.  Her  great  blue 
eyes  had  a womanly  wise  cognizance  of 
the  two  women. 

“How  old  are  you?”  demanded  Sarah 
Bannister,  suddenly. 

“Thirteen  last  May,”  replied  the  girl. 
Her  voice  was  charming,  with  a curious 
appeal  in  it.  She  seemed  to  be  begging 
paidon  for  the  fact  that  she  was  thirteen 
last  May. 

Sarah  Bannister,  her  face  working  as 
if  she  were  about  to  weep,  went  to  a little 
china-closet,  and  presently  came  back 
with  a glass  of  home-made  wine,  and 
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a square  of  sponge  cake  on  a pink 
plate. 

“Here,  drink  this  and  eat  this  cake,” 
said  she.  “It  will  do  you  good.” 

She  set  a small  table  beside  the  girl 
and  placed  the  wine-glass  and  the  cake 
on  it. 

“Thank  you,  ma’am,”  said  the  girl. 
She  began  to  eat  and  drink  rather 
eagerly.  She  was  evidently  famished, 
but  very  gentle  about  it.  She  still  re- 
tained her  hold  of  the  bag. 

Lottie  spoke  for  the  first  time.  “What 
have  you  got  in  that  bag?”  said  she, 
rather  sharply.  The  girl  flashed  her  blue 
eyes  at  her  in  a frightened  but  defiant  way. 

“Things  to  sell,”  she  whispered. 

Lottie  looked  at  Sarah.  So  she  was  a 
peddler,  after  all.  Sarah  did  not  return 
Lottie’s  glance.  She  spoke  to  the  girl. 

“When  you  have  finished  your  cake 
and  wine,  and  get  real  warm,  I will  look 
at  the  things  you  have  to  sell,”  said  she, 
softly. 

“Thank  you,  ma’am.” 

Lottie  began  to  be  aggressive.  “What 
is  your  name?”  she  asked,  peremptorily. 

“Don’t  speak  so  sharp,  Lottie,”  said 
Sarah.  “ You  will  scare  her  half  to  death. 
She’s  nothing  but  a child.  She  was  half 
frozen.  She  was  standing  there  on  the 
door-step,  shaking  from  head  to  foot, 
poor  little  thing,  half  dressed,  too,  on 
such  a day  as  this.”  Sarah  glanced  at 
the  heap  of  wool  and  red  silk  rags  on 
the  chair,  and  remembered  a nice  thick 
wool  coat  in  the  closet  of  a certain 
chamber. 

Lottie  asked  again,  but  more  gently, 
“What  is  your  name,  little  girl?” 

“Joan  Brooks.” 

“Oh,  I know  her,”  said  Lottie,  with 
an  accent  of  slight  scorn.  “ Her  father’s 
that  broken-down  minister.  He  fills  the 
pulpit  sometimes  when  Mr.  Whitman 
has  bronchitis.” 

“He  preaches  very  well,  too,”  said 
Sarah,  kindly. 

“Father  is  not  broken  down.  He 
stands  up  as  well  as  you  do,”  said  Joan, 
unexpectedly.  Then  she  began  to  rise. 
“Where  is  my  coat?”  said  she. 
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“You  sit  right  down,  child,”  said 
Sarah.  “She  didn’t  mean  a thing.  Of 
course  your  father  isn’t  broken  down. 
We  always  speak  that  way  of  a minister 
who  don’t  preach  regularly.” 

“Father  used  to  preach  regularly,” 
said  the  girl,  eagerly,  “but  after  we 
moved  here  the  chinch  he  came  to 
preach  in  burned  down.” 

“That  was  the  little  Hyde’s  Corner 
church,”  interpolated  Lottie.  Sarah 
nodded. 

“He  preached  regularly  there,”  stated 
Joan,  “until  the  fire.” 

“What  does  your  father  do  now?” 
asked  Lottie. 

“He  preaches  for  other  ministers  a 
great  deal,  and  betweenwhiles  he  goes 
about  taking  orders  for  a beautiful  book 
on  the  Holy  Land.” 

Lottie  looked  at  the  geraniums,  and 
her  lips  moved  inaudibly,  “Peddler.” 

“We  don’t  have  as  much  money  as 
we  did  before  the  fire,”  stated  the  little 
girl,  “and  we  don’t  have  much  of  any- 
thing to  give  away.  That  is  why — ” 
She  stopped. 

Sarah  caught  up  the  bag,  which  Joan 
had  placed  on  the  floor  beside  her. 

“Well,  let  us  see  what  you  have  to 
sell,”  said  she. 

Sarah  opened  the  bag  and  Lottie  stood 
looking  over  her  shoulder. 

“My!”  said  Lottie,  “what  lovely 
drawn  work,  and  it’s  just  the  same  pat- 
tern as  that  bureau-scarf  you  made  for 
your  cousin  Lizzie,  too!” 

“And  I wanted  one  like  it  for  her 
piarried  sister,  Jennie.  How  much  is 
this,  Joan?” 

Joan  mentioned  a price.  Lottie  paled, 
and  her  mouth  dropped  when  Sarah 
Bannister,  so  careful  of  money,  said  she 
would  take  it.  She  also  bought  for  a 
large  sum  a beautiful  table-cloth  with 
embroidered  comers  for  the  minister’s 
wife. 

“That’s  just  like  the  one  you  made 
yourself  for  Mrs.  Lester  Sears,”  said 
Lottie.  She  thought  Sarah  Bannister 
tnust  be  losing  her  wits.  “There’s  that 
same  cornucopia  in  one  comer,  and 


cluster  of  daisies  in  another,”  she  men- 
tioned. feebly. 

“I  know  it,”  said  Sarah,  defiantly. 
“Why  shouldn’t  it  be  the  same?  It’s  a 
common  pattern.  I made  that  table- 
cloth for  Mrs.  Sears  because  she  was  so 
good  when  I was  sick  with  the  grippe, 
sending  in  things  ’most  every  day.  I 
wanted  to  make  something  for  the  min- 
ister’s wife  just  as  nice,  because  she  and 
Annie  Sears  are  so  thick,  and  because 
we  all  know  the  minister  isn’t  very 
popular,  and  I feel  sort  of  sorry'  for 
her,  but  I didn’t  have  the  time  or 
strength  to  make  it.  This  is  a real 
godsend.” 

“You’ll  have  to  tell  her  you  didn’t 
make  it,”  remarked  Lottie,  maliciously. 

“ I am  not  in  the  habit  of  either  telling 
or  implying  a lie,”  replied  Mrs.  Ban- 
nister. Then  she  turned  suddenly  to 
Joan.  “ My  dear,  who  made  these  pretty 
things?” 

Joan  crimsoned,  then  paled,  but  she 
lifted  clear  eyes  of  truth  to  Mrs.  Ban- 
nister, “A  lady.” 

“What  lady?” 

“A  lady.” 

“But  what  is  the  lady’s  name?” 

“I  would  rather  not  tell  her  name.” 

Sarah  looked  at  Lottie  and  spoke  with 
lip-motion.  “Her  mother.” 

Even  skeptical  Lottie  nodded.  What 
so  likely  as  that  the  broken-down  min- 
ister’s wife  might  do  this  exquisite  work, 
and  send  her  little  daughter  out  to  sell 
it? 

Sarah  was  examining  the  table-cloth. 
“I  am  sure  it  is  a little  different  from 
mine,”  she  reflected.  “The  bunch  of 
daisies  is  larger.” 

Lottie  nodded.  “Looks  so  to  me.” 

Sarah  laid  down  the  table-cloth  and 
took  up  some  knitted  lace.  “This  is 
almost  exactly  the  pattern  of  mine,  and- 
I did  want  to  knit  some  for  E>aisy  Hap- 
good.  I am  so  glad  to  get  this.” 

The  more  Sarah  Bannister  bought, 
the  more  the  little  girl’s  face  beamed. 
Her  cheeks  flushed,  her  blue  eyes 
gleamed.  Sarah  kept  gazing  at  her 
with  loving  admiration.  As  she  bought 
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everything  in  the  bag,  Joan  seemed 
fairly  quivering  with  delight.  She  held 
her  pretty  upper  lip  caught  between  her 
teeth,  lest  she  break  into  sheer  laughter. 

“I  will  take  this  handkerchief  with 
the  embroidered  G,”  said  Sarah.  “It  is 
just  what  I wanted  to  tuck  in  a letter  to 
EUa  Giddings.” 

“I  thought  I saw  one  in  the  parlor 
just  like  that,”  said  Lottie. 

“So  you  did,  similar.  Mine  has  a 
queer  little  quirk  at  the  top  of  the  G, 
and  that  is  for  Emma  Gleason.  I wanted 
to  make  another  for  Ella.  Lottie,  do 
you  mind  going  up-stairs  and  bringing 
down  my  little  black  silk  shopping-bag? 
My  purse  is  in  it.  I don’t  want  to  go 
through  that  cold  hall.  I have  got  the 
grippe,  I almost  know  it,”  said  Sarah, 
when  the  bag  was  empty. 

While  Lottie  was  gone,  Mrs.  Bannister 
and  the  girl  added  up  items  rapidly  on 
the  back  of  an  old  envelope.  Sarah  was 
economical  with  paper.  Sarah  added 
with  zeal,  and  her  hand  was  over  the 
sum  total,  and  she  had  time  to  shake 
her  head  with  finger  on  lips  when  the 
door  opened.  The  girl  nodded.  She  was 
only  a child,  but  she  understood.  The 
other  lady  was  not  to  know  what  the 
things  cost. 

Lottie  cast  a sharp  glance  at  the  gleam 
of  white  paper  in  Sarah’s  cautious  hand. 
“Whatever  made  you  hang  that  bag 
up  in  the  closet,  when  you  always  keep 
it  in  the  top  bureau-drawer?”  said  she. 
“I  had  an  awful  hunt.  Thought  I never 
would  find  it.” 

“I  remember  hanging  it  there  when  I 
hung  up  my  coat  when  I came  home 
yesterday,”  replied  Sarah,  calmly. 

Sarah  loosened  the  strings  of  the 
bag.  Lottie  watched  like  a cat.  Sarah 
took  out  her  nice  black  leather  pocket- 
book.  Lottie  craned  her  neck.  Sarah 
bent  over  the  pocketbook,  hiding  her 
proceedings,  counted  out  money,  folded 
it  in  a nice  little  roll,  and  gave  it  to 
Joan. 

“There,”  said  she,  kindly.  “That  is 
right.  Now  you  had  better  run  and 
give  it  to  your  mother.” 
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“I  shall  not  take  this  money  to 
mother,”  said  she.  “She  will  not  expect 
it.  It  is  my  money.  Father  and  mother 
wish  me  to  be  independent.  I have  this 
money  for  Christmas  presents  and  I 
shall  have  to  see  to  them  myself.” 

Joan  rapidly  slipped  into  her  ragged 
coat.  Sarah  thought  of  the  warm  one 
up-stairs,  but  did  not  somehow  feel  like 
mentioning  it. 

“ You  mean  to  say  you  don’t  tell  your 
mother  about  this?”  said  Lottie. 

“Mother  does  not  wish  me  to  tell  her 
everything,”  said  Joan.  “Father  does 
not,  either.  They  say  I should  lose  my 
individuality.” 

“No  danger,  seems  to  me,”  said 
Lottie.  When  the  girl  had  gone  and  was 
disappearing  down  the  road,  a red  rag 
from  the  silken  lining  of  her  coat  blowing 
back  stiffly  in  the  icy  wind  like  an  anar- 
chist flag,  the  women  stood  at  the  win- 
dow, watching  her. 

“She  is  a darling  little  girl,”  remarked 
Sarah,  with  an  absent  air. 

Lottie  looked  at  her.  Directly  there 
came  before  her  mental  vision  the 
freckled  face,  the  long  nose,  the  retreat- 
ing chin,  the  weak  eyes  and  stiff,  sandy 
hair  of  Sarah’s  departed  daughter,  long 
in  her  little  green  grave. 

“She  thinks  this  beautiful  girl  looks 
like  her,”  Lottie  reflected. 

Directly  Sarah  spoke  in  a breaking 
voice,  and  tears  rolled  down  her  cheeks. 
“She  is  the  living  image  of  my  Ida.” 

Lottie  lied  for  the  sake  of  her  own 
heart.  “Yes,  so  she  is,”  said  she. 

“Then  you  saw  the  likeness?” 

“How  could  I help  it?” 

“Want  me  to  take  these  things  into 
the  parlor  and  put  them  with  the 
others?”  offered  Lottie.  “ Youmustn’tgo 
in  there  with  such  a cold  as  you’ve  got.” 

“I’ll  put  them  in  the  secretary,  here,” 
said  Sarah.  “There’s  one  drawer  without 
a thing  in  it.  I want  to  look  them  over 
again,  and  everything  will  have  to  be 
done  up  and  addressed  out  here,  any- 
way. Remind  me  to  send  to  the  store 
for  some  more  Christmas  ribbon  to- 
morrow morning.” 
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Sarah  folded  the  dainty  things  she 
had  bought  and  laid  them  carefully 
away  in  the  secretary  drawer,  then  she 
seated  herself  in  her  rocking-chair  and 
took  her  pocketbook  out  of  her  black 
silk  bag.  She  looked  up  and  saw  Lottie’s 
sharp  eyes  turn  away.  She  laughed  and 
the  laugh  had  a tang  in  it. 

“Well,  Lottie,”  said  she,  “if  you 
want  so  much  to  know  what  I paid  for 
the  things,  I am  perfectly  willing  to  tell 
you,  although  I cannot  imagine  why 
you  want  to  know.  I am  not  in  the  least 
curious,  myself.” 

Lottie  flushed  suddenly.  She  tried  to 
smile.  “I  ain’t  curious,”  she  replied.  “I 
never  was.  What  makes  you  talk  so, 
Sarah?  It  sounds  sort  of  hateful.” 

Sarah  paid  no  attention.  “The  things 
cost  just  twenty-three  dollars  and  seven- 
ty-nine cents,”  said  she,  coolly. 

“My  goodness!” 

“Yes,  just  twenty-three  dollars  and 
seventy-nine  cents.” 

Very  swiftly  Lottie  sped  her  own  little 
shaft. 

“Why,  Sarah  Bannister,  I never 
knew  you  spent  as  much  on  Christmas 
presents  in  your  whole  life.  You  have 
never  had  the  name  of  being  as  free  as 
all  that.” 

“I  didn’t  deserve  it,”  said  Sarah. 
“All  those  things  made  up  in  the  parlor 
there  didn’t  cost  fifteen  dollars.  I told 
you  they  didn’t  cost  so  much,  and  they 
didn’t.” 

“And  you  laid  out  all  that  money  on 
these  things?” 

“I  didn’t  have  to  do  the  work  on 
these,  and  the  work  means  a good  deal 
when  you  are  tired  out  and  coming  down 
with  the  grippe.  And,  besides” — Sarah 
hesitated;  then  she  finished  with  defiant 
accent — “when  I saw  that  darling  little 
girl,  the  exact  image  of  my  dear  lost 
Ida,  I felt  almost  ready  to  mortgage  the 
place  to  buy  her  out.” 

“Well,  all  I can  say  is,  I am  beat,” 
remarked  Lottie.  “If  anybody  had  told 
me  that  you  would  spend  twenty-three 
dollars  and  seventy-nine  cents  buying 
Christmas  presents  from  a peddler,  I 


should  say  if  you  did  you  had  gone 
plumb  mad.” 

“She  wasn’t  a peddler,  Lottie.  That 
girl  is  the  daughter  of  a minister  of  the 
Gospel.” 

“Minister  of  the  Gospel!  He  ain’t 
preaching.  He’s  peddling  books.” 

Sarah  began  to  speak,  but  the  door- 
bell cut  her  short. 

“Who  in  the  world  is  coming  now?” 
she  murmured,  and  smoothed  her  hair 
and  straightened  her  apron-strings. 

“Another  nice  peddler,  maybe,”  said 
Lottie.  “Don’t  put  your  pocketbook 
away,  Sarah.” 

Sarah  looked  at  her  reproachfully,  and 
coughed.  “Will  you  go  to  the  door?” 

Lottie  went,  her  head  erect.  Directly 
the  door  was  opened  Sarah  beard  a loud, 
very  sweet,  very  rapid  voice,  and  knew 
the  caller  was  Mrs.  Lee  Wilson.  Mrs. 
Wilson  danced  in  ahead  of  Lottie,  who 
followed  her  sulkily.  She  did  not  like 
Mrs.  Wilson,  who  was  so  much  prettier 
than  she  ought  to  have  been,  considering 
her  years,  and  so  much  gayer  and  live- 
lier, that  it  seemed  to  give  grounds  for 
distrust.  Mrs.  Wilson  slipped  back  her 
handsome  fur  neck-piece,  disclosing  a 
deep  V of  handsome  white  neck,  which 
Lottie  glanced  at,  then  openly  sniffed. 
Then  she  spoke  in  a voice  which  seemed 
drawn  out  like  thin  wire.  The  voice  had 
hissing  sibilations. 

“Don’t  you  feel  cold,  Mrs.  Wilson?” 
said  Lottie. 

Mrs.  Wilson  laughed.  She  understood. 
“Oh  no,”  said  she,  sweetly.  “I  never 
catch  cold  with  my  neck  exposed.  Don’t 
you  think  I am  lucky  to  have  a neck 
good  enough  to  keep  up  with  the  styles? 
A woman  does  look  so  old-fashioned 
now,  with  a high  collar.” 

Lottie  flushed.  “I  care  more  about 
decency  than  I do  about  style,”  she 
snapped.  Her  animosity  was  no  longer 
disguised. 

Mrs.  Wilson  laughed  again.  “ Well,  it 
is  nice  to  have  a neck  long  and  thin  like 
yours  in  case  the  styles  changed,  and 
they  are  bound  to,  and  I look  like  a 
freak  with  a high  collar,”  she  said,  good- 
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naturedly.  “But,  Sarah  Bannister,  and 
you,  too,  Lottie,  I didn’t  come  here  to 
discuss  low  necks  and  high  collars.  I 
came  here  about  that  Brett  family.  You 
remember  the  talk  when  the  father  ran 
away  and  left  those  six  children,  after 
the  mother  died  of  quick  consumption?” 

“I  thought  an  aunt  came,  or  some- 
thing,” said  Sarah. 

“So  she  did,  and  stayed  quite  awhile, 
and  then  there  was  a report  that  she  had 
gone  away  and  had  taken  the  children. 
You  know  at  first  we  thought  the  town 
would  have  to  do  something  about  it.” 

“Didn’t  the  aunt  take  them  away?” 
asked  Lottie. 

“Why,  no,  it  seems  she  didn’t.  The 
minister’s  wife  saw  the  oldest  girl — she’s 
a pretty  little  thing,  you  know — drag- 
ging a small  one  on  a sled  yesterday.  She 
said  both  the  children  looked  well 
dressed  and  well  nourished,  but  the 
eldest  girl  wouldn’t  tell  her  who  was 
looking  after  them.” 

“Guess  the  aunt  came  back,”  said 
Lottie,  rather  indifferently.  Lottie  was 
always  indifferent  when  it  came  to  large 
families  of  the  poor.  It  had  always 
vaguely  seemed  to  her  like  something 
immoral. 

Sarah  looked  interested.  “Why,  it 
seems  as  if  the  aunt  must  have  come 
back,”  said  she,  “if  they  looked  as 
well  as  you  say.  How  old  is  the  eldest 
girl?” 

“Oh,  they  are  all  young.  She  can’t  be 
more  than  eight,  a very  pretty  child 
with  red-gold  hair.  They  are  6.11  shy; 
won’t  talk.  What  I came  about — ” 
: Mrs.  Wilson  hesitated  a moment.  She 
S colored  a little  and  laughed  confusedly. 
. “Well,”  she  said,  finally,  “I  suppose  we 
have  all  been  rather  lax  about  those 
) children.  I had  a letter  from  Mrs.  S. 
• Walsingham  to-day,  and  how  she  had 
i heard  of  the  case  I don’t  know,  but  she 
had,  and — she  reminded  me  very  po- 
! litely,  but  she  reminded  me  all  the  same, 
r.  that  she  was  making  an  annual  donation 
to  the  Ladies’  Aid  Society  for  just  such 
, cases.  She  said  she  presumed  her  letter 
was  useless,  for  doubtless  we  had  already 


looked  into  the  case.  She  knew  we 
hadn’t.  Somebody  in  this  town  has  told 
her.” 

Lottie  nodded  her  head  in  a sidewise 
direction.  Mrs.  Wilson  laughed.  “I 
dare  say  you  are  right,”  she  agreed. 
“Emmeline  Jay  and  her  mother  are  al- 
ways on  the  watch  ever  since  they 
stopped  going  to  church  because  they 
thought  the  minister  before  this  one 
preached  at  them  all.  Well,  anyway, 
Clara  Walsingham  wants  to  know,  and, 
of  course,  she  has  a right.” 

“Just  like  Clara  to  write  that  sort  of 
a letter,”  said  Lottie.  “ Why  can’t  folks 
come  right  out?  I hate  beating  round 
the  bush.” 

Mrs.  Wilson  giggled.  “As  for  me, 
there  never  was  a bush  handy  to  beat 
around.  I had  to  come  right  out  and  say 
my  say.  Well,  the  fact  is  not  a woman 
of  the  society  knows  a thing  about  these 
Brett  children,  and  who  is  going  to  be- 
gin? I would,  but  my  little  boy  is  sick, 
and  I suspect  measles.  I can’t  carry 
measles  into  a poor  and  deserving  family. 
The  minister’s  wife  says  she  would  right 
away,  but  her  sister  with  her  four  chil- 
dren has  come  to  spend  Christmas  with 
her,  and  she  has  her  own  three  and  no 
help.  She  says  after  Christmas  she  can 
do  anything.” 

“I’d  go  to-morrow,”  said  Sarah,  re- 
flectively, “but  I think  I have  taken 
cold,  and — it  seems  selfish,  but  I must 
get  my  presents  off.  I got  rid  of  working 
on  more,  for  I bought  a lot,  but  I have  a 
quantity  to  do  up.” 

The  two  women  looked  at  Lottie.  She 
sat  with  her  chin  high,  gazing  out  of  the 
window. 

“Christmas  is  right  here,  next  week 
Thursday,”  remarked  Mrs.  Wilson, 
helplessly. 

“If  my  cold  is  better  I will  go  and  see 
these  children  to-morrow,  presents  or  no 
presents,”  said  Sarah,  firmly. 

Lottie  looked  over  her  shoulder  at  her. 
“’Twon’t  be  any  better.  You’ve  got 
fever  now.  Look  at  your  cheeks.” 

As  Sarah  could  not  very  well  look  at 
her  own  cheeks,  and  there  was  no  mirror 
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in  the  room,  she  gazed  at  Mrs.  Wilson 
for  confirmation. 

She  nodded.  “Your  cheeks  do  look 
pretty  red,”  said  she. 

“I’ll  wait  and  see  how  I feel  in  the 
morning,”  she  said  as  Mrs.  Wilson  rose 
to  go. 

In  the  morning  Sarah  was  no  worse 
and  no  better.  The  weather  was  severe. 
The  wind  was  very  high.  Sarah  decided 
to  have  Lottie  bring  the  presents  out 
from  the  icy  parlor  and  see  if  she  could 
not  get  them  ready  for  mailing  during 
the  day. 

“By  doing  that,”  said  she,  “I  can 
have  to-morrow  to  go  and  see  those 
Brett  children.  Of  course,  something 
can  be  hung  on  the  Sunday-school  tree 
for  them,  anyway,  and  it  can  be  seen  to 
that  they  come,  but  I don’t  feel  right  to 
wait  till  after  Christmas  to  do  more 
than  that.  They  may  be  suffering.” 

“Guess  they’re  all  right,”  said  Lottie. 
“When  there’s  such  a tribe  as  they, 
somebody  bobs  up  and  looks  after  them.” 

Lottie  deposited  with  care  her  first 
load  of  dainty  things  from  the  parlor. 
Sarah,  muffled  in  a white  wool  shawl, 
sat  out  of  the  draught  from  the  open 
door.  Ix)ttie  went  back  and  forth.  She 
laid  things  on  the  table,  the  sofa,  on 
chairs. 

“Well,  this  is  all,”  she  said,  finally. 
“All?” 

“Yes,  I’ve  brought  out  everything. 
You  haven’t  things  put  away  in  other 
places?” 

“No,  only  those  I bought  from  the 
little  girl  yesterday.  They  are  in  the 
secretary  drawer.” 

“ Sarah  Bannister,  where  is  that  beau- 
tiful embroidered  table-cloth  that  we 
said  was  so  much  like  the  one  you 
bought?”  said  Lottie,  suddenly.  “I 
don’t  remember  bringing  it  out.  No, 
don’t  you  go  to  handling  all  these  cold 
things.  I’ll  look  myself.” 

Lottie  examined  everything.  Sarah 
watched.  She  was  rather  pale.  Finally 
Lottie  came  forward  and  stood  before 
Sarah  with  a determined  air.  “That 
table-cloth  ain’t  here,”  said  she. 


“It  must  be.” 

“It  ain’t.  When  I look  I look.  It 
ain’t.” 

Sarah  stared  at  her. 

“Some  other  things  ain’t  here,  too,” 
said  Lottie. 

“What?” 

“A  lot  of  doilies,  a lot  of  other  things.” 

Sarah  gasped.  “ Where  do  you  think?” 

“Sure  you  ’ain’t  put  them  away  in 
other  places?” 

Sarah  shook  her  head. 

“Which  drawer  in  the  secretary  did 
you  put  those  things  you  bought  from 
that  girl?” 

“Lottie!” 

“Which  drawer?” 

“I  don’t  see  what  you  think  that  has 
got  to  do  with  it.” 

“Which  drawer?” 

“Next  to  the  top  one,”  Sarah  whis- 
pered, feebly. 

Lottie  crossed  the  room,  her  skirts 
swishing.  She  returned  after  two  trips 
and  laid  the  soft  piles  of  dainty  handi- 
work in  two  chairs  before  Sarah. 

“These  ain’t  cold,”  said  she.  “Now 
let’s  look  over  these  things.  Here’s  the 
table-cloth  you  bought.” 

“I  don’t  see  what  you  mean.” 

“Look  at  it;  look  real  careful.” 

Sarah  took  the  square  of  glistening 
linen,  with  its  graceful  embroidery,  and 
examined  it.  She  lingered  long  over  one 
corner.  Her  lips  tightened.  She  folded  it 
carefully.  “Lay  it  over  on  that  other 
chair,”  said  she.' 

Lottie  obeyed.  She  looked  a little 
frightened. 

Sarah  went  on,  examining  one  article 
after  another.  Lottie  laid  one  after  an- 
other on  other  chairs. 

“There  are  still  four  more  things  miss- 
ing,” said  Sarah. 

“What?” 

“That  large  centerpiece,  really  the 
best  thing  I had.  I meant  that  for  Clara 
Walsingham.  She  always  sends  me  such 
beautiful  presents.  Then  I don’t  see 
that  blue  sweater  I knit  for  the  Langham 
girl — Sally,  you  know — and  I don’t  see 
the  white  Shetland  shawl  I crocheted  for 
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Grandma  Langham.  That  was  large  and 
I couldn’t  fail  to  see  it.  And — I don’t 
see  the  pink  bedroom-slippers  I made 
for  Cousin  Emma’s  daughter  Ruth.” 

Sarah’s  voice  broke.  She  passed  her 
handkerchief  across  her  eyes. 

“Don’t  you  cry  and  get  all  worked 
up.  It  will  make  your  fever  higher.” 

“I  haven’t  told  you,”  moaned  Sarah, 
weakly. 

“What  ’ain’t  you  told  me?” 

“I  haven’t  told  you  that  the  table- 
cloth I put  in  the  secretary  drawer,  that 
I bought  from  that  dear  girl,  who  looks 
so  much  like  my  own  daughter  who 
passed  away,  is  the  table-cloth  I made.” 

“You  sure?” 

“Yes,  I found  the  place  in  the  hom- 
of-plenty  where  I made  a mistake  and 
had  to  rip  out  something  and  work  a 
leaf  to  hide  it.” 

“Sarah  Bannister!” 

“ I made  all  the  other  things  I bought, 
too,”  said  Sarah.  “I  had  ways  of 
telling.” 

“Are  you  sure?” 

“I  wish  I wasn’t.” 

“What  are  you  going  to  do?” 

“I  don’t  know  anything  I can  do.” 

Lottie,  who  had  not  received  anything 
except  a high-school  education,  but  was 
usually  rather  punctilious  about  her 
English,  forgot  all  caution.  She  sprang 
into  a morass  of  bad  grammar. 

“She  had  ought  to  be  took  up!”  she 
said,  with  decision. 

“Lottie,  that  darling  little  girl!” 

“Darling  little  limb  of  Satan!” 

“She  looked  so — ” 

“If  you  say  another  word  about  her 
looking  like  your  Ida  I shall  begin  to 
wonder  what  your  Ida  really  was.  Liken- 
ing your  own  flesh  and  blood  to  a thief 
and  a liar!” 

“Come  to  think  of  it,  she  didn’t  lie. 
She  wouldn’t  tell  the  name  of  the  lady 
who  made  the  things.” 

“Oh,  well,  if  she  only  stole,  she  ain’t 
quite  so  bad.  I shouldn’t  wonder,”  re- 
turned Lottie,  sarcastically,  “if  there 
wan’  goin’  to  be  no  question  of  brimstun’ 
for  jest  plain  stealin’.” 


“Why,  Lottie,  how  you  do  talk! 
What  has  got  into  you?”  Sarah  said, 
weakly.  Then  she  began  to  weep 
again. 

The  door-bell  clanged.  Lottie  ran  to 
the  window  and  peeked. 

“It’s  a man,”  she  whispered.  “Wipe 
your  eyes,  Sarah.  It’s  the  minister.  I 
know  him  by  his  pants.  He’s  the  only 
man  that  don’t  go  to  the  city  to  work 
that  wears  creased  pants  in  the  morning 
in  this  town.  Wipe  your  eyes,  Sarah. 
You  don’t  want  him  to  see  you’ve  been 
cryin’.” 

“I  don’t  care,”  wept  Sarah.  “I’m 
going  to  tell  him  the  whole  story  and 
ask  for  his  advice.  What’s  a minister 
for?  He  can  offer  up  the  question  to  the 
Lord  in  prayer.” 

“If  he  don’t  offer  it  up  to  his  wife,  it’s 
all  right,”  Lottie  said  in  a loud  whisper, 
on  her  way  to  the  door.  When  she  re- 
turned, the  minister,  Silas  Whitman, 
followed  her.  He  had  removed  his  top- 
coat and  appeared  clad  in  clerical  black, 
shabby,  but  tidy  and  beautifully  kept. 
Silas  Whitman’s  salary  forced  careful 
keeping  and  nearly  prohibited  expendi- 
ture. He  was  a very  small  man,  fair,  with 
high,  light  eyebrows,  and  light  hair 
growing  stiffly  from  his  forehead.  As  a 
result,  he  had  a gentle,  surprised  expres- 
sion. He  took  a chair  near  Sarah  Ban- 
nister, and  she  went  on  at  once  with  her 
story.  Silas  listened,  and  his  expression  of 
surprise  deepened  to  one  of  positive  pain. 

The  minister  was  not  exactly  a suc- 
cess in  this  particular  parish.  He  real- 
ized it  forlornly,  but  saw  no  way  out. 
He  was  a man  whose  genuine  worth  and 
attainments  were  dimmed  by  his  per- 
sonality. He  was  like  a rather  splendid 
piece  of  trained  mechanism  doomed  to 
one  track,  which  did  not  allow  him  to 
even  use  many  of  his  abilities.  He  was 
over-educated  for  the  little  New  England 
village,  he  was  over-informed;  mentally 
he  towered  among  them  like  a giant 
among  Lilliputians.  There  was  not 
among  them  a man  or  a woman  to  whom 
he  could  betray  his  every-day  thoughts 
of  the  great  present  of  the  world.  Not 
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one  could  have  understood.  During  the 
war  he  had  done  his  best  to  discharge  his 
duty  to  his  God  and  his  country  among 
a people  whom  the  war,  in  spite  of  their 
Red  Cross  work  and  their  contributions 
to  the  Expeditionary  Forces,  never 
reached.  It  came  the  nearest  to  reaching 
them  when  the  profiteers  hid  the  sugar 
and  the  scarcity  began  in  the  stores, 
when  Mrs.  A couldn’t  make  currant 
“jell”  and  Mrs.  B couldn’t  make  peach 
preserve,  and  Mrs.  C and  all  the  rest  of 
the  alphabet  could  not  bring  sweet  cake 
to  the  Ladies’  Aid  parties,  when  the  men 
missed  the  sugar  from  their  coffee;  then 
it  seemed  to  the  minister  as  if  through 
the  fruit  and  pickle  season  his  good  New 
England  people  peered  out  and  up, 
almost  enough  to  smell  powder  and  hear 
the  roar  of  the  cannon.  At  that  time  the 
minister  preached  two  war  sermons  to 
full  congregations,  and  had  hopes.  How- 
ever, after  the  fruit  season,  thepeopleset- 
tled  back  in  their  ruts  of  the  centuries. 

Silas,  sitting  there  listening  to  Sarah’s 
strange  story,  considered  how  she  was 
shocked  out  of  her  tracks  now,  but  how 
soon  she  would  regain  her  step.  It 
seemed  a pity.  Just  now  she  was  dra- 
matic and  interesting,  and  at  the  crucial 
moment  of  the  tale,  when  Sarah  had 
missed  the  four  treasures,  the  door-bell 
rang,  and  Lottie,  peering  out  of  the 
window,  announced,  “It’s  her.” 

“I  am  so  glad  you  are  here,”  Sarah 
said  to  the  minister;  then,  in  the  next 
breath,  she  plucked  at  his  sleeve  as  the 
door  opened,  and  begged  in  a whisper; 
“Better  let  me  speak  to  her  first.  She’s 
only  a child.” 

The  minister  nodded,  and  Lottie  re- 
entered, leading  Joan,  or,  rather,  pulling 
her,  for  the  little  girl  seemed  to  resist. 

“Come  here,  dear,”  said  Sarah. 
“Don’t  be  afraid.  Nobody  is  going  to 
hurt  you.” 

The  little  girl,  carrying  her  bag,  which 
did  not  seem  so  full  as  yesterday,  al- 
lowed Sarah  to  put  her  arm  around  her. 

“Now,  dear  little  girl,”  said  Sarah, 
and  her  voice  trembled,  “ I must  talk  to 
you,  and — ” 


The  child  interrupted.  “What  is  the 
matter?”  she  inquired,  with  the  sweetest 
air  of  pity. 

“The  matter?”  murmured  Sarah. 

“Yes,  ma’am,  the  matter  with  you. 
You  have  been  crying  and  look  worried.” 

“So  I am,”  said  Sarah,  stepping  into 
the  open  emotional  door.  “ I am  worry- 
ing about  you.” 

The  child  regarded  her  with  great, 
blue,  troubled  eyes.  “I  am  very  well, 
thank  you,”  said  Joan.  “Please  don’t 
cry  any  more  about  me.  I haven’t  any 
stomachache,  or  toothache,  and  I said 
my  prayers  this  morning,  and  there’s 
nothing  ails  me,  truly.” 

Sarah  gasped.  “Do  you  feel  that  you 
have  done  just  right?” 

“Yes,  ma’am.” 

“Are  you  a little  girl  who  loves  God?” 

“Yes,  ma’am.” 

The  minister’s  face  twitched.  He 
coughed  quickly  and  drew  out  his  hand- 
kerchief and  blew  his  nose.  Lottie  eyed 
him  sharply.  Sarah  looked  bewildered. 
The  minister  looked  from  her  face  to  the 
perfectly  open,  ready-to-answer  one  of 
the  child,  and  he  coughed  again. 

“What  have  you  got  in  your  bag  to- 
day?” Sarah  inquired,  rather  hopelessly. 

“The  other  things  to  sell.” 

“What  other  things?  Open  the  bag!” 

The  girl  obeyed  at  once.  She  drew 
forth,  one  by  one,  the  missing  articles  of 
Sarah’s  collection.  She  eyed  them  ad- 
miringly. “Pretty,”  she  commented. 

Sarah  stared. 

“Why  don’t  you  speak  right  up  to 
her?”  said  Lottie. 

The  little  girl  stared  at  her  and  smiled 
sweetly.  “If  you  please,  ma’am,”  she 
said  to  Sarah  Bannister,  “I  am  very 
busy  this  morning.” 

The  minister  swallowed  a chuckle. 
Lottie  looked  at  him. 

“Joan,”  said  Sarah. 

“Yes,  ma’am,”  said  the  child,  looking 
up  brightly. 

“ I have  found  out  that  you  had  sto — 
taken  all  those  things  you  sold  to  me 
yesterday  from  me.  You  sold  me  my 
own  things.” 
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The  little  girl  gazed.  “I  am  real  glad 
you  found  out  so  soon,”  said  she. 

“My  goodness!”  said  Lottie. 

Sarah  gasped.  “Why?” 

“Because  I was  afraid  you  wouldn’t.” 

Sarah  stared  at  her,  quite  pale. 

“I  would  have  told  you  this  morning 
if  you  hadn’t  found  out,”  said  the  little 
girl,  calmly.  She  took  up  the  centerpiece 
which  she  had  brought  and  looked  fondly 
at  it.  “This  is  real  handsome  and  I 
think  you  must  have  worked  real  hard 
embroidering  it,”  said  she.  She  added, 
“This  is  five  dollars.” 

“You  aren’t  going  right  on  selling  me 
my  own  things?”  gasped  Sarah. 

“I  must  sell  them  to  you.  I couldn’t 
afford  to  give  them  to  you,  and  I mustn’t 
sell  them  to  anybody  else.” 

The  minister  spoke  for  the  first  time. 
“Why  not?”  he  asked. 

She  looked  wonderingly  at  him.  “It 
wouldn’t  be  right.  Are  you  the  min- 
ister?” 

Silas  replied  that  he  was. 

“Then  I am  surprised  you  didn’t 
know  it  wouldn’t  be  right,  and  had  to 
ask  me,”  remarked  Joan. 

“Why  wouldn’t  it  be  just  as  right  to 
sell  to  anybody  else?”  asked  Sarah. 

Joan  looked  as  though  she  doubted 
her  hearing  correctly. 

“ Why,  they  are  your  own  things !”  she 
said,  simply. 

Lottie  came  forward  with  a jerk  of 
decision.  “Now  you  look  right  at  me, 
little  girl,”  said  Lottie.  “Do  you  mean 
to  tell  me  you  don’t  know  it  was  wrong 
for  you  to  come  here  and  sell  Mrs.  Ban- 
nister all  this  stuff?” 

“It  is  hers,”  said  Joan.  She  looked 
puzzled. 

“Then,  if  it  was  hers,  why  didn’t  you 
leave  it  alone?” 

“I  wanted  to  sell  it.  I wanted  the 
money.” 

“What  for?” 

“All  those  poor  little  Brett  children.” 

“The  Brett  children?” 

“Yes,  ma’am.  Their  mother  died  and 
their  father  thought  he'd  like  to  go  and 
live  with  another  lady,  so  he  got  mar- 


ried and  the  other  lady  didn’t  want  six 
children  so  in  a bunch,  and  so  he  didn’t 
worry  any  more  about  them,  and  they 
were  all  starving  to  death  and  freezing, 
and  there  are  two  just  little  babies. 
And  so  I have  them  to  take  care  of,  and 
I can’t  earn  money,  for  I am  not  old 
enough,  and  this  is  the  only  way,  I de- 
cided, and  I have  just  begun,  and  it 
works  perfectly  lovely.” 

“Goodness!”  said  Lottie. 

Now  the  Rev.  Silas  Whitman  realized 
that  he  must  enter  the  field  or  be  thought 
a quitter  by  two  of  his  parishioners. 

“Come  here,  little  girl,”  he  said, 
pleasantly. 

Joan  went,  smilingly  and  stood  at  his 
knee. 

“Now,  my  child,  listen  to  me,”  he 
said.  “Didn’t  you  know  it  was  wrong 
for  you  to  do  such  a thing?  Don’t  you 
know  you  ought  not  to  take  anything 
whatever  that  belongs  to  other  people 
and  sell  it  to  them?” 

“They  are  all  hers.” 

“Then  why  ask  her  to  pay  for  them?” 

“I  wanted  the  money  for  the  poor 
little  Brett  children  and  there  wasn’t 
any  other  way.” 

“But  why  should  she  have  to  pay  for 
her  own  things?” 

“Because  she  hadn’t  given  any  money 
to  the  Brett  children,  and  I didn’t  begin 
to  ask  what  they  are  worth.” 

“Don’t  you  know  it  is  wrong?” 

“No,  sir.” 

“ Do  you  realize  what  you  have  done?” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“Tell  me  what.” 

Joan  looked  up  in  his  face  and  smiled 
a smile  of  innocent  intelligence.  “I 
opened  one  of  the  long  windows  in  her 
best  room,”  said  she,  “and  I took  those 
things  I sold  her  yesterday  and  these  I 
brought  to-day,  and  1 hid  them  in  the 
Brett  house.  Then  yesterday  afternoon  I 
packed  them  very  nicely  in  the  bag.  I 
couldn’t  get  all  the  things  in,  so  I had 
these  left  over,  and  I came  and  sold  them.  ” 

“Do  you  think  she  is  going  to  pay 
you  any  more,  you  little — ” began 
Lottie,  but  Sarah  hushed  her. 
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“ I am  not  going  to  pay  her,  but  I am 
going  to  give  her  some  more  money  to 
buy  things  for  the  Brett  children,”  said 
she. 

“And  you  don't  think  you  have  done 
wrong?”  persisted  the  minister. 

Joan  looked  at  him  wearily.  “They 
are  her  own  things  and  she  has  them 
back,  and  she  has  paid  me  the  money, 
and  you  heard  her  say  she  was  going  to 
give  me  some  more,  and  it  is  for  the 
Brett  children.  I haven’t  done  wrong. 
The  lady  didn’t  give  the  money  in  the 
first  place  to  the  Brett  children,  so,  of 
course,  I had  to  see  to  it.  And  now  she 
has  her  presents  all  back  and  every- 
thing. I think  I must  go  now  or  I shall 
have  no  time  to  buy  some  meat  and  cook 
the  children’s  dinner.” 

Sarah  opened  her  black  silk  bag  and 
handed  a bill  to  the  little  girl.  “ Kiss  me, 
dear,”  she  whispered. 

Joan  threw  both  arms  around  her 
neck  and  kissed  her,  over  and  over. 

“Will  you  come  and  see  me?”  whis- 
pered Sarah,  fondly. 

“Yes,  ma’am;  I’d  love  to.” 

They  all  stood  at  a window,  watching 


the  child  go  down  the  path.  Suddenly 
Silas  Whitman  began  to  speak.  He 
seemed  unconscious  of  the  two  women. 
He  watched  the  little  girl,  the  red  silk  rag 
from  her  coat-lining  streaming,  march 
proudly  away  with  a curious  air,  as  if  she 
led  a platoon,  not  as  if  she  marched  alone. 

“There  she  goes,”  said  the  minister. 
“There  she  goes,  red  flag  flying!  Our 
problem  is  her  truth,  and  who  shall 
judge?  It  may  be,  all  of  this,  the  celestial 
prototype  of  Bolshevism.  She  may  be 
the  little  advance-scout  of  the  last  army  of 
the  world,  the  child  facing  Pharisees,  and 
righteous,  and  ancient  evil,  triumphant 
wisdom.  There  she  goes,  little  anarchist, 
holy-hearted  in  holy  cause,  and  if  her 
way  be  not  as  mine,  who  am  I to  judge? 
It  may  be  that  breaking  the  stone  letter 
of  the  law  in  the  name  of  love  is  the 
fulminate  which  shatters  the  last  link  of 
evil  which  holds  the  souls  of  the  world 
from  God.” 

The  minister  caught  up  his  coat, 
put  it  on,  and  went  out.  He  did  not 
look  at  the  women. 

They  stared  at  each  other. 

“Lordamassey!”  said  Lottie. 


HOME-COMING 

BY  VICTOR  STARBUCK 

STRANGE  how  you  slip  into  my  life  once  more, 
As  fingers  slide  into  a lover’s  hand: 

Softly  you  come,  as  drifting  foam  to  shore. 

Wearied,  as  wind-tossed  birds  return  to  land. 

You  fill  my  heart  as  bubbling  water  fills 

A drought-shrunk  pool,  as  stars  the  firmament. 
You  clothe  me  as  the  grasses  clothe  the  hills: 

All  things  are  as  they  were  before  you  went. 

I wonder  is  it  so  with  hearts  whom  Death 
Has  parted,  when  they  meet  in  some  fair  place, 
A touch  of  hands,  a catching  of  the  breath: 

Do  they  look  long  each  in  the  other’s  face. 
Then,  walking  through  green  meadows  side  by  side. 
Take  up  the  life  they  had  before  they  died? 
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THE  United  States  of  America  has 
a new  meaning  in  the  world,  and 
has  entered,  by  no  desire  of  its  own, 
into  the  great  family  of  nations,  as  a 
rich  uncle  whose  authority  and  temper 
must  be  respected  by  those  who  desire 
his  influence  in  their  family  quarrels, 
difficulties,  and  conditions  of  life.  Be- 
fore the  war  the  United  States  was 
wonderfully  aloof  from  the  peoples  of 
Europe.  The  three  thousand  miles  of 
Atlantic  Ocean  made  it  seem  enor- 
mously far  away,  and  quite  beyond  the 
orbit  of  those  passionate  politics  which 
stirred  European  communities  with 
Old  World  hatred  and  modern  rivalries. 
It  was  free  from  the  fear  which  was 
at  the  back  of  all  European  diplomacy 
and  international  intrigue — the  fear  of 
great  standing  armies  across  artificial 
frontiers,  the  fear  of  invasion,  the  fear 
of  a modem  European  war  in  which 
nation  against  nation  would  be  at  one 
another’s  throats,  in  a wild  struggle  for 
self-preservation.  America  was  still  the 
New  World,  far  away,  to  which  people 
went  in  a spirit  of  adventure,  in  search 
of  fortune  and  liberty.  There  was  a 
chance  of  one,  a certainty  of  the  other, 
and  it  was  this  certain  gift  which  called 
to  multitudes  of  men  and  women — 
Russians  and  Russian  Jews,  Poles  and 
Polish  Jews,  Czechs,  and  Bohemians, 
and  Germans  of  all  kinds — to  escape 
from  the  bondage  which  cramped  their 
souls  under  the  oppression  of  their  own 
governments,  and  to  gain  the  freedom 
of  the  Stars  and  Stripes.  To  the  popular 
imagination  of  Europe,  America  was 
the  world’s  democratic  paradise,  where 
every  man  had  equal  opportunity  and 
rights,  a living  wage  with  a fair  margin, 
and  the  possibility  of  enormous  luck. 
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A steady  stream  of  youth  flowed  out 
from  Ireland  to  New  York,  year  after 
year,  and  Irish  peasants  left  behind 
in  their  hovels  heard  of  great  doings 
by  Pat  and  Mick,  who  had  become  the 
gentleman  entirely  out  there  in  the 
States,  and  of  Kathleen  and  Biddy,  who 
were  piling  up  the  dollars  so  fast  that 
they  could  send  some  back  to  the  old 
people  and  not  feel  the  loss  of  them  at 
all,  at  all. 

The  internal  resources  of  America 
were  so  vast  and  the  development  of 
their  own  states  so  absorbed  the  ener- 
gies of  the  people  that  there  was  no 
need  of  international  diplomacy  and 
intrigue  to  capture  new  markets  of  the 
world  or  to  gain  new  territory  for  the 
possession  of  raw  material.  The  United 
States  was  self-centered  and  self-suf- 
ficient, and  the  spirit  of  the  Monroe 
Doctrine  prohibiting  foreign  powers 
from  any  colonizing  within  the  boun- 
daries of  the  Republic  was  developed  in 
popular  imagination  and  tradition  to  a 
firm  policy  of  self-isolation  and  of  non- 
interference by  others.  The  American 
people  had  no  interest,  politically,  in 
the  government  or  affairs  of  other 
nations,  and  they  desired  to  be  left 
alone,  with  a “Hands  off!’’  their  own 
sovereign  power.  It  was  this  reality 
of  isolation  which  gave  America  im- 
mense advantages  as  a republic  and  had 
a profound  influence  upon  the  psy- 
chology of  her  citizens. 

Being  aloof  from  the  traditions  of 
European  peoples  and  from  their  politi- 
cal entanglements  and  interdependence, 
the  United  States  could  adopt  a clear 
and  straightforward  policy  of  self-devel- 
opment on  industrial  lines.  Her  diplo- 
macy was  as  simple  as  a child’s  copy- 
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book  maxim.  Her  ambassadors  and 
ministers  at  European  courts  bad  no 
need  of  casuistry  or  Machiavellian 
subtlety.  They  had  an  exceedingly 
interesting  and  pleasant  time  report- 
ing back  the  absurdities  of  European 
embassies,  the  melodrama  of  European 
rivalries,  the  back-stairs  influence  at 
work  in  secret  treaties,  the  assassi- 
nations, riots,  revolutions,  and  politi- 
cal crises  which  from  time  to  time 
convulsed  various  countries — and  the 
corrupt  bargainings  and  jugglings  be- 
tween small  powers  and  great  powers. 
The  American  representatives  in  Europe 
watched  all  this  as  the  greatest  game  on 
earth,  but  far  away  from  the  United 
States,  and  without  the  slightest  effect 
upon  the  destiny  of  their  own  country, 
except  when  it  excited  Wall  Street 
gamblers.  American  diplomats  were 
not  weighed  down  by  the  fear  of  offend- 
ing the  susceptibilities  of  Germany  or 
France  or  Italy  or  Russia,  nor  were 
they  asked  to  play  off  one  country 
against  another,  in  order  to  maintain 
that  delicate  and  evil  mechanism 
known  as  “the  balance  of  power” — the 
uniting  of  armed  bands  for  self-defense 
or  the  means  of  aggression.  The  fron- 
tiers of  America  were  inviolate  and  the 
Atlantic  and  Pacific  seaboards  were  not 
open  to  sudden  attack  like  the  boun- 
daries between  Germany  and  France, 
Turkey  and  Bulgaria,  Italy  and  Austria, 
where  fear  of  invasion  was  the  under- 
current of  all  political  and  popular 
thought,  and  the  motive  power  of  all 
national  energy,  to  the  detriment  of 
social  progress,  because  of  the  crippling 
cost  of  standing  armies  and  unpro- 
ductive labor  for  the  material  of  war. 
Nationally,  therefore,  the  United  States 
of  America  was  in  supreme  luck  be- 
cause she  could  use  her  youth  and 
resources  with  full  advantage,  free  from 
menace  and  beyond  all  rivalry. 

The  character  of  the  people  responded 
to  this  independence  of  the  Republic. 
The  average  American  citizen,  as  far 
as  I knew  him,  in  Europe  before  the 
war,  had  an  amused  contempt  for  many 


institutions  and  social  ideas  which  he 
observed  in  a continental  tour.  He 
was  able  to  regard  the  hotchpotch  of 
European  nationalities  and  traditions 
from  an  aloof  and  judicial  viewpoint. 
They  seemed  to  him  on  the  whole  veiy 
silly.  He  could  not  understand  why 
an  invisible  line  on  a road  should  make 
people  on  each  side  of  the  line  hate 
one  another  desperately.  He  watched 
the  march  past  of  troops  in  France  or 
Germany,  the  saluting  of  generals,  the 
clicking  of  heels,  the  brilliant  uniforms 
of  officers,  as  a pageant  which  was 
utterly  out  of  date  in  its  application 
to  life,  and  as  a degradation  of  individ- 
ual dignity.  He  did  not  link  up  the 
thriftiness  of  the  French  peasant — the 
desperate  hoarding  of  his  petit  sou — 
with  the  old  fear  of  invasion  by  German 
legions  across  the  frontier,  when  the 
peasant  might  see  his  little  farm  in 
flames  and  his  harvest  trampled  down 
by  soldiers’  boots.  The  American  visit- 
or observed  the  fuss  made  when  one 
king  visited  another,  and  read  the  false 
adulation  of  the  royal  visitor,  the  in- 
sincere speeches  at  royal  banquets, 
the  list  of  decorations  conferred  upon 
court  flunkies,  and  laughed  at  the  whole 
absurdity,  not  seeing  that  it  was  all 
part  of  a bid  for  a new  alliance  or  a 
bribe  for  peace,  or  a mask  of  fear,  until 
the  time  came  when  all  bids  and  bribes 
should  be  of  no  more  avail,  and  the  only 
masks  worn  were  to  be  gas-masks, 
when  the  rival  nations  should  hack  at 
one  another  in  a frenzy  of  slaughter. 

The  American  in  Europe  who  came 
to  have  a look  round  was  astonished 
at  the  old-fashioned  ways  of  people — 
their  subservience  to  “caste”  ideas, 
their  allegiance  to  the  divine  right  of 
kings  as  to  the  “Little  Father”  of  the 
Russian  people,  and  the  “ shining  armor  ” 
of  the  German  Kaiser,  and  their  ap- 
parent contentment  with  the  wide  gulf 
between  underpaid  labor  and  privileged 
capital.  He  did  not  realize  that  his 
own  liberty  of  ideas  and  high  rate  of 
wage-earning  were  due  to  citizenship 
in  a country  free  from  militarism  and 
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its  crushing  taxation,  and  free  also  from 
hereditary  customs  upheld  by  the  power 
of  the  sword  used  in  civil  strife  as  well 
as  in  international  conflict,  by  the 
imperial  governments  of  Russia,  Ger- 
many, and  other  powers  whose  social 
philosophy  was  no  different,  though  less 
tyrannical  in  expression.  The  Ameri- 
can said,  “I  like  Europe  as  a peep-show, 
and  it’s  a good  place  to  spend  money 
in;  but  we  can  teach  you  a few  things 
in  the  United  States;  one  of  them  is 
equality,  and  another  is  opportunity.” 

He  was  right,  and  it  was  his  luck.  Be- 
cause of  those  privileges  many  pilgrims 
of  fortune  went  to  America  from  all  the 
countries  of  Europe,  in  a great  tide  of 
emigration,  adopting  American  citizen- 
ship in  most  cases  soon  after  sighting 
the  Statue  of  Liberty — “old  Lib,”  as  I 
heard  her  called.  The  United  States 
received  these  foreigners  in  hundreds  of 
thousands  and  became  “the  melting- 
pot”  of  races.  The  melting  process, 
however,  was  not  so  rapid  as  some  peo- 
ple imagined,  and  it  was  something  of 
a shock  to  the  States  to  discover  a few 
years  before  the  war,  and  with  a deeper 
realization  at  the  outbreak  of  war,  that 
they  had  within  their  boundaries  enor- 
mous populations  of  foreign-born  citizens, 
Germans,  Poles,  Slavs  of  all  kinds, 
Italians,  and  Austrians,  who  had  not 
assimilated  American  ideas,  but  kept 
their  speech,  customs,  and  national 
sentiment.  It  was  the  vast  foreign 
element  which  had  to  be  converted  to 
the  American  outlook  upon  the  world 
tragedy  which  opened  in  August,  1914. 
This  mass  of  hostile  or  unwilling  peo- 
ple had  to  be  dragged  into  action  when 
America  found  that  her  isolation  waa 
broken,  that  she  could  no  longer  stand 
aloof  from  the  rest  of  mankind,  or  be 
indifferent  to  the  fate  of  friendly  na- 
tions menaced  with  destruction,  or 
endure  a series  of  outrages  which  clouded 
her  own  power,  or  risk  the  world 
supremacy  of  a military  autocracy 
which,  if  triumphant  in  Europe,  would 
very  soon  dictate  to  the  United  States. 
It  is  the  miracle  of  the  Stars  and  Stripes 


that  when  the  American  government 
conscripted  all  able-bodied  youth  and 
raised  a vast  and  well-trained  army, 
and  sent  it  into  the  battle-fields  of 
France  and  Flanders,  there  was  no 
civil  outbreak  among  those  foreign- 
born  citizens,  and  with  absolute  obedi- 
ence they  took  their  places  in  the  ranks, 
Germans  to  fight  against  their  own 
flesh  and  blood,  because  of  allegiance 
to  a state  which  had  given  them  liberty, 
provided  they  defended  the  ideals  which 
belonged  to  the  state — in  this  case  the 
hardest  test  of  loyalty,  not  without 
tragedy  and  agony  and  fear. 

For  the  first  time  there  was  no  liberty 
in  the  United  States — no  liberty  of 
private  judgment,  no  liberty  of  action, 
no  liberty  of  speech.  The  state  ruled 
with  complete  despotism  over  the  lives 
of  its  citizens,  not  tolerating  any  in- 
fringements of  its  orders,  because  the 
safety  of  the  state  would  be  endangered 
unless  victory  were  assured.  That 
was  an  enormous  shock,  I am  sure,  to 
the  psychology  of  all  Americans,  even 
to  those  most  loyal  to  the  state  au- 
thority, and  it  has  caused  an  entire 
change  in  the  mental  attitude  of  all 
American  citizens  toward  the  con- 
ditions and  relationships  of  life,  be- 
cause that  sense  of  utter  liberty  they 
had  before  the  war  is  limited  now  by  the 
knowledge  that  at  any  time  the  Republic 
of  which  they  are  citizens  may  call 
upon  them  for  life  itself  and  for  all 
service  up  to  that  of  death,  and  that, 
whatever  their  ideals  should  be,  they 
may  not  refuse.  In  that  way  they  have 
no  longer  an  advantage  over  French- 
men, or  Germans,  or  Russians,  or 
Italians,  whom  they  pitied  as  men  with- 
out liberty  of  souls  or  bodies.  That  is 
to  say,  they  have  to  make  surrender 
to  the  state  of  all  things  in  the  last 
resort,  which  is  war — a law  which  many 
European  peoples  learned  to  their  cost, 
many  times  before,  and  which  America 
learned  once  in  her  own  Civil  War,  but 
thought  she  could  forget  with  other 
painful  old  things  in  the  lumber-room  of 
history. 
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The  people  of  the  United  States  have 
learned  many  other  things  during  the 
last  few  years,  when  all  the  world  has 
changed,  and  they  stand  now  at  the 
parting  of  the  ways,  looking  back  on  the 
things  they  knew  which  they  will  never 
see  again,  and  looking  forward  to  the 
future,  which  is  still  doubtful  to  them 
in  its  destiny.  I went  to  ■ them  on  a 
visit  during  the  period  between  armis- 
tice and  peace,  when  mentally,  I think, 
they  were  in  a transition  stage,  very 
conscious  of  this  place  at  the  crossroads, 
and  filled  with  grave  anxiety,  in  spite 
of  exultation  at  the  power  of  their 
armies  and  the  valor  of  their  men  who 
had  helped  to  gain  stupendous  victory. 

The  things  that  had  happened  within 
the  United  States  before  and  after  its 
declaration  of  war  had  stirred  them 
with  passionate  and  complicated  emo- 
tions. From  the  very  outset  of  the 
Great  War,  long  before  the  United 
States  was  directly  involved,  large 
numbers  of  Americans  of  the  old  stock, 
born  of  English,  Irish,  Scottish,  or 
Dutch  ancestry,  were  neutral  only  by 
order  and  not  at  all  in  spirit.  Their 
sentiment  toward  France,  based  on  the 
Layafette  tradition  and  their  love  of 
Paris  and  of  French  literature  and  wit, 
made  them  hate  the  invasion  of  northern 
France  and  eager  to  act  as  champions 
of  the  French  people.  Their  old  ties 
with  England,  the  bond  of  speech  and 
of  blood,  made  them  put  aside  any 
minor  antagonisms  which  they  had  felt 
on  account  of  old  prejudice,  and  they 
followed  with  deep  sympathy  and 
anxiety  the  progress  of  the  heroic  strug- 
gle of  British  armies  in  the  slaughter- 
fields.  They  were  impatient  for  America 
to  get  into  the  conflict  against  German 
aggression.  As  the  Germans  became 
more  ruthless  of  humane  laws,  more 
desperate  in  their  attacks  upon  non- 
combatant  as  well  as  military  popula- 
tions by  sea  and  air  and  land,  these 
Americans  became  sick  and  fevered  at 
the  thought  of  their  own  neutrality, 
and  supported  Colonel  Roosevelt  in  his 
driving  influence  to  get  the  United 


States  into  the  war.  They  became 
more  and  more  embittered  with  Presi- 
dent Wilson,  who  adopted  an  academic 
■view  of  the  jungle  scenes  in  Europe, 
dissociated  the  German  people  from  the 
crimes  of  their  war  lords,  and  expounded 
a Christian  philosophy  of  world  politics 
which  seemed  like  cowardice  and  humili- 
ation of  American  pride  to  people  stung 
to  fury  by  German  insults  and  out- 
rages. These  thoughts  were  beginning 
to  seethe  like  yeast  throughout  masses 
of  American  people,  especially  in  the 
East,  but  took  a long  time  to  reach  and 
stir  the  great  West  and  were  resisted 
by  the  mentality  of  foreign-born  popu- 
lations, including  the  Jewish  communi- 
ties and  the  Irish.  They  were  adverse 
to  war,  and  took  a detached  view  of 
the  struggle  in  Europe,  which  seemed 
to  them  too  far  away  to  matter  to 
America.  The  German  populations  had 
a natural  sympathy  for  their  own  race, 
much  as  some  of  them  detested  its 
militaristic  ideals.  There  were,  I ima- 
gine, also  many  intellectual  men,  not 
dragged  down  by  the  apathy  of  the 
masses,  to  whom  “the  war”  seemed  of 
less  importance  to  the  United  States 
than  the  condition  of  the  crops  or  the 
local  baseball  match.  They  felt  that 
President  Wilson’s  extreme  caution 
and  exalted  pacifism  were  on  nobler 
lines  of  thought  than  the  loud-mouthed 
jingoism  and  bloodthirsty  howlings  of 
low-class  newspapers  and  speakers. 

The  Lusitania  was  sunk,  and  the  cry 
of  agony  and  wrath  went  up  from  many 
hearts  in  the  world  at  this  new  phase 
of  war;  but  still  the  United  States 
stayed  out;  and  many  Americans 
had  a fire  of  indignation  in  their  hearts 
because  their  President  still  held  back. 
They  believed  that  the  American  peo- 
ple would  have  rallied  to  him  as  one 
man  had  he  made  that  outrage  the 
signal  of  war.  They  seemed  to  have  no 
patience  with  his  anxiety  to  act  as  a 
moral  mentor  instead  of  as  a leader  of 
great  armies  in  a fight  against  world 
criminals.  At  last  the  President’s  cau- 
tion was  overmastered  by  the  urgent 
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necessity  of  intervention  on  behalf 
of  Great  Britain  and  France  and 
Belgium,  panting  and  bleeding  from 
every  pore  after  three  years  of  struggle; 
even  his  philosophy  of  aloofness  was 
borne  down  by  acts  of  war  which 
wounded  American  interests  and  threat- 
ened American  security.  So  the  United 
States  declared  war,  gathered  her 
youth  into  great  training-camps,  and 
launched  into  the  world  struggle  with 
slow  but  ever-increasing  energy  which 
swept  the  people  with  a mighty  whirl- 
wind of  emotion. 

The  American  people  as  a whole  did 
truly  enter  into  war  in  the  spirit  of 
crusaders.  They  sent  out  their  sons 
as  rescuers  of  stricken  peoples  fighting 
desperately  against  criminal  powers. 
They  had  no  selfish  interests  behind 
their  sacrifice,  and  they  did  not  under- 
stand that  defeat  of  the  nations  allied 
against  Germany  would  inevitably  men- 
ace them  with  dire  perils  to  their  sove- 
reign power,  to  their  commercial  pros- 
perity, and  to  their  ideals  of  civilization. 
Those  things  were  true,  but  it  was  not 
because  of  them  that  the  people  of  the 
United  States  were  uplifted  by  a wonder- 
ful exaltation  and  that  they  put  their 
full  strength  into  preparing  themselves 
for  a long  and  bloody  war.  Every  little 
home  was  turned  into  a Red  Cross 
factory.  Every  young  man  of  pluck 
and  pride  was  eager  to  get  the  first  call 
for  active  service  in  the  field.  Girls 
took  on  men’s  jobs,  old  ladies  knitted 
until  their  eyes  were  dim.  Hard  busi- 
ness men  gave  away  their  dollars  in 
bundles,  denied  themselves  at  meal- 
times so  that  Europe  should  be  fed, 
tried  by  some  little  sacrifice  to  share 
the  spirit  of  those  who  made  offer 
of  their  lives.  The  materialism  of  which 
America  had  been  accused,  not  unjustly, 
was  broken  through  by  a spiritual 
idealism  which  touched  every  class,  and 
Americans  did  not  shrink  from  sacrifice, 
but  asked  for  it  as  a privilege,  and  were 
regretful  that  as  a people  they  suffered 
so  little  in  comparison  with  those  who 
bad  fought  and  agonized  so  long.  . . . 


All  this  I heard  when*  I went  to 
America  in  the  spring,  between  armistice 
and  peace,  and  with  my  own  eyes  and 
ears  I saw  and  heard  the  proof  of  it. 
Up  Fifth  Avenue  I saw  the  march 
past  of  troops  whom  I had  seen  before 
marching  along  the  roads  of  war  to  Ypres 
and  Amiens,  when  the  British  army 
was  hard  pressed  and  glad  to  see  these 
new-comers.  In  New  York  clubs  I met 
young  American  officers  who  had  been 
training  with  British  staffs  and  battalions 
before  they  fought  alongside  British 
troops.  And  in  American  homes  I met 
women  who  were  still  waiting  for  their 
men  whom  they  had  sent  away  with 
brave  faces,  hiding  the  fear  in  their 
hearts,  and  now  knew,  with  thankful- 
ness, that  they  were  safe.  Victory  had 
come  quickly  after  the  entry  of  the 
American  troops,  but  it  was  only  the 
low  braggart  who  said,  “We  won  the 
war — and  taught  the  English  how  to 
fight.”  The  main  body  of  educated 
people  whom  I met  in  many  American 
cities  said,  rather:  “We  were  the  last 
straw  that  broke  the  camel’s  back. 
We  were  glad  to  share  the  victoiy, 
but  we  did  not  suffer  enough.  We  came 
in  too  late  to  take  our  full  share  of 
sacrifice.” 

At  that  time,  after  the  armistice  and 
when  Mr.  Wilson  was  in  Europe  at  the 
Peace  Conference,  the  people  I met 
were  not  so  much  buoyed  up  with  the 
sense  of  victory  as  perplexed  and 
anxious  about  the  new  responsibilities 
which  they  would  be  asked  to  fulfil.  A 
tremendous  controversy  raged  round 
the  President,  who  baffled  them  by  his 
acts  and  speeches  and  silences.  When 
in  an  article  which  I wrote  soon  after 
my  landing  I said  I was  “all  for  Wilson” 
I received  an  immense  number  of  letters 
“putting  me  wise”  as  to  the  failure  of 
the  President  to  gain  the  confidence  of 
the  American  people  and  their  grievous 
apprehensions  that  he  was,  out  of  per- 
sonal vanity  and  with  a stubborn,  auto- 
cratic spirit,  bartering  away  the  rights 
and  liberties  of  the  United  States, 
without  the  knowledge  or  support  of 
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the  people#  and  involving  them  in 
European  entanglements  which  they 
were  not  prepared  to  accept.  This 
antagonism  to  the  President  was  summed 
up  clearly  enough  in  some  such  words 
as  those  that  follow: 

Taft  and  Roosevelt  quarreled;  Wilson 
was  bom  of  it.  Wilson  is  all  there  is  to 
the  Democratic  party.  He  has  had  to 
dominate  it;  the  brain  of  America  is  in  tl^e 
Republican  camp.  He  refused  to  use  this 
material  when  offered  for  the  war.  He 
would  not  allow  Roosevelt  to  go  to  France 
and  fight;  he  wrould  not  use  General  Wood, 
who  was  the  "‘Lord  Bobs”  of  this  country 
in  regard  to  preparedness.  For  the  winning 
of  the  war  we  put  party  aside  and  the  Con- 
gress gave  Wilson  unlimited  power.  (Lin- 
coln put  party  aside  and  used  the  best  he 
could  get.)  Now  Mr.  Wilson  asks  and 
gets  very  little  advice.  When  he  has  a 
difficult  question  he  secludes  himself,  except 
for  Colonel  House — and  we  know  nothing 
about  Colonel  House.  Mr.  Wilson  domi- 
nated America  and  no  one  objected;  the 
war  was  being  won.  In  the  fall  he  saw,  of 
course,  victory,  and  was  planning  his  trip 
abroad.  He  boldly  asked  for  a Democratic 
Senate,  which  would  give  him  control  of  the 
treaty-making  power.  He  said,  practically: 
“ Everybody  shows  himself  bigger  than 
party.  I will,  too.  All  together  now! 
But  you  prove  it  and  give  me  a party 
Senate,  not  a Senate  picked  from  the  best 
brains  of  this  America,  but  a Democratic 
Senate,  so  that  I can  have  full  power  in 
the  Peace  Conference.”  The  laugh  that 
went  up  must  have  hit  the  stars,  and  we 
almost  forgot  the  war  to  watch  the  election. 
Can  you  imagine  Roosevelt  in  New  York 
in  this  crisis?  He  held  a monster  meeting 
and  said  what  he  thought,  through  his 
teeth.  “Unconditional  surrender  for  Ger- 
many, no  matter  what  it  costs”  (not  idle 
words — Quentin’s  death  in  France  had  cost 
Roosevelt  his  famous  boyishness  of  spirit), 
“and  a Senate  that  will  curb  autocratic 
power  in  America.”  Then  he  told  his 
hearers  that  they  would  not  need  a key 
to  understand  his  speech.  Now  power  goes 
to  people’s  heads.  Mr.  Wilson  had  changed. 
Time  and  again  opposition  in  Congress 
failed.  You  w'ould  hear,  “Wilson  always 
wins.”  Always  a dominating  figure,  he 
grew  defiant,  a trifle  ruthless,  heady.  The 
American, answer  to  Wilson  was  a Republi- 


can Senate,  and  the  Senators  were  put  there, 
to  balance  him.  When  he  decided  to  go  to 
Europe  he  simply  said  he  was  going.  He 
did  not  ask  our  approval,  nor  find  out  our 
wishes,  nor  even  tell  us  what  he  was  going 
to  say,  but  did  take  over  the  cables  and 
put  them  under  government  control.  He 
made  himself  so  inaccessible  at  that  time 
that  no  one  could  get  his  ear.  On  his  flying 
visit  to  New  York  he  said  that  he  returned 
to  France  to  tell  them  that  we  backed  him. 
Is  that  true?  We  don’t  know  what  we 
think  yet.  We  haven’t  made  up  our  minds. 
We  will  back  him  when  he  is  frank  and 
when  we  are  convinced.  We  can’t  sign 
our  souls  away,  all  our  wonderful  heritages, 
without  knowing  all  about  it.  ...  If  we 
join  a League  of  Nations,  shall  we  prevent 
war?  Or,  if  we  join,  shall  we  be  absorbed 
and  make  the  fight  a bigger  one? 

This,  I believe,  is  a fair  statement  of 
the  views  held  by  many  educated  peo- 
ple in  the  United  States  at  the  time 
between  armistice  and  peace.  I heard 
just  such  words  in  the  City  Club  of 
New  York,  in  the  Union  League  Club, 
from  people  in  Boston  and  Philadelphia 
and  Washington,  and  at  many  dinner- 
tables  where,  after  the  preliminary 
courtesies  of  conversation,  there  was  a 
quick  clash  of  opinion  among  the  guests, 
husbands  differing  from  waves,  brothers 
from  sisters,  and  friends  from  friends, 
over  the  personality  and  purpose  of 
the  President,  and  the  practical  possi- 
bilities of  a League  of  Nations.  The 
defenders  of  the  President  waived  aside 
all  personal  Issues  and  supported  him 
ardently  because  they  believed  that  it 
was  only  by  the  application  of  his 
ideals,  modified,  no  doubt,  by  contact 
with  the  actual  problems  of  European 
states,  that  a new  war  more  devastating 
to  the  world  than  the  one  just  past 
could  be  prevented,  and  that  his 
obstinacy  and  singleness  of  purpose  on 
behalf  of  a League  of  Nations  pointed 
him  out  as  the  Man  of  Destiny  who 
would  lead  humanity  out  of  the  jun- 
gle to  a higher  plane  of  civilized  phi* 
losophy. 

That  was  my  own  view  of  his  mission 
and  character,  though  now  I think  he 
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perhaps  failed  at  the  Peace  Conference 
in  carrying  out  the  principles  of  his  own 
Fourteen  Points,  and  weakened  under 
the  pressure  of  the  governing  powers  of 
France,  Belgium,  and  England,  who 
desired  revenge  as  well  as  reparation, 
and  the  death  of  German  militarism 
under  the  heel  of  an  Allied  militarism 
based  on  the  old  German  philosophy 
of  might.  If  the  President  failed  it 
was  largely  because  he  insisted  upon 
playing  “a  lone  hand,”  and  did  not 
have  ’the  confidence  of  his  country  be- 
hind him,  nor  its  understanding  of  his 
purpose. 

America,  during  the  time  of  my  visit, 
was  afraid  of  taking  too  strong  a lead 
in  the  resettlement  of  Europe.  So  far 
from  wishing  to  “boss  the  show,”  as 
some  people  suspected,  most  Americans 
had  an  unnatural  timidity,  and  one 
count  of  their  charge  against  Wilson 
was  his  obstinacy  in  his  dealings  with 
Uoyd  George  and  Clemenceau.  It 
was  a consciousness  of  ignorance  about 
European  problems  which  made  the 
Americans  draw  back  from  strong  de- 
cisions, and  above  all  it  was  the  fear 
of  being  “dragged  in”  to  new  wars, 
not  of  their  concern,  which  made  them 
deeply  suspicious  of  the  League  of 
Nations.  In  many  conversations  I 
found  this  fear  the  dominant  thought. 
“If  you  people  want  to  fight  one  another 
again,  you  will  have  to  do  without 
us,”  said  American  soldiers  just  back 
from  the  front.  “No  more  crusades 
for  us!”  said  others.  “American  isola- 
tion— and  a plague  on  all  your  little 
nations!”  said  civilians  as  well  as 
soldiers.  Bitter  memories  of  French 
“economy”  spoiled  for  American  sol- 
diers the  romance  of  the  Lafayette 
tradition.  “I  lost  my  leg,”  said  one 
man,  “for  a country  which  charged  for 
the  trenches  where  we  fought,  and  for 
people  who  put  up  their  prices  three 
hundred  per  cent,  when  the  American 
armies  came  to  rescue  them.  France 
can  go  to  hell  as  far  as  I’m  concerned.” 
. . . Nevertheless,  it  became  more  clear 
to  thinking  minds  in  America  that  the 


days  of  “isolation”  were  gone,  and 
that  for  good  or  evil  the  United  States 
is  linked  up  by  unbreakable  bonds  of 
interest  and  responsibility  with  other 
great  powers  of  the  world.  Never  again 
can  she  be  indifferent  to  their  fate.  If 
another  great  convulsion  happens  in 
Europe,  American  troops  will  again  be 
there,  quicker  than  before,  because  her 
action  in  the  last  war  and  her  share  of 
the  terms  of  peace  have  made  her 
responsible  in  honor  for  the  safety  of 
certain  peoples  and  the  upholding  of 
certain  agreements.  The  Atlantic  has 
shrunk  in  size  to  a narrow  strip  of  water 
and  the  sky  is  a corridor  which  will  be 
quickly  traversed  by  aircraft  before  the 
next  great  war.  But  these  physical 
conditions  which  are  changing  by  me- 
chanical development,  altering  the  time- 
tables of  traffic,  are  of  no  account  com- 
pared with  the  vast  change  that  hap- 
pened in  the  world  when  the  Stars  and 
Stripes  fluttered  in  the  fields  of  France 
and  Flanders,  when  the  bodies  of 
America’s  heroic  youth  were  laid  to  rest 
there  under  little  white  crosses,  and  when 
the  United  States  of  America  entered 
into  an  intimate  and  enduring  relation- 
ship with  Great  Britain  and  France. 

The  effect  of  this  change  is  not  yet 
apparent  in  its  fullness.  America  is 
still  in  a state  of  transition,  watching, 
studying,  thinking,  feeling,  and  talking 
herself  into  convictions  which  will 
alter  the  fate  of  the  world.  I believe 
with  all  my  heart  and  soul  that  Ameri- 
ca’s relationship  with  Europe  will  be 
all  the  better  for  Europe.  I believe 
that  the  spirit  of  the  American  people 
is  essentially  and  unalterably  demo- 
cratic, and  that  as  far  as  their  power 
goes  it  will  be  used  against  the  tyranny 
of  military  castes  and  attempted  op- 
pression of  peoples.  I believe  that  the 
influence  of  this  spirit,  visible  to  me 
in  many  people  I met,  will  be  of  enor- 
mous benefit  to  England  and  France, 
because  it  will  be  used  as  an  arbitrating 
factor  in  the  conflict  which  is  bound 
to  come  in  both  those  countries  between 
the  old  regime  and  the  new.  The  in- 
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fluence  of  America  will  be  the  deter- 
mining power  in  the  settlement  of  Ire- 
land on  a basis  of  common  sense  free 
from  the  silly  old  fetishes  of  historical 
enmities  on  both  sides.  It  will  inter- 
vene to  give  a chance  of  life  to  the 
German  race  after  they  have  paid  the 
forfeit  for  their  guilt  in  the  last  war,  and 
will,  I am  certain,  react  against  the 
stupid  philosophy  of  enduring  ven- 
geance with  its  desire  to  make  a slave- 
state  in  Central  Europe,  which  still 
animates  bloody-minded  men  and 
women  so  passionate  of  revenge  that 
that  are  kindling  the  fires  of  another 
terrible  and  devastating  war. 

The  United  States  of  America  is  bound 
up  with  the  fate  of  Europe,  but  its  peo- 
ple will  still  remain  rather  aloof  in 
mentality  from  the  passions  of  European 
nations,  and  will  be  more  judicial  in 
their  judgment  because  of  that.  In- 
stinctively, rather  than  intellectually, 
Americans  will  act  in  behalf  of  demo- 
cratic rights  against  autocratic  plots. 
They  will  not  allow  the  Russian  people 
to  be  hounded  back  under  the  heels  of 
grand-dukes  and  under  the  lash  of  the 
knout.  They  will  be  inclined  to  sup- 
port a League  of  Nations  not  as  a 
machinery  to  stifle  popular  progress 
by  a combination  of  governments,  but 
as  a court  for  the  reform  of  international 
laws  and  the  safeguarding  of  liberty. 
Europe  will  not  be  able  to  ignore  the 
judgment  of  America.  That  country 
is,  as  I said,  the  rich  uncle  whose  tem- 
per they  must  consult  because  of  grati- 
tude for  favors  to  come — and  because 
of  wealth  and  power  in  the  world’s 
markets. 

America  is  at  the  threshold  of  her 
supreme  destiny  in  the  world.  By  her 
action  in  the  war,  when  for  the  first 
time  her  strength  was  revealed  as  a 
mighty  nation,  full  grown  and  conscious 
of  power,  she  has  attained  the  highest 
place  among  the  peoples,  and  her  will 
shall  prevail  if  it  is  based  upon  justice 
and  liberty.  I believe  that  America’s 
destiny  will  be  glorious  for  mankind, 
not  because  I think  that  the  individual 


American  is  a better,  nobler,  more 
spiritual  being  than  the  individual 
Englishman,  Frenchman,  or  Russian, 
but  because  I see,  or  think  I see,  that 
this  great  country  is  inspired  more 
than  any  other  nation  among  the 
big  powers  by  the  united  organized 
qualities  of  simple,  commonplace  peo- 
ple, with  kindness  of  heart,  indepen- 
dence of  spirit,  and  sincerity  of  ideas, 
free  from  the  old  heritage  of  caste, 
snobbishness,  militarism,  and  fetish- 
worship  which  still  lingers  among  the 
Junkers  of  Europe.  They  are  a middle- 
class  empire,  untainted  by  imperial 
ambition  or  ancient  traditions  of  over- 
lordship. They  are  governed  by  mid- 
dle-class sentiment.  They  put  all  prob- 
lems of  life  to  the  test  of  that  simplicity 
which  is  found  in  middle-class  homes, 
where  neither  anarchy  is  welcome  nor 
aristocratic  privilege.  America  is  the 
empire  of  the  wage-earner,  where  even 
her  plutocrats  have  but  little  power 
over  the  independence  of  the  people. 
It  is  a nation  of  nobodies  great  with  the 
power  of  the  common-man  and  the  plain 
sense  that  governs  his  way  of  life. 
Other  nations  are  still  ruled  by  their 
“somebodies”  — by  their  pomposities 
and  high  panjandrums.  But  it  is  the 
nobodies  whose  turn  is  coming  in 
history,  and  America  is  on  their  side. 

In  that  great  federation  of  United 
States  I saw,  even  in  a brief  visit,  pos- 
sible dangers  that  may  spoil  America’s 
chance.  I saw  a luxury  of  wealth  in 
New  York  and  other  cities  which  may 
be  a vicious  canker  in  the  soul  of  the 
people.  I saw  a sullen  discontent 
among  wage-earners  and  home-coming 
soldiers  because  too  many  people  had 
an  unfair  share  of  wealth.  I met 
American  Junkers  who  would  use  the 
military  possibilities  of  the  greatest 
army  in  the  world  for  imperialistic 
adventures  and  world  dominance.  I 
heard  of  anarchy  being  whispered 
among  foreign-bom  masses  in  American 
cities  and  passed  over  to  other  laborers 
not  of  foreign  origin.  In  the  censorship 
of  news  I saw  the  first  and  most  ominous 
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sign  of  government  autocracy  desiring 
to  work  its  will  upon  the  people  by 
keeping  them  in  ignorance  and  warping 
their  opinions;  and  now  and  then  I 
was  conscious  of  an  intolerance  of  free 
thought  which  happened  to  conflict 
with  popular  sentiment,  as  ruthless 
as  in  Russia  during  Czardom.  I saw 
hatred  based  on  ignorance  and  the 
brute  spirit  of  men  inflamed  by  war. 
But  these  were  only  accidental  things, 
to  be  found  wherever  humanity  is 
crowded,  and  after  my  visit  to  America 


I came  away  with  memories,  which  are 
still  strong  in  my  heart,  of  a people 
filled  with  vital  energy,  kind  in  heart, 
sincere  and  simple  in  their  ways  of 
thought  and  speech,  idealistic  in  emo- 
tion, practical  in  conduct,  and  demo- 
cratic by  faith  and  upbringing.  The 
soul  of  America  is  clean  and  strong  and 
free;  and  the  power  that  comes  out  of 
it  will,  I think  and  hope  and  pray,  be 
used  to  gain  the  liberties  of  other 
nations,  and  to  help  forward  the  welfare 
of  the  human  family. 


AN  HOUR  ON  A HILL 

BY  GENEVIEVE  TAGGARD 

IN  Greece  the  shadows  slept  as  still, 

In  Rome  the  hills  were  arched  as  high. 
Their  wind  now  blows  my  hair,  and  will 
Stir  other  maidens’  when  I die. 

And  leaves  that  print  the  dust  with  lines, 
And  pebbles  rubbed  and  rounded  blue, 
And  baby  burrs,  like  porcupines. 

Looked  this  way  when  the  Nile  was  new. 

And  dust,  to  Babylonian  feet 

Was  pollen  soft,  and  good  to  tread. 

The  bees  that  mumble  in  this  heat 
Made  the  same  honey  for  their  bread. 

And  early  with  the  sun,  and  late 

Crept  the  same  shades,  and  flew  the  same 
White  flags  of  clouds  across  the  straight 
Horizon  of  another  name. 

Men  chipped  us  messages  in  stone, 

The  careful  stories  of  their  kings — 

But  they  were  dumb  about  their  own 
Small  pleasant  things. 
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THE  doctor  leaned  forward,  pointing 
with  his  stethoscope  to  the  noble 
sweep  of  valley,  shelving  downward  to 
the  silver  writhings  of  the  Chinken 
River,  then  up  again  to  Mount  Pyb  and 
the  clouds. 

“Across  the  river,  and  beyond  that 
field  of  rye.  Then  a sheep-pasture  on  the 
left,  just  at  the  edge  of  the  wood.  Got 
the  sheep-pasture?” 

I got  it;  the  wabbling  hurry  of  sheep 
being  like  no  other  motion  even  at  that 
distance. 

“ Now  the  grove  of  sugar-maples — and 
that’s  the  Taney  farm.  The  red  speck  is 
the  barn  and  the  white  speck  is  the 
house.  If  you  had  a glass  there’d  be  a 
black  speck  for  old  Miss  Taney  and  an- 
other for  her  cat.” 

He  hesitated,  and  when  he  resumed 
there  was  something  abrupt  and  trou- 
bled in  his  manner. 

“I  was  the  one  who  gave  her  that  cat. 
Might  just  as  well  have  been  a gray  one, 
only  I didn’t  stop  to  think.  She’s  rather 
hump-backed,  and  so  of  course  the  cat 
likes  to  get  up  on  her  shoulders.  We  live 
in  Cotton  Mather’s  time  here.  Ghosts 
and  witches — psychic  stuff.  Our  people, 
especially  the  French,  don’t  stand  the 
combination  of  Miss  Taney  and  her  cat 
very  well.  I make  it  a point  to  look  in 
when  I can.  You  ought  to  get  out.  Go 
over  and  look  at  her  sweet  peas.”  He 
rose,  stuffing  his  stethoscope  into  his 
pocket.  “She’s  got  bushels  of  them  and 
likes  to  give  them  away.” 

“I  might  go  after  supper,”  I said. 
“It’s  light  until  nine.” 

At  that  his  face  was  brighter  than  at 
any  time  since  he  had  come  in.  “ I’ll  be 
around  for  you,”  he  said. 

His  little  car  sputtered  up  before  the 


door  at  about  seven,  while  the  sunshine, 
though  level,  was  still  at  its  full  bright- 
ness. We  passed  the  river  by  the  state 
road,  but  almost  at  once  howl  to  turn 
into  a narrow  ribbon  of  yellow  sand, 
where  the  car  complained  and  threat- 
ened grievously  until  we  slid  aside  into 
a broad,  closely  nibbled  pasture.  We 
headed  across  this  for  half  a mile  toward 
a high  stone  wall.  At  this  wall  we  halted. 
I looked  at  my  medical  man  with  ques- 
tion and  reproach. 

“It’s  high  time,”  he  said,  “for  you  to 
be  taking  some  exercise.  I’ll  help  you 
over.  Tin  Lizzie  will  stand.” 

“Have  I improved  so  much  since  yes- 
terday?” said  I,  preparing  to  climb. 
“Then  you  were  telling  me  to  sit  around 
the  verandas  and  drink  milk  while  I let 
people  wait  on  me.” 

He  was  quite  undisturbed. 

“ I hadn’t  seen  the  old  lady  then,”  he 
answered.  “She  was  pretty  low  in  her 
mind  when  I came  up  here  last  night. 
You  see — Well,  to  tell  the  truth,  some 
boys  had  been  tormenting  her  cat. 
Didn’t  hurt  it  much,  but  bothered  her 
considerably,  and,  though  she’s  pretty 
deaf,  I shouldn’t  wonder  if  something 
they  said  carried.  I’m  going  to  kill  a 
few  of  those  young  demons  as  soon  as  I 
get  around  to  it,  but  in  the  mean  time 
I want  her  chirked  up  a bit.  This  isn’t 
enough  exercise  to  hurt  a sick  hen.” 

I climbed  the  stone  wall  without  fur- 
ther comment.  Thence  we  dived  under 
the  branches  of  an  orchard  and  came 
rather  suddenly  upon  the  sagging  porch, 
where,  upon  the  steps,  Miss  Taney  was 
sitting,  her  cat  upon  her  shoulders  as  the 
doctor  had  foretold. 

“How  are  you,  Aunt  Mitty?”  he 
boomed,  deafening  me  in  the  effort  to 
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pierce  her  deafness.  “Here’s  Mrs.  Ben- 
ton, a patient  of  mine.  She  needs  chirk- 
ing up  and  I thought  you  could  show  her 
your  sweet  peas.  I’ve  got  to  go  on  to 
make  another  call.  You  ladies  can  visit 
for  an  hour  or  so  till  you  hear  Tin  Lizzie 
honk.” 

The  little  creature  gave  me  a long 
appraising  look  from  the  biggest  and 
loneliest  black  eyes  I have  ever  seen. 
Her  face  was  wrinkled  over  every  part  of 
its  surface  in  tiny  lines  like  a shrunken 
winter  apple,  and  some  of  the  bright 
color  of  long-past  youth  had  been  caught 
and  held  in  its  crumpled  surface.  The 
wig  was  pathetically  evident,  shiny  and 
black,  almost  metallic,  and  a little 
askew,  so  that  a wisp  of  soft  white  hair 
emerged  and  curled  over  her  ear. 

The  cat’s  golden  eyes,  its  round  face 
cheek  by  cheek  with  hers,  looked  at  me 
as  intently  as  her  black  ones.  I seemed 
to  understand  something  of  the  valley’s 
attitude. 

“ I don’t  know  as  I’m  dressed  fit  to  see 
company,”  said  Miss  Taney,  shyly.  Yet 
her  attire,  silken  and  rustling,  spoke 
loudly  of  careful  preparation  for  com- 
pany. 

“I’m  a little  deaf,”  she  remarked, 
when  the  doctor  had  left  us  together.  I 
contrived  to  throw  into  my  nod  and  smile 
that,  although  I was  surprised  and  sym- 
pathetic, really  it  was  a matter  of  little 
consequence  to  people  of  superior  intel- 
ligence like  herself. 

“A  little  hard  of  hearing.  I guess  I’m 
getting  old.  If  you’d  like  some  sweet 
peas,  you  can  follow  the  smell  around  to 
the  side  and  pick  as  many  as  you  like. 
I’m  feeling  kind  of  stiff  in  the  joints  to- 
night. Once  I get  down,  I don’t  get  up 
very  easy.” 

There  was  a weakness  in  the  old  voice 
and  a tremulousness  of  the  veined  hands 
that  made  me  understand  the  doctor’s 
solicitude.  My  heart  grew  hot  as  my 
imagination  rehearsed  that  lightly 
sketched  scene  with  the  cruel  boys.  The 
cat’s  splendid  eyes  met  mine  with  some- 
thing that  was  like  friendly  under- 
standing. 
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“ Here  are  matters,”  I understood  him 
to  say,  “ that  should  not  all  be  left  to  the 
discretion  of  a cat,  however  intelligent, 
though  I do  what  I may.” 

Throwing  into  my  smile  to  Miss 
Taney  as  much  interest  in  sweet  peas 
and  gratitude  for  her  offer  as  I was  able, 

I went  around  to  the  side,  following  a 
smell  so  poignantly  sweet,  so  drowsily 
eloquent  of  the  spirit  of  midsummer,  that 
the  little  patch  of  weed-surrounded  gar- 
den into  which  I entered  seemed  hardly 
adequate  to  explain  it. 

Indeed,  the  sweet-pea  bed  was  no 
more  than  ten  feet  long,  but,  though  the 
strangling  weeds  stood  tall  all  about  it, 
they  had  not  entered  the  charmed  spot. 

The  pink  and  purple  flowers  had  bravely 
taken  up  the  fight  in  their  own  behalf, 
and,  reaching  over,  had  met  their  foes 
half-way,  drawing  their  tendrils  tightly 
about  the  green  heads  of  dock  and  pig- 
weed. 

I gathered  a double  handful,  purple, 
pink,  blue,  and  returned  with  them  to 
Miss  Taney,  making  elaborate  panto- 
mime of  appreciation,  whereat  she 
seemed  pleased,  but  in  a faint,  far-off 
way.  With  pain  I understood  that  Miss 
Taney  was  feeling,  this  evening,  that  she 
was  about  through  with  her  sweet  peas. 

The  shadow  of  the  opposite  mountain 
was  climbing  the  slope  behind  us.  The 
road  by  which  I had  come  was  engulfed, 
then  the  pasture,  and  the  trunks  of  the 
apple-trees,  though  the  tops  remained 
alight  for  some  time  longer.  It  found  us 
on  the  porch  and  crept  swiftly  over  our 
knees,  up  to  our  lips  and  eyes,  and  so  no 
more,  though  by  turning  about  we  could 
see  from  the  eastern  end  of  the  porch 
how  Mount  Pyb  was  still  ablaze. 

Miss  Taney  shifted  so  that  her  gaze 
was  full  upon  it,  where  its  foot  ran  down 
almost  into  the  field  of  rye. 

“I  guess  I’m  growing  old,”  she  said 
again. 

When  she  moved  the  cat  arched  his 
back,  yawned,  and  leaped  down.  He 
limped  slightly  from  his  experiences  with 
the  boys,  but  disregarded  it  heroically. 
With  the  coming  of  the  shadow  he  was 
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waking  up.  He  took  a position  in  front 
of  us,  putting  his  ears  forward  alertly, 
watching  the  invisible  life  in  the  grass. 

“The  mountain,”  observed  Miss 
Taney,  “hain’t  changed  much  in  eighty 
year.  That  field  there,  Farmer  Tobin 
had  it  in  rye  just  the  same  as  now,  eighty 
year  ago  this  summer.  Great-granther  of 
Farmer  Tobin  as  is  now.  I remember 
because  I went  through  it,  time  I got 
lost  up  the  mountain.  Leastways,”  she 
mused,  “they  called  it  being  lost  and  I 
didn’t  contradict.  Children  weren’t  al- 
lowed to  contradict  when  I was  young. 
I was  spry  and  healthy  as  a child.  There 
wa’n’t  no  sign  then  my  shoulders  was 
going  bad.  Afterward  I was  sick  a spell.” 

As  the  shadow,  having  covered  us  in, 
crept  up  the  mountain  also,  a small  wind 
sprang  up,  and  all  the  voices  of  the  grass 
and  forest  awoke,  first  one  by  one,  then 
chorus  after  chorus,  in  full  cry,  as  rhyth- 
mic as  though  kept  in  order  by  some 
invisible  baton.  Deep  within  the  moun- 
tain’s heart  a solitary  whippoorwill  be- 
gan. Miss  Taney,  in  spite  of  her  deaf- 
ness, took  an  attitude  of  listening. 

“Used  to  be  a whippoorwill  sang  all 
night.  I’m  too  deef  to  hear  him  now. 
Eighty  year  ago  I used  to  hear  him. 
Time  I was  lost  I got  quite  dost  to  him. 
He  was  tame  as  anything  with  the  other 
children.  But  me,  I acted  so  foolish.  If 
I’d  been  content  to  stay  longer  maybe 
he’d  have  come  to  me,  too.” 

She  sighed  and  with  the  sigh  I felt  the 
twentieth-century  dusk  dissolve  into  the 
dusk  of  eighty  years  ago.  The  cat, 
crouching  belly  to  earth  and  forgetful  of 
his  lame  paw,  ran  swiftly  into  the  long 
grass.  An  owl  hooted  and  swift  bats 
darted  about  our  heads  with  eldritch 
squeakings.  Without  further  preamble. 
Miss  Taney  told  me  her  story.  I judged 
she  had  thus  told  it  to  herself  every 
night  for  eighty  years.  Whether  she  had 
ever  before  spoken  it  aloud  to  a listener 
I do  not  know,  but  I think  not,  and  that 
I am  the  only  one  who  has  ever  known 
what  happened  up  on  the  mountain 
when  a little  child  of  seven  fled  there — 
eighty  years  ago. 


“I  don’t  know  how  old  I was  when  I 
first  saw  the  children,  but  I know  ’twas 
before  I could  walk  very  steady  and  the 
field  was  in  hay.  I got  lost  in  it  one  day 
and  moused  around  in  it,  kind  of  whim- 
pering till  I heard  sounds  of  children 
playing.  I went  toward  ’em  and  came 
out  to  the  edge  of  the  field  where  there’s 
rocks  and  bushes  and  the  mountain  be- 
gins to  go  up.  There  wasn’t  nobody 
around,  after  all,  and  I was  pretty  sleepy 
and,  there  being’ some  soft,  short  grass 
there,  the  kind  that  grows  in  dark  circles, 
I cuddled  down  in  it  and  went  to  sleep. 
When  I woke  up  there  was  a girl  and 
boy  looking  at  me.  They  was  real  pretty 
children.  I’d  never  seen  ’em  before,  but 
I liked  ’em  real  well.  I was  such  a little 
thing  I couldn’t  talk  much  or  under- 
stand, but  they  seemed  having  an  argu- 
ment. Girl  wanted  to  take  me  off  with 
them;  boy  didn’t  pseem  to  think  they’d 
ought.  He  had  his  way  that  time  and 
they  took  me  back  the  way  I’d  come, 
through  the  hay,  me  holding  a hand  of 
each.  I guess  my  mother ’d  been  wor- 
ried. She  spanked  me. 

“When  I was  crying  about  having 
been  spanked  I looked  and  they  was 
peeking  at  me  out  of  the  edge  of  the  hay, 
looking  like  they  was  crying,  too. 

“After  that  I used  to  see  ’em  ’most 
every  day.  Somehow  we  never  talked 
together  like  what  you’d  call  talking, 
though  I used  to  understand  ’em  and 
they  understood  me.  I began  to  go  to 
school  when  I was  four  and  there  was  a 
piece  of  lonely  road  where  I used  to  be 
afraid  of  cows  and  cross  dogs.  One  day 
I did  meet  a cow  there  and  she  put  down 
her  horns  at  me.  I was  so  scared  I 
couldn’t  move,  and  the  boy  he  come  out 
and  she  run.  After  that  they  used  to  see 
me  through  that  piece  regular.  Having 
such  good  times  with  them,  I didn’t 
mind  so  much  not  being  able  to  make 
friends  with  the  children  at  the  school. 
I was  the  littlest  and  not  very  strong. 
I’d  ’a’  been  real  lonesome  if  it  hadn’t 
been  for  the  children  from  the  mountain. 

“I  wasn’t  more  than  six  when  my 
father  died  and  my  mother  married 
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again.  My  stepfather  was  a drinking 
man,  hard  on  animals  and  humans.  I 
guess  she  was  pretty  sorry  after  she  done 
it.  I was  awful  scared  of  him.  Children 
don’t  have  to  do  anything  to  get  pun- 
ished by  that  kind  of  man.  Queer  the 
way  some  folks  act.  You’d  think  the 
devil  was  in  ’em.  Time  I run  away  I 
was  seven,  a mite  of  a thing.  Him,  he 
was  big  as  a house  and  strong  as  a bull. 
There  was  rye  in  the  field  same  as  now, 
and  I legged  through  it  fast  as  I could 
pelt,  him  after  me. 

“I  saw  the  children  waiting  right  in 
that  same  round  patch  of  grass.  Leaning 
toward  me,  they  was,  and  waving  to  me 
to  hurry.  I ran,  and  when  I got  there 
they  took  me  one  by  each  hand  and  we 
just  scooted  up  that  mountain  like  any- 
thing. When  we  got  up  on  a clift  where 
we  could  look  down  and  see  the  farm  and 
everything  spread  out  I could  make  him 
out  fallen  all  across  that  patch  of  grass 
like  as  if  he’d  tripped  on  something.  Me, 
I was  scared  I’d  done  something  wicked, 
but  they  laughed  and  clapped  their 
hands  like  it  was  a good  joke,  and  took 
me  by  the  hands  and  we  went  on.  I mis- 
trusted my  mother  wouldn’t  have  per- 
mitted me,  but ’s  long ’s  I was  up  there, 
anyway,  I thought  I might ’s  well  keep 
on  and  see  where  the  children  lived.” 

Here  Miss  Taney  hesitated,  her  fingers 
pleating  the  fabric  of  her  apron  with  em- 
barrassment. 

“I  dunno,”  she  went  on,  at  last,  “how 
to  describe  the  sort  of  place  there  was  up 
there.  You’d  likely  think  I was  making 
it  up  if  I tried.  They  wa’n’t  no  gipsies. 
We  had  a nice  dinner.  Not  like  any  food 
I ever  see,  but  real  tasty.  In  the  after- 
noon they  took  me  to  their  school.  They 
had  a nice  teacher.”  Her  voice  grew 
shyer  and  more  reluctant. 

“It  wasn’t  ’rithmetic  nor  g’ography 
they  was  studying,  nor  yet  reading  and 
spelling,  yet  it  seemed  easy  to  under- 
stand and  real  interestin’.  Only  now  I 
disremember  what  it  was  all  about.  No, 
I can’t  remember  the  least  thing. 

“ When  it  come  along  teatime  I was 
beginning  to  get  homesick.  I didn’t  eat 


much,  though  they  had  nice  things. 
After  tea  they  was  going  to  play  games, 
but  ’twas  getting  late  and  I was  sleepy 
and  wanting  my  ma.  They  wanted  me 
to  go  to  bed  in  their  house,  but,  no,  I 
wouldn’t.  Wouldn’t  do  anything.  You 
know  how  contrary  children  can  be.  I 
begun  to  cry,  and  somebody” — Miss 
Taney  hesitated  as  though  feeling  for 
some  further  description  of  the  one  in 
authority — “some  grown-up  person,” 
was  all  she  brought  forth,  “said  if  I 
wasn’t  going  to  be  happy  there  I’d  have 
to  go  back.  The  girl  she  began  to  ciy 
at  letting  me  go,  and  the  boy  acted  like 
he  wanted  to  cry.  He  didn’t  want  me  to 
go  no  more  than  she  did.  He  was  a 
good-looking  boy.  I ’ain’t  never  seen 
anybody  since  that  reminded  me  of  him. 
He  didn’t  say  much,  but  ’twas  plain 
enough  how  he  felt  about  my  goin’. 

“ Well,  the  upshot  was  they  took  me 
down  to  the  edge  of  the  mountain.  They 
wouldn’t  come  up  to  the  door — j ust  kissed 
me  good-by  and  left  me  at  the  same 
patch  of  grass  where  I’d  seen  ’em  first. 

“I  hadn’t  taken  but  about  a step  when 
I begun  to  think  about  my  stepfather 
and  decided  I wanted  to  stay  with  them, 
after  all,  instead  of  going  home,  but 
they’d  gone  awful  quick.  I called  to  ’em 
and  ran  into  the  woods  a piece,  but  it 
was  awful  dark  and  they  didn’t  answer, 
so  I got  scared  the  bears  would  get  me 
and  ran  toward  the  kitchen  window  light 
fast ’s  I could. 

“There  was  neighbors  in  and  my 
mother  was  settin’  in  her  rocker  with  her 
best  dress  and  white  apron  on.  Just  as  I 
come  up  the  path  she  got  up  and  come 
to  the  door  again,  shadin’  her  eyes  to 
look,  one  of  the  neighbors  lioldin’  her  by 
the  arm  kind  of  comfortin’.  The  light 
shone  out  on  me  standin’  there,  scared 
to  come  in,  my  eyes,  she  used  to  tell  me, 
shinin’  like  a deer’s  in  the  light  of  a 
camp-fire. 

“She  jumped  for  me  and  begun  to  cry 
like  I never  see  the  beat.  I thought  I was 
goin’  to  get  a whippin’,  but  she  never 
touched  me.  She  never  laid  hand  on  me 
in  punishment  after  that  day. 
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“Seems  my  stepfather  was  dead. 
They’d  found  him  out  at  the  foot  of  the 
mountain  and  thought  he’d  fell  over  the 
clift,  but  it  must  ’a’  been  some  kind  of 
fit.  He  was  a real  violent  man  and  red- 
faced. I guess  it  was  a fit.  And  they’d 
been  thinkin’  I was  dead,  too.  Some 
thought  maybe  he’d  killed  me  before  he 
fell.  They’d  been  looking  for  me  all  over 
the  mountain,  firin’  guns  and  the  like.  I 
guess  I didn’t  hear  because  I was  so  busy 
playin’. 

“I  never  seen  them  children  since. 
Before  my  back  got  bad  I used  to  go  all 
over  the  mountain,  looking.  Sometimes 
when  I sit  here  looking  up  the  mountain 
like  this  I get  a notion  they  must  still 
be  up  there  somewhere,  and  not  old, 
neither.  Being  old  is  queer.  Times  I 
don’t  feel  old  myself.  More  as  if  I was 
shut  up  in  a shell,  and  if  I could  shuck  it 
off  I’d  come  out  young. 

“ Often  I’ve*tried  to  remember  what  it 
was  they  was  learning  to  that  school.  I 
went  to  district  school  after  I got  back, 
but  there  never  seemed  no  meanin’  in 
the  things  they  taught.  I didn’t  get  on. 
So  I ’ain’t  never  had  much  education. 
Other  children,  they  picked  on  me,  too.” 

Tin  Lizzie’s  horn  blew,  and  a moment 
after  the  doctor  came  toward  us  through 
a galaxy  of  fireflies. 

Before  joining  us  he  went  around  to 
the  sweet-pea  bed  and  brought  back, 
with  gestures  of  satisfaction,  a large 
bunch  of  sweet  peas,  and,  having  helped 
her  up,  gave  her  his  arm  into  the  house, 
lit  her  lamp,  brought  in  wood  for  morn- 
ing, and  stood  over  her  while  she  ate 
some  bread  and  milk  and  took  medicine 
that  he  poured  out.  He  was  loath  to  leave 
her  and  so  was  I.  The  mountain  was  so 
huge  and  she  so  small  and  lonely.  And 
who  could  tell  what  the  boys  would  do 
next?  Her  eyes,  as  she  accepted  his  pet- 
ting, glowed  like  an  elf’s  with  pleasure. 

At  last  he  bellowed  good-night  to  her 
and  I kissed  her  cheek. 

“We’ll  both  come  to-morrow,”  he 
shouted. 

She  smiled  oddly,  but  made  no  reply. 
We  could  not  be  sure  that  she  had  heard. 


On  our  way  home,  we  planned  spir- 
itedly in  her  behalf.  I believe  I was 
even  more  perturbed  about  her  than  the 
doctor.  I dreamed  of  her  when  I finally 
slept,  confusing  in  some  unintelligible 
manner  the  child  of  seven,  with  Miss 
Taney  at  eighty-seven.  The  sweet  peas 
that  I had  brought  home  with  me  domi- 
nated the  dream,  and  when  I woke  out 
of  it  before  dawn,  the  whippoorwills 
seemed  busy  with  the  same  theme  and 
the  whole  night  curiously  alive,  a tangle 
of  invisible  threads  of  activity.  I 
thought  once  I saw  a light  moving  about 
the  Taney  farm,  and  was  troubled,  until 
it  resolved  itself  into  a near-by  firefly. 

The  doctor  came  for  me  at  nine 
o’clock.  I had  prepared  a basket  of  deli- 
cacies carefully  chosen  to  indicate  not 
charity,  but  courtesy,  and  with  these  I 
placed  my  own  luncheon,  since  I intended 
spending  the  day  there. 

It  was  a hot  midsummer  morning.  A 
light  haze  hung  in  the  air  and  the  birds 
were  still.  When  Tin  Lizzie  fell  silent  at 
the  stone  wall  there  was  no  sound  any- 
where except  the  dry  whir  of  grass- 
hoppers. Miss  Taney  was  nowhere  in 
sight,  and  the  door  stood  open. 

“No  use  knocking  or  calling,”  said  he. 
“You  go  in.  I’ll  see  if  she’s  outside.” 

The  house  was  in  rigid  order — braided 
mats,  grandfather’s  clock  ticking  slowly 
like  a meditative  footfall,  rush-bottom 
chairs,  old  china — everything  expressive 
of  Miss  Taney. 

No,  not  entirely  in  order,  for  on  the 
dining-table  lay  a great  quantity  of 
sweet  peas,  already  drooping  from  lack 
of  water.  Nor  were  they  merely  thrown 
down  there. 

Have  you  ever  seen  a feast  of  strange 
objects  set  forth  by  children  at  their 
play? 

There  were  three  heaps  of  blossoms 
ruthlessly  snipped  from  their  stems,  one 
heap  of  pink  and  white,  one  of  purple, 
one  of  purple  and  red,  and  three  of  Miss 
Taney’s  plates  were  set  about  the  table — 
tiny  plates,  just  what  children  would 
love  for  a party.  On  one  of  these  plates 
a few  blossoms  were  scattered. 
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I could  make  nothing  out  of  it,  though 
I stared  at  it  and  about  the  room  while 
the  clock  ticked  long  seconds. 

A partly  open  door  revealed  her  bed- 
room, and  with  a feeling  of  growing 
anxiety  I pushed  it  wider. 

There  was  only  the  round  print  of  her 
head  on  the  pillow,  the  covers  turned 
back  as  though  she  had  just  risen,  but 
her  neat  shoes,  primly  toeing  out,  stood 
at  the  bed’s  foot,  and  a black-and-white 
calico,  such  as  I should  have  expected 
Miss  Taney  to  assume  for  morning  wear, 
was  arranged  precisely  over  a chair.  But 
Miss  Taney  was  not  the  person  to  leave 
her  bed  unaired  and  unmade  till  ten 
o’clock  in  the  morning,  and  a chill  of 
foreboding  was  already  settling  about 
my  heart  when  my  eye  lit  upon  an  object 
which  set  my  pulses  racing.  This  was 
Miss  Taney’s  black  wig  hanging  beside 
the  mirror.  Wherever  she  was  she  might 
easily  be  wearing  shoes  or  dress  unac- 
counted for  by  the  tally  of  her  ward- 
robe, but  not  another  wig,  nor  was  it 
possible  for  her  to  have  left  her  house 
voluntarily  without  it. 

“She  doesn’t  seem  to  be  about,”  said 
the  doctor. 

I turned  quickly.  He  also  was  eying 
the  wig  with  anxiety  and  dismay. 

“You  stay  here,”  he  directed,  when 
our  glances  had  met  in  silent  and 
alarmed  consultation.  I heard  him  go- 
ing through  the  house,  poking  around 
the  attic,  then  burrowing  among  hollow- 
sounding barrels  in  the  cellar. 

When  he  came  up  he  stopped  to 
tell  me  he  was  going  about  the  farm 
again,  and  he  puckered  his  forehead 
and  shook  his  head  over  the  little  feast 
of  fading  sweet  peas  on  the  dining-room 
table. 

“Seemed  sane  enough  last  night,”  he 
muttered.  He  sighed  heavily  as  he 
went  out,  this  time,  I knew,  to  pay 
special  attention  to  the  barn,  an  old 
well,  and  the  cistern,  to  weedy  fence- 
comers  and  patches  of  low  growth. 

I saw  him  from  the  window  contem- 
plating thoughtfully  the  field  of  rye,  and 
then  he  entered  it  at  the  angle  which 
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would  take  him  by  the  shortest  way  to 
the  mountain’s  foot. 

He  came  back  hurriedly. 

“I’m  going  after  some  valley  men,” 
said  he.  “ It  doesn’t  seem  possible,  but  I 
believe  she  has  strayed  up  there.  I 
found  this” — he  showed  me  a wilting 
spray  of  sweet  peas — “in  a patch  of 
grass  at  the  edge  of  the  field,  and  some 
one  had  broken  through  the  rye  no  later 
than  last  night.” 

It  was  plain  enough  now,  I thought, 
with  tears — and  following  so  logically 
upon  the  story  of  her  childhood  she  had 
told  me!  All  these  years  she  had  been 
longing  for  those  dream  children.  Eighty 
years!  And  telling  me  the  story  had 
brought  it  back  too  plainly.  In  a dream 
she  had  thought  that  she  found  them 
at  last,  and  had  followed  them — to  her 
death,  first  feasting  them  after  child- 
hood’s custom  with  flowers. 

I stayed  there  all  that  summer  day, 
but  she  did  not  come.  Neither  did  the 
cat  appear,  and  in  this  I found  some 
comfort,  for  it  seemed  certain  that 
wherever  she  had  gone  she  had  one  living 
companion. 

I saw  the  valley  men  go  by,  and, 
thoughtfully  attentive,  enter  the  field. 

But  although,  forgetful  of  suspicion 
and  gossip,  and  grown  suddenly  neigh- 
borly and  kind,  they  searched  the 
mountain  to  its  peak  and  back  again 
with  all  the  woodcraft  they  possessed, 
they  did  not  find  her  that  day  — nor 
any  day. 

When  it  was  very  dark,  the  doctor 
came  for  me,  and  for  a while,  loath  to 
leave  the  house  with  its  mystery  unex- 
plained, we  sat  on  the  step  as  we  had  sat 
with  her  the  evening  before. 

I told  him  something  of  the  story  she 
had  given  me,  and  he  nodded  his  head 
in  sad  confirmation  of  my  theory. 

One  of  the  searchers  came  out  of  the 
woods,  a shadowy  figure  which  we 
watched  keenly  as  it  drew  near 
through  the  rye.  Behind  him  a whip- 
poorwill was  loud  and  joyous.  He 
joined  us  and  sat  down  dispiritedly 
on  the  lowest  step. 
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“If  there’s  a inch  of  old  Pyb  we  ’ain’t 
gone  over  I’ll  eat  it,”  said  he.  “Damned 
if  I don’t  think  the  old  girl’s  flew  off  on 
a broomstick  just  like  folks  said  she 
could  if  she  had  a mind.  She  ain’t  up 
there,  nohow.  We  run  into  some  city 
folks.  At  least  their  young  uns.  Couldn’t 
seem  to  come  across  their  folks,  though 
I don’t  see  how  we  could  miss  ’em, 
either,  going  over  everything  the  way  we 
did.  I’d  ’a’  spanked  them  little  cusses  if 
I could  ’a’  caught  ’em.  Yes,  sir!  I’d  ’a* 
give  ’em  something  they  couldn’t  buy  at 
the  store.  Just  laughing  and  poking  fun 
when  I asked  them  where  their  pa  was 
and  if  they’d  seen  anything  of  a poor  old 
woman  lost  on  the  mountain.  Seemed  to 
think  ’twas  best  joke  they’d  ever  heard. 
They  had  a black  cat  with  ’em  was  the 
spit  ’n’  image  of  Miss  Taney’s  cat,  but 
they  wouldn’t  answer  when  I asked  ’em 
where  they  got  it.  The  black-eyed  one 
was  the  worst.  Pretty  as  a picture  and 
the  blackest  eyes  I ever  see  in  any  head 


except  Miss  Taney’s.  The  others  was 
tow-heads.” 

In  spite  of  his  anger  he  chuckled  at 
some  specific  memory  of  their  naughti- 
ness. 

“I’d  sure  like  to  ’a’  got  hold  of  that 
black  one  for  about  a minute.” 

The  whippoorwill  had  stopped  his 
tumult  while  the  man  was  speaking. 
Almost  there  was  a listening  silence.  At 
the  end  of  the  report  he  broke  out  di- 
rectly overhead,  sweet  and  triumphant. 
The  deep-throated  chuckle  at  the  begin- 
ning of  his  note  was  clearer  than  I had 
ever  heard  it. 

“ G-whippoorwill ! — G-whippoorwill !” 

Then,  as  though  he  had  been  an  elfin 
messenger  and  had  accomplished  his  mis- 
sion, we  saw  him  for  a moment  dark 
against  the  sky,  returning  to  the  moun- 
tain, and  at ' intervals  heard  his  note 
more  faintly  until  it  blended  indistin- 
guishably  with  the  rest  of  the  summer 
night’s  chorus. 


SUNRISE  IN  WINTER 

BY  BRAEL  CORLYN 

MELTING  like  ghosts  into  the  silver  snow 

The  dim  trees  falter  through  the  twilight  gray: 
But  on  a mountain  summit  far  away, 

One  small  pink  western  tip,  dawn’s  colors  grow. 

Till  the  dull  sky  is  spread  with  crimson  glow, 

And  fringed  along  the  east  with  golden  light. 

Now  let  the  world  fling  off  its  mask  of  night. 

While  mountains  flame  like  torches  all  arow! 

Acclaimed  by  rose  and  trembling  amethyst. 

Hail,  sun!  Behold  a world  all  white — snow-white — 
Spread  for  thy  golden  feet  to  tread  in  light. 

And  strewn  by  little  streams  with  wreaths  of  mist. 
Did  ever  spring  or  summer  rise  to  greet 
More  royally  the  coming  of  thy  feet? 
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merely  translations  of  the  old.  But  what  witlnn  crudely  effaced,  or  changed  to 
did  it  help  the  German  resident  who  had  the  new  tongue.  Sometimes  it  was  not 
neglected  to  learn  Polish  to  know  that  merely  the  language  that  had  been  wi- 
the “Alte  Mark? " was  still  the  “Old  tered,  but  the  whole  tenor  of  tho  pro 
Market:,”  so  long  as  he  could  not  reoog-  prietor’s  allegiance.  A popular  under- 
nize  it  under  the  new  deaigWf^Jon  of  gitrund  beer-haf]  in  the  heart  of  town  was 
“Story  .Rynek”?  Imagine*  if  you  can,  no  longer  the  “Bismarck  Tunnel,”  ?..m 
the  sensation  of  waking  up  some  morn-  the  “Tunnel  Wilson.”  German  truck- 
ing to  find  that  ‘’Main  Street  *'  has  he-  thundering  by  on  their  iron  tires  bore  the 
come  “Plica  (down a,”  or  to  discover  white  eagle  of  Poland  instead  of  .the 
that  the  street. -ear  you  had  always  taken  black  Prussian  bird  of  prey.  German 
no  longer  runs  to  “Forest  Park,”  but  to  newspapers  were  still  published,  but  as 
“Ogrutt  Lass,”  the  Streets  they  mentioned  were  no- 

Notliiiig  but  the  few  things  which  where  to  be  found  in  all  Poznan  their 
defied  quirk  change,  such. as  post -boxes  advertisements  and  much  of  their  news 
or  nanitis  deeply  tut  into  St ttjpie  facades,  Were  rather  pointless, 
bud  escaped  jtfie  all-embracing  renova-  Having  effaced  the  lingual  reminders 
tiori.  Indeed*  many  of  these  had  been  of  their  late  oppressors,  the  Poznanian* 
deliberately  defaced.  The  cast-iron  bad  proceeded  to  pay  their  respects  ta 
tfatieirtHte  tier  Xtrawenbaim  hi&h  up  on  the  bronze  heroes  they  had  left  behind 
the-  tr».»flr?y.ksujjj»prt!t-  • jju$  • 'been  daubed  The  Germans,  as  is  their  custom,  had 
with  red  paint,  though  they  Were  still  littered  the  public  squares  with  statues 
recognizable  to  motor  men  and  df  their  chief  sword  - brafrdishers,  iu 

passengers,  Many  i>pHinei<s  hoti^'lrsd  , gigantic  size—  tender  resjrSders  to  the 
followed  the  nflieSal  lend,  and  private  conquered  people  of  the  blessings  that 
signs  were  more  wpl  thha  not  to  have  had  been  forced  upou  thena-  Their 
the  Gcrmau  word-  th  it  had  once  called  downfall  had  been  sudden  and  uneere 
attention  to  lire  ewcllenct*  of  the  w ares  ineiiious.  Some  had  descended  so  h testify 
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that  the  allegorical  figures  at  their  feet  Warsaw  or  GaJraa.  now  and  then  broke 
had  suffered  the  fate  so  often  overtaking-  the  red-handed  monotony.  But  the.  only 
faithful  henchmen  of  the  fallen  mighty,  universal  sign  of  new  fealty  was  the  sil- 
The  sl«>ne  image  of  an  old  woman  .repre-  dohbte-eiigje...  This  gleamed  'every- 
sentihg  ‘‘Sorrow’'  looked  doubly  sot"  where.  Men  in  civilian  garb  wore  it  on 
roWful  with  Irrokeo  nose,  legs,  and  fin- 
gers,; Katare  Friedrich,  Doctor  Bismarck 
with  bis  panacea  of  "blood  and  iron,” 
the  world  - famed 
Wilhelm,  had  all 
left  b e h i 11  d them 
imposing  pedestals, 
like  u o Ivors  Uy 
chaira  awaiting  ex- 
ponents of  hewer 
and  ra ore  lasting 
4bc-truih«.  Merhaod 
there  a statue  had 
remained,  because 
it  was  Polish,  but 
these  Were  few  and 
small  and  tucked 
away  into  the  more 
obscure  corners. 

N ext  to  Its 
change  of  tongue, 
the  most  .striking 
feature  of  the  new 
Poznan  was  its  mil- 
itary aspect,  The 
s t ree  ts  swarmed 
with  soldiers  even 
during  the  day  ; in 
the  eveni  ng  the 
chief  gathering- 

plaees  became  pulsating  seas  of  field  gray, 
font  wasstill  t he  garb  of  their  former  ser- 
vitude that  clothed  the  Vast  majority 
of  these  warriors  of  the  reborn  nation. 

The  silver  double-eagle  oh  Ids  service- 
faded  cap  was  all  that  Was  needed  to  turn 
tt  wearer  of  the  German  uniform  into  a 
soldier  of  Poland.  Many  still  Wore  their 
Qott  belt  huckJes  and  their  Prus- 

sian button*.  X scattering  ndadrity, 
officers  for  the  most  jao-t,:  were  con- 
spicuous in  t he  full  new  Polish  uniform --- 
double-breasted  with  « forest -green 
tinge.  The  high,  square  oftp/dwtinediyh 
only  of  the  province  of  Posmonj,  whs  in 
romdderable  evidence;  the  less  number- 
some  headgear  of  military  Visitors  from 


A pousti  woman  or  boznan  a German  as ■ & Pole. 

An  overabun* 
dance  of  s word* 
tended  to  give  the  new  army  a comic- 
opera  as}*ot,  but  tlm  detail  was  offset  by 
the  genuine  military  begrbfg  of  nil  hut  a 
few  of  the  ftiultitude  id  uniform,  The 
great  majority,  of  .hotirstb  had  hud  Ger- 
man t raining.  Now  they  put  the  “pep" 
of  a new  game  into  the  old  forma  of  sol- 
dierly etiquette.  Their  1 wo-finger  salute 
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endeavor*  a feeling  that  they  were  all  fers  of  reward  to  any  one  giving  infor- 
ethbarked  together  ort  the  Same  big.  new  million  of  apart  merits  or  hoitses  for  rent, 
adventure.  There  were,  to  be  sure,  some  (Indernefttli  their  inerrinf^s.  however, 
officers  and  a few  men  whose  sidewalk  the  religions  ettpreal  of  tJh<*  race  still  ran 
manners  suggested  that  they  had  learned  strung  and  swift  . The  churches  dh- 
Prussian  Ways  a bit  too  thoroughly,  chargorf  multitudes  daily  at  the  end  of 

they  were-  lost  in  a mass  that  had  sense-  morning  mass;  no  tonic,  be  he  coavb*- 
thing.  of  tite  easy-going  temperament  of  man,  policeman,  soldier;  or  nfews^ot, 
the  East  or  the  South.  ever  passed  the  crucifix:' 'at  the  end  of  the 

The  Poles,  evidently,  are  not  by-  na-  principal  bridge  without,  ftwerrnily  Tais*- 
lure  v frolicsome  people,  but  they  itig  his  hat.  There  are  Protestant  PtdeSC 
seemed  to  have  thrown  away  the  “lid”  but  they  apparently  do  not  live  in  Voz- 
iu  Poznan  and  given  free  play  to  a!!  the  nan.  Now  and  again.  too.  there  were 
joy  •within  them.  Pianos  were  more  in  episc^t&quil e the opptwi |j|  of  gay  make 
evidence  than  they  had  been  during  fill  the  city  pause  in  the  midst  of  its  revelry 
the  twenty  months  t had  spent  in  war-  — the  drunken  sots  in  uniform.  for  in- 
fora  Eu«yj.gr,  Children  appeateii  to  staheg,  who  canvassed  the  shops  de- 
have  taken  on  « new  gaiety.  Night  fife  manding  aims  and  prophesying  the  fir- 
was  almost  Parisian,  except  in  the  more  ing-Mpiad  for  those  who  declined  to 
reprehensible  features  of  the  “City  of  contribute.  Wcrcy  they  not  perhaps  the 
Light.’*  H mey  hayebeen  due  onlyio  outposts  of  BcvLshevism?  But  ail  this 
a Ictn  }K>r,ary  difference  of  mood  in  the  Was  immersed  in  the  general  gaiety, 
two  races,  but  Polish  Poznan  struck  me.  ' Tinped  with  a mild.  .Orientalism  that 
as  a far  mupg  limfde  plane  than  German,  showed  itsfelf  not  only  in  die  architect- 
Berlin.  Evident  iy  the  people  of  the  ure,  but  in  surfi  leisurely  .cus.k«m>  as 
provinces  were  not  ieiling  this  new  at-  closing  shops  arid  offices  from  one  to 
tract iveness  of  the  restored  city  escape  three  in  defiance?  of  nearly  a century  and 
them;  the  newspapers  bristled  with  of-  a half  of  the  sterner  German  influence. 
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It  is  quite  possible  that  the  increased 
liveliness  $ t bs:  Pt^tuuuaois  teas  as  much 
:4«»  to  thh  fact  that  they  had  plenty  to 
eat  as  to  their  release  from  Teutonic 
boiKfoge.  The  twotblng*  had  come  h> 


Germany,  cost  a mere  seven  marks,  in- 
ducing the  .me vi table  mug  of  beer  and 
bhe14  ten  per  cent,  fur  service''  that  was 
exacted  here  also  by  the  KcUnets’  union. 
With  the  low  rate  of  exchange— for  P«>z- 


ief.  Being  perha  ps  the  'newest  agri-  nau  was  - still  using  German  money— trie 
cuHiinU  tliitHet.  of  the  late  Empire,  the  price  was  considerably  less  than  it  would 
province  <rf  Posen  was 
qukifc . to  reebver  its 
aJlmerttary  foot* ng, 
otue  >l&  frontiers  had 
been  volosed  against 
the  ail  devouring  Ger- 
man. With  the  excep- 
tion of  potatoes,  of 
which  the  supply  was 
well  in  excess  of  local 
needs,  the  exportation 
of  foodstuffs  toward 
the  hungry  west  had 
ahaolid  eiy  ceased. 

The  result  Was  more 
t h A it  noticeable  in  , 

Poznan;  it.  was  con*, 
sp  tenons,  all  but  over- 
powering, particularly 
to  thjc^e  arHying  from 
f a in i* h ed  Gernuiay u 
Street  afer  sfreet  was 
lined  \yitb  it  Cotistant 
taotalization  to  t he 
newcomer-  from  the  ';X- 
West,  arousing  bis  re.Sontmcnt  at  the  ap- 
petite that  was  so  easily  sartsficjl  af  ter  ip 


Tina  ftESTATOASTT  WAS  FORM  B&I.Y 
THE  " EUSMaHCK  !t-  •'  df 


re  been  in  New 
York  at  the  same  date, 
Ear  from  being  short 
of  fats,  the  Poles  were 
over  - generous  w i t h 
t h e|  t g t e a s e and 
gra vies . Bacon  could 
be  hadiit  any  quantity 
at  six  marks  a pound; 
eggs  at  thirty  pfennigs 
each.  Broad,  broim 
hut  excellent,  was  un- 
limited. P«K’d •tickets, 
unknown  in  huteis  and 
restaurants,  were  ihae-nv 
oretieally  required  for 
a few-  of  the  principal 
articles  in  the  shops, 
hut  thert*  was  little 
difhculiy  in  purchas- 
ing without  them,  at 
least  with  the  pay- 
ment of  a slight. 

'.** premiuot. ” Ou  mar* 


ket-days  the  immense 
sqitarxc  alhrt  ted  to  them  was  densely 
comer.  tb  eorour  by 

constant  vociferations  in  days  gone  by — curiously  garbed  female  hawkers  and 
and  Butcher  shops  dis-  c6uatt^?irrjhn  bflrrihg  every 

played  au  shimdupec  of  everything  from 
frankfurters  to.  sides  of  beet- 
butfe^,eggs,by  ihe -bushel, candy,  Siiga-r, 
awcCPoscJip  were  heaped  high  behind 
glass  frouts  that  would  have  Iktji  slight 


prbdurt  qf  tiicir  farms  and  gardens, 
Poznan  still  consumed  a few  things 
that  do  not  apjsutr  on  the  American 
bilt  pf  fiire.  KUch  as  doves, /gull  eggs, 
and  various  sji^eies  ©f  weeds  .md  grasses; 


protection  for  them  in  Berlin.  .Ip  what  ..‘hut  the  fact  remains  that  the  wdbpv-dt? 
were  now  known  as  R-e-mumryn  mw?  cOiihlgut  almost  ai^lrfT%,thrifappg|hes 
might  order  a,  breakfast  of  eggs,  bacon,  miyed.  and  the  poor  were  immensely 
milk,  hut  her,  apd  all  t he.  other  things  the  bcl  tTer  off  t lpn  in  any  city  of  Germany  , 
mere  men  tiim  Of  which  would  have  turned  There  svaa  only  one  shortage  that  irked 


a German  Wrrt  livid  with  rage,  without  so 
much  as  exciting  a.  ripple  on  the  waiter's 
brow.  At  the  RatskzUe.r  of  Poznan’s 
artistic  old  city  hall  a "steak  and  every- 
thing," such  a steak  as  not.  even  a war- 
profiteer,  could  command  anywhere  in 


the  jw/pular  srod.  Expression  of  it.  rang 
incessantly  in  my  curs--- ‘'Please  tell 
America  to  .send  us  tohaeeof  ’ The 
qiicties  lwforc  iobacoouistr ’ shops  were 
as  long  -ind  persistent  as  in  Germany. 
Ragged  men  of  the  street  eagerly  parted 
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stera  hud  never  more  than  half  learned 
it.  In  twenty  years  mure  uo  one  would 
have,  dared  speak  Polish  in  public.  Men 
had  been  given  three*  and  even  four, 
mouth?  to  prison  for  privately  teaching.- 
dieir.dnldren  Polish  history . The  schools 
were  hopelessly.  Pr'issiuoized ; the  Ger- 
man  teachers  received  a special  premium 
of  ope  thousand  marks 
d=j|jjjj==jjjjjji  or  more  a year  oyer 

All  railway  .jobs  went 
to  Germans,  e x c r p t 
■rmm  those  of  section  men 

at.  two  marks  a day. 
there  had  been  Polish 
M newspapers  a ud  thea- 

never been  allowed  any 
freedom  of  thought  or 
jSnHBK : -y  - aenuft, 

mm  ' ' the  Prussian,  oneniew 

is  that 


with  a precious  fifty-pfennig  “ shin  plas- 
terfur  a miserable  “ cigarette;*  filled 
for  only  half  its  length  with  am  ensues 
getfsfjjt  inutAtion  of  tobacco.  The  pm»- 
tdpgl  -«afdi'  having  b usbaridcd  its  supply 
of  the  genuine  article,  placed  a thousand 
of  them  on  sale  each  rventiig  at  eight, 
‘‘as  » special  favor  to  our  clients.’*  dSjf 
that  hour  e n t jra  n ce 
Was  quite  impossible, 
and.  though  only  two 
were  ally  wed  each  pur- 
chaser, there  was  noth- 
ing but  the  empty  box 
left  five  minutes  later. 

The  story  of  Posen’s 
existence  under  Ger- 
man rule,  now  happily 
ended,  was  largely  a 
repeti  tfqii  of  what  had 
already  been  told  me 
in  Itrivuiljetg.  In  some 
ways  tips  region  had 
been  even  more  harsh- 
ly t realed . if  niy  in- 
form an  ty  were  frast- 
>vf  urtjiy,  Polish  skilled 
workmen  ".dear  dbw  n 
U»  but  ton  - makers” 
fj*tf  been  driven  out 
nf  the  province.  Great 
n u in  b e r s had  been 
more  or  less  forcibly 
Compelled  to  migrate  into  Germany. 
There  were,  at  leasl  four  iniiidreil  thou- 
sand Poles  in  tile  mines  ami  factowe.ypf 
'Westphalia,  Saxony  was  huff  Polish , the 
if  is!  riel  Ijetvwrcn  TlftUiburv'  arid  Bremen 

was  -utmost 'entirely,  Slavish  it*  popiila- 
lion.  The  An/iiedlf'r—  the  Gorman  sc!  tiers 
whom  the  govermueht  had  bwaight  to 
Posen  — had  acquired  »U  the  best  land, 
fin  the  otber  Junui,  German  Crftholici 

Wtere. themselves 
in  the  pcoviiiee  of  Insert,  lest  they  join 
their  co-rciigionists  against  the  PrOtcs- 
taut  oppressors Pgrlmps  fhe  thing:  that 
rankled  most  wi«  the  banishment  of  the 
Polish  laogustgc  from  the  sclmols-  One 
could  scarcely.  speak  it  with  one’s  cbil- 
dreir-^.home,  for  feaV'w.  thflt  usiilg  it 
liefore  the  teadu  r.  ilVfrpky  of.-tlip'ytsung- 


officiad  put  H 
i l i?  lus ;■  nature  tbiect 
things  fey  force.  He 
Was  born  that  why. 
Why,  the  lv  r s i » si  a n s 
sstoie  even  t feed  r name, 
it  was  originally  Bor- 
rusen,  its  the  little  cor- 
net bFfftts$|&waseRlk^ 
vie.- re  the  robbers  first  banded  together. 
They marauded  their  way  West  ward  and 
southward,  treading  first  little  people 
uritl  llieii  little  nations: uuder  their  iron 
libels.  The  very  word  the  German  uses 
foMgcG  or  "obtain ’ (tils  his  history. 
P is  krii’pen,  to  win  by  war—Krwtf.  You 
seldom  hear  him  use  the  gentler  bekom- 
mcfi.  Everything  liq  possesses  he  has 
■gelcrmft:  Then  he  is  such  u hypocrite! 
In  lPI6|,  wlHai  Wtr  Poles  first  began  to 
suffer  seriously  from  hunger,  .some  Ger- 
man offiters  /came  of  fruit 

and  shndiviches,  gathered  ti  group  of 
Po  l is  h u i* bins,  filled  their  hands  with  tie* 
food,  and  had  theruselves  photographed 
with  tbenh  b>  show  the  world  how  gerw . 
erous  and  kiud-hcarted  they  were.  But 
they  did  not  tell  the  world  that  thi. 


eves  paWATff  sto>w  iqm  a,e» 

T HE  GERMAN  WOKIISS  eAi;SWejjOt*t‘ 
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the  food  was  snatched  away  from  the  a dangerous  enemy  alien  at  the  end  of 
hungry  children,  some  of  the  officers  it,  as  is  the  case  with  thWitsfchds  of  our 
boxing  their  ears,  and  sending  them  back  sons  who  were  not  able  to  get  across  the 
to  the  German  barracks.  How  do  you  frontier  in  tirne?  No,  the  tieraians  in 
think  the  Poles  who  have  been  crippled  Poznan  arc  not  oppressed  as  our  people 
for  life  fighting  for  the  ‘Fatherland  ’ feel  were  under  their  rule.  We  are  altogether 
as  they  hobble  about  our  streets?  What  too  soft-hearted  with  them/* 
would  you  say  to  serving  five  years  In  The  German  residents  themselves,  as 


HAItPER’S  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE 


was  to  be  i«,x)k  a different  view 

of  tiie  edtuatfuiv  When  the  Polish  au- 
thorities had  decorated  my  jrassport 
with  permission  Jo  return  to  Ifertjm.  I 
took  no  chances  of  being  held  up  at  the 
temfiorary  f rootjier  of  Kretj*  ftod  applied 
fora  new  vise  by  the  German  Vofk.mit 
of  Posen-  It  occupied 
dwelling-house  oil 
the  wide,  curving 
avenue  no  longer 
recognizable  under 
its  former  title  of 
“Kaiser  Wilhelm 
Hing,”  Bawdy1  had 
I eHtabltshed  m y 
identity  When  the 
gloomy  Germans 
took  trie  to  their 
bosom.  Had  I 
been  fully  informed 
of  their  side  of  the 
situation  ? Would  I 
not  do  Lhem  the 
kindness  to  return 
at  e I ev  C n , when 
they  Would  see  to 
it  that  men  i>f  high 
standing  Weire  there 
to  give  me  the  real 
facts  of  the  case? 

My  i dip  rg  sr&i  o ns 
would  lie  wholly 
false  if  I left  it  after 


whelming  majority  of  them  to  stand  the 
strain  of  persona!  sacrifice, 

Wieri  I returned  at  eleven  the  Yolks- 
rat  had  been  convoked  in  unofficial 
special  session.  A half -dozen  of  the  men 
who  had  formerly  held  high  places  in 
the  municipal  council  rose  ostenta- 
tiously to:  their  feet  as  I was  ushered 
y: \ into  the  chief  sane- 

l ''J1'.,  turn,  and  did  hot  sit 

-rWM  down  again  until  1 

had  been  comfort' 
Sjp? ' fthly  seated.  The 
f : i c h i e f : spokesmen 

v '* | ‘i, j) , * p 1 ’ ' 1 *\e  1 5 

which  he  did  not 

IN  CONTRAST  TO  QESgiKT  THEBE  ABE  really  posses,*. 
EGGS  BT  TBE  BIXSU8X  IN  .POZNAN  Most  of  the  WOixls 

having  consorted  I set  down  here  are 

only  with  Poles.  his.  though  some  of 

As  a matter  of  fact,  f had  already  them  were  now  and  then  thrown  in  by 
“consorted*'  with  no  small  number.  of  his  subservient  but  approving  cumpau- 
Getm&n  residents,  chiefly  of  the  small  ions- 

merchant  diKs,  Those  1 had  found  “With  us  Gentians,”  he  began,  “it  has. 
Somewhat  mixed  in  their  minds,:  A few  become, a.  ease,  of  ‘ Vogel  frit*.?  otter  stirb ' — 
still  prophesied  a '‘peasants*  war  " in  live  (eat  crow  or  die’].  We  are  forced,  for  the 
territory  allotted  to  Poland;  a number  of  time  at  least,  to  accept  what  the  Poles 
them  shivered  with  epprehenstem  of  a see  fit  to  allow  us.  The  German  residents 
“general  Bolshevist  upriribg.1?  But.  fully  of  Posen  are  not  exactly  oppressed,  but 
as  many  p*wdvpoohed  both  those  cheer-  bur  lives  are  hemmed  in  by  a thousand 
ful  bogies  One  thing  only  was  certain  petty  annoyances,  some  of  them  highly 
— that,  without  exception,  they  were  do~  discouraging.  Take,  for  instance,  this 
iug  bUidnesS  <$  mUal  anti  eontitidh  'tmilter  of  the  street  names.  Granted 
"to  do  so  m long  its  t he  Poles permitted  it , that  the  Poles  had  the  right  to  put  them 
Tilt*  the  “Fatherland*’  did  Up  in  their  own:  language,  it  was  cer* 

not.  .seem  strong  enough  among  the  over-  tainly  a sign  of  fanaticism  to  tear  down 
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the  German  names.  More  than  a fourth 
of- the  residents  of  Posen  cannot  read  the 
new  street  placards.  There  is  not  a 
Polish  map  of  the  city  in  existence. 
When  the  Province  of  Posen  came  back 
to  us,  the  Polish  street  names  were  al- 
lowed to  remain  until  1879 — for  more 
than  a hundred  years.  It  is  a sign  of 
childishness,  of  retarded  mentality,  to 
daub  with  red  paint  all  the  German 
signs  they  cannot  remove!  It  isn’t  much 
more  than  that  to  have  forbidden  the 
use  of  our  tongue  in  governmental 
affairs.  We  Germans  used  both  lan- 
guages officially  clear  up  to  187.6.  We 
even  had  the  old  Prussian  laws  trans- 
lated into  Polish.  It  is  only  during  the 
last  ten  years  that  nothing  but  German 
was  permitted  in  the  public  schools;  and 
there  have  always  been  plenty  of  Polish 
private  schools.  I am  still  technically  a 
member  of  the  municipal  council,  but  I 
cannot  understand  a word  of  the  pro- 
ceedings, because  they  arc  in  Polish.  Our 
lawyers  cannot  practise  unless  they  use 
that  language,  although  the  judges,  who 
pretend  not  to  know  German,  speak  it  as 
readily  as  you  or  I.  Yet  these  same  law- 
yers cannot  get  back  into  Germany.  At 
least  give  us  time  to  learn  Polish  before 
abolishing  German!  Many  a man  born 
here  cannot  speak  it.  There  are  German 
children  of  eighteen  or  twenty,  who  have 
never  been  outside  the  province,  who 
are  now  learning  Polish — that  is,  to 
write  and  speak  it  correctly. 

“Oh  yes,  to  be  sure,  we  can  most  of 
us  get  permission  in  three  or  four  weeks 
to  leave  the  province,  but  only  by  aban- 
doning most  of  our  possessions  and  tak- 
ing an  oath  never  to  return.  No  wonder 
so  many  Germans  become  Poles  over- 
night. You  can  hardly  expect  otherwise, 
when  they  have  lived  here  all  their  lives 
and  have  all  their  property  and  friends 
and  interests  here.  No,  military  service 
is  not  required  of  Germans,  even  if  they 
were  born  here;  but  many  of  our  youths 
have  voluntarily  become  Polish  soldiers, 
for  the  same  reason  that  their  parents 
have  suddenly  turned  Poles.  Naturally, 
there  is  fighting  along  the  boundary  of 
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the  province.  The  Poles  want  to  fight* 
so  they  can  have  an  excuse  to  keep  their 
men  under  arms,  and  what  can  Germany 
do  but  protect  herself?  Poland  is  plan- 
ning to  become  an  aggressive,  milita- 
ristic nation,  as  was  falsely  charged 
against  the  Fatherland  by  her  enemies. 

“The  complaints  of  the  Poles  at  our 
rule  weie  ridiculous.  We  paid  German 
teachers  a premium  because  they  had 
harder  work  in  teaching  German  to 
Polish  children  and  in  seeing  that  they 
did  not  speak  the  language  that  was  un- 
wisely used  at  home.  Railroad  jobs, 
except  common  labor,  were  given  to 
Germans  because  they  were  more  effi- 
cient and  trustworthy.  Besides,  does 
not  Germany  own  the  railroads?  They 
complain  that  the  best  land  was  taken 
by  German  settlers;  but  the  Poles  were 
only  too  glad  to  sell  to  our  Ansiedler — at 
high  prices.  Now  they  are  attacking  us 
with  a fanaticism  of  the  Middle  Ages. 
Eighteen  hundred  German  teachers, 
men  who  have  been  educating  the  Poles 
for  twenty  and  twenty-five  years,  have 
suddenly  been  discharged  and  ordered 
to  vacate  government  property  within 
four  weeks — yet  they  are  not  allowed  to 
go  back  to  Germany.  The  Pole  is  still 
part  barbarian;  he  is  more  heartless 
than  his  cousin,  the  Russian. 

“Seventy  per  cent,  of  the  taxes  in  the 
Province  of  Posen  are  paid  by  Germans. 

Yet  no  German  who  was  not  born  here 
can  vote,  though  Poles  who  were  not, 
can.  I know  a village  where  there  are 
seventy  Germans  and  five  Poles — and 
the  five  Poles  run  things  to  suit  them- 
selves. Husbands,  wives,  and  sons  often 
have  different  rights  of  suffrage.  The 
family  of  Baron  X has  lived  here  for  a 
hundred  and  fifty  years.  The  baron 
himself  happens  to  have  been  born  in 
Berlin,  because  his  mother  went  there  to 
see  a doctor.  So  he  cannot  vote,  though 
his  Polish  coachman,  who  has  not  been 
here  ten  years,  has  all  the  rights  of  citi- 
zenship. The  result  is  that  government 
affairs  are  getting  into  a hopeless  mud- 
dle. An  ignorant  fellow  by  the  name 
of  Korfanti — a Polish  German-eater — 
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has  now  the  chief  voice  in  the  municipal 
council.  The  Poles  boycott  German 
merchants.  They  deluge  the  city  with 
placards  and  appeals  not  to  buy  of  Ger- 
mans. For  a long  time  they  refused  to 
trade  even  a miserable  little  Polish 
theater  for  our  splendid  big  Stadt- 
theater.  When  the  director  of  that 
finally  got  permission  to  take  over  the 
wholly  inadequate  little  playhouse  for 
next  season  he  had  to  advertise  in  order 
to  find  out  how  many  Germans  intend  to 
stay  in  Posen — as  you  have  seen  in 
our  German  paper.  What  can  the  Poles 
do  with  our  magnificent  Stadttheater? 
They  have  no  classics  to  give  in  it,  nor 
people  of  sufficient  culture  to  make  up 
an  audience.  We  are  still  allowed  to  give 
German  opera,  because  they  know  they 
cannot  run  that  themselves,  and  a few 
of  the  more  educated  Poles  like  it.  But 
our  splendid  spoken  classics  seem  to  be 
doomed. 

‘‘Then  there  is  their  ridiculous  hatred 
of  the  Jews.  The  race  may  have  its 
faults,  but  the  five  or  six  thousand  Jews 
of  Posen  province  play  a most  important 
business  and  financial  role.  They  have 
always  understood  the  advantages  of 
German  Kuliur  far  better  than  the  Poles. 
There  is  a Jewish  Volksrat  here  that  tries 
to  keep  independent  of  both  the  other 
elements  of  the  population;  but  the 
great  majority  of  the  Jews  stand  with 
the  Germans.  They  have  no  use  for  this 
new  Zionism — except  for  the  other  fel- 
low— unless  you  take  seriously  the  aspi- 
rations of  a few  impractical  young  ideal- 
ists ” — a statement,  by  the  way,  which  I 
heard  from  Jews  of  all  classes  in  various 
parts  of  Germany. 

“We  Germans  lifted  the  Poles  out  of 
their  semi-savagery.  We  brought  them 
Kutiur.  Do  not  be  deceived  by  what  you 
see  in  Posen.  It  is  a magnificent  city, 
is  it  not? — finer  perhaps  than  you  Amer- 
icans found  Coblenz?  Yet  everything 
that  gives  it  magnificence  was  built  by 
the  Germans — the  well-paved  streets, 
the  big,  wide  boulevards,  the  splendid 
parks,  all  the  government  buildings  and 
the  best  of  the  private  ones,  the  streets 


cars,  the  electric  lights,  even  the  higher 
state  of  civilization  you  find  among  the 
masses.  There  is  not  a Pole  in  the 
Province  of  Posen  who  cannot  read  and 
write.  Do  not  make  the  mistake  of 
thinking  all  these  things  are  Polish  be- 
cause the  Poles  have  stolen  them.  Be- 
fore you  leave,  go  and  compare  Posen 
with  the  Polish  cities  outside  Germany. 
That  will  tell  the  story.  In  non-German 
Poland  you  will  be  struck  by  the  appall- 
ing lack  of  schools,  roads,  doctors,  hos- 
pitals, education,  culture,  by  the  sad 
condition  of  the  workmen  and  the  peas- 
ants— all  those  things  that  are  included 
in  the  German  word  Kidtur.  In  Galizia, 
where  Austria  virtually  allowed  the 
Poles  to  run  themselves,  the  houses  are 
only  six  feet  high,  and  you  could  walk  all 
day  without  finding  a man  who  can  read 
and  write — or  who  can  even  speak  Ger- 
man. Their  cities  are  sunk  in  a degrada- 
tion of  the  Middle  Ages.  Posen  will  fall 
into  the  same  state,  if  the  present  munici- 
pal council  continues  in  power.  There  are 
already  frontier  troubles  between  Ger- 
man and  Russian  Poland,  and  quarrels 
between  the  different  sections  that  con- 
firm what  we  Germans  have  always 
known — that  the  Poles  cannot  govern 
themselves.  Warsaw  does  not  wish  to 
keep  up  our  splendid  system  of  work- 
man’s and  old-age  insurance  because  there 
is  none  in  Russian  Poland.  Galizia  com- 
plains that  farm  land  is  several  times 
higher  in  price  in  the  Province  of  Posen, 
without  admitting  that  it  is  German 
railroads  and  German  settlers  that  have 
made  it  so.  That  advantage  will  soon 
disappear.  The  Poles  will  make  a mess 
of  the  whole  province  and  will  have  it 
sunk  into  the  degradation  in  which  we 
found  it  by  the  time  a real  ruling  nation 
takes  charge  of  it  again.” 

Just  how  much  truth  there  was  mixed 
in  with  the  considerable  amount  of 
patent  nonsense  in  the  ex-chairman’s 
declamation  only  a long  stay  in  Poznan, 
or  time  itself,  would  •show.  The  fact  that 
the  Poles  allowed  many  of  these  state- 
ments, particularly  the  protests  against 
the  sudden  change  of  language,  to  be 
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published  in  the  local  German  news- 
paper speaks  at  least  for  their  spirit  of 
tolerance.  Though  the  new  government 
was  visibly  making  mistakes,  and  had 
not  yet  settled  down  to  the  orderliness 
that  should  come  from  experience,  no 
one  but  a prejudiced  critic  could  have 
discovered  immediate  evidence  that  it 
was  making  any  such  complete  “mess” 
of  matters  as  the  German  Volksrat  testi- 
fied. Even  if  it  had  been,  at  least  the 
mass  of  the  population  showed  itself 
happy  and  contented  with  the  change, 
and  contentment,  after  all,  may  in  time 
result  in  more  genuine  and  lasting 
progress  than  that  which  comes  from  the 
forcible  feeding  of  German  Kultur. 

Armed  with  what  those  who  read 
Polish  assured  me  was  permission  to  do 
so,  I set  out  on  foot  one  morning  to  the 
eastward.  Beyond  the  last  group  of 
guards  wearing  the  silver  double-eagle 
on  their  threadbare  German  uniforms,  I 
fell  in  with  three  barefooted  Polish  peas- 
ant women.  They  were  barely  thirty, 
yet  all  three  were  already  well-nigh 
toothless,  and  their  hardy  forms  and 
faces  were  plainly  marked  with  the  signs 
that  testify  to  grueling  labor  and  the 
constant  bearing  of  children.  The  Ger- 
man they  spoke  was  far  superior  to  the 
dialects  of  many  regions  of  purely  Teu- 
tonic population.  Their  demeanor  was 
cheerful,  yet  behind  it  one  caught  fre- 
quent glimpses  of  that  background  of 
patient,  unquestioning  acceptance  of  life 
as  it  is  which  distinguishes  the  country 
people  of  Europe. 

The  most  energetic  of  the  trio  showed 
a willingness  to  enter  into  conversation; 
the  others  confined  themselves  to  an 
occasional  nod  of  approval,  as  if  the  ex- 
ertion of  keeping  pace  with  us  left  them 
no  strength  to  expend  in  mere  words. 
It  was  plain  from  the  beginning  that 
they  were  not  enthusiastic  on  the  sub- 
ject then  uppermost  in  the  city  behind 
us.  They  greeted  my  first  reference  to 
it  with  expressions  that  might  have  been 
called  indifferent,  had  they  not  been 
tinged  with  evidence  of  a mild  resent- 
ment. 


“What  does  it  matter  to  us  people  of 
the  fields,”  retorted  the  less  taciturn  of 
the  group,  “whether  Poles  or  Germans 
sit  in  the  comfort  of  government  offices, 
so  long  as  they  let  us  alone?  Things  were 
all  right  as  they  were,  before  the  war 
came.  Why  trouble  us  with  all  these 
changes?  Now  they  are  breaking  our 
backs  with  new  burdens,  as  if  we  had  not 
had  enough  of  them  for  five  years.  First 
they  take  our  men  and  leave  us  to  do 
their  work.  I have  not  a male  relative 
left,  except  my  husband,  and  he  is  so 
sickly  that  he  is  no  longer  a man.  He'is 
paid  twelve  marks  for  eight  hours’  work; 
fifteen  for  ten.  But  what  help  is  that 
when  he  cannot  work  ten  hours,  or  even 
eight?  They  offered  him  the  iron  cross. 
He  told  them  he  would  rather  have 
something  to  feed  his  family  with  at 
home.  They  asked  him  if  he  was  not  al- 
ready getting  forty  marks  a month’ for 
the  support  of  his  family.  How  could  I * 
feed  four  children,  even  after  the  other 
two  had  died,  with  forty  marks  a month? 
For  three  winters  I ate  nothing  but  dried 
potatoes  and  salt.  I could  not  have  bread 
for  myself  because  the  flour  for  the  chil- 
dren took  all  the  tickets.  Now  the  war  Is 
over,  yet  they  are  still  taking  away  what 
we  have  left.  The  same  soldiers  come  and 
drive  off  our  horses — for  the  silver  eagle 
on  their  caps  has  not  changed  their  na- 
tures. Pay  for  them?  Achl  What  is 
eight  hundred  marks  for  a horse  that  is 
worth  six  thousand?  And  how  can  we 
cultivate  our  fields  without  them?  Who 
started  the  war?  Ach!  they  are  all  argu- 
ing. What  does  it  matter,  so  long  as  they 
stop  it?  Will  the  Germans  sign?  They 
should,  and  have  done  with  it.  If  they 
don’t,  all  the  men  over  fifty,  including 
the  Germans  and  even  the  Jews” — there 
was  a sneer  in  this  last  word,  even  in  the 
country — “ will  be  at  it  again.  We  have 
had  enough  of  it.  Yet  if  the  soldiers 
come  and  tell  my  husband  to  go  he  must 
go,  sick  though  he  is.” 

My  hope  of  walking  out  of  Posen 
province  suffered  the  same  fate  as  my 
plan  of  tramping  into  it  from  Germany. 
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In  the  end  I was  forced  to  return  to 
Poznan  and  make  my  exit  by  train  over 
the  same  route  by  which  I had  entered. 
In  the  third-class  compartment  I occu- 
pied there  were  five  German  residents 
who  had  renounced  forever  their  right 
to  return,  for  the  privilege  of  leaving 
now  with  the  more  portable  of  their  pos- 
sessions. Two  of  them  had  been  born 
in  the  amputated  province;  the  others 
had  lived  there  most  of  their  lives.  Ail 
spoke  Polish  as  readily  as  German.  One 
masterly,  yet  scholarly  youth,  who  had 
served  through  the  war  as  a lieutenant, 
was  a school-teacher  by  profession,  as 
was  the  uncle  who  accompanied  him. 
They  had  taught  six  and  twenty-six 
years,  respectively,  but  had  been  dis- 
possessed of  their  positions  and  of  their 
government  dwellings  by  the  new  rulers. 
Up  to  the  time  we  reached  the  frontier 
all  five  of  my  companions  laid  careful 
^emphasis  on  the  statement  that  they 
were  going  to  seek  re-establishment  in 
their  civilian  professions  in  what  was 
left  of  the  Fatherland. 

At  Wronki  the  Polish  authorities  were 
far  more  inquisitive  than  they  had  been 
toward  travelers  from  the  other  direc- 
tion. One  by  one,  each  compartment 
group  was  herded  together,  bag  and 
baggage,  and  strained  through  the  sieve 
of  a careful  search-and-questioning  bu- 
reau. The  soldier  who  examined  my 
knapsack  glared  at  the  half-dozen  pre- 
cious American  cigars  I had  left  as  if 
nothing  but  the  presence  of  his  superiors 
could  have  prevented  him  from  con- 
fiscating them.  Only  sufficient  food  for 
the  day’s  journey  was  allowed  to  pass. 
In  some  cases  this  rule  was  interpreted 
rather  liberally,  but  no  one  got  through 
with  more  than  ten  or  twelve  pounds  to 
the  person.  The  amount  that  was  con- 
fiscated easily  sufficed  to  feed  the  garri- 
son of  Wronki  for  the  twenty-four  hours 
before  the  next  west-bound  train  was  due. 

When  at  last  we  were  under  way  again 
the  Germans  in  my  compartment  took 
to  comparing  notes.  One,  a doctor,  was 
bewailing  the  “plain  theft”  of  a surgical 


appliance  of  rubber  which  the  Poles  had 
confiscated  in  spite  of  what  seemed  to 
be  complete  proof  that  it  was  his  private 
property  and  not  part  of  the  German 
army  supplies.  A foxy-faced  country 
youth,  who  had  carefully  changed  from 
shoes  to  high  boots  just  before  the  arri- 
val at  Wronki,  changed  back  again  now 
with  the  announcement  that  there  were 
some  four  thousand  marks  concealed  be- 
tween the  boot  soles.  The  younger 
schoolmaster  threw  off  the  disguise  with 
which  he  had  covered  his  real  thoughts 
and  announced,  vociferously: 

“You  drive  me  out  to  work  for  my 
livelihood!  I will  work  for  my  Father- 
land  at  the  same  time.  I will  go  to 
Bromberg  this  very  evening  and  join 
the  army  again.  We  shall  see  whether 
the  Poles  can  keep  Posen.” 

The  two  other  young  men  asserted 
that  they,  too,  had  left  with  exactly  that 
intention.  An  indignation  meeting 
against  the  Poles  raged  for  an  horn*  or 
more. 

“ I could  have  remained  and  kept  my 
position,”  went  on  the  schoolmaster,  “if 
I had  wanted  to  turn  Polack.  Both  my 
parents  were  Polish;  I spoke  it  before  I 
did  German,  but  I shall  always  remain  a 
true  son  of  the  Fatherland,  no  matter 
what  happens  to  it.” 

A few  hundred  yards  from  Kreuz 
station  our  train  halted  for  more  than 
an  hour,  and  gave  us  the  pleasure  of 
watching  the  Berlin  express  go  on  with- 
out us.  Though  it  would  have  been  a 
matter  of  twenty  seconds  to  have 
sprinted  across  the  delta  between  the 
tw'o  lines,  armed  boy  soldiers  prevented 
any  one  from  leaving  his  compartment. 
To  all  appearances  it  was  a case  of  “ pure 
meanness”  on  the  part  of  the  German 
authorities.  Our  wrath  at  being  forced 
to  wait  a half-day  for  a dawdling  local 
train  was  soon  appeased,  however,  by 
the  announcement  that  we  were  the  last 
travelers  who  would  be  allowed  to  enter 
Germany  from  the  province  of  Posen 
“until  the  war  was  over.”  The  frontier 
had  been  closed  by  orders  from  Berlin. 
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SO  far  as  a face  handicapped  by  azure 
eyes,  disappearing  dimples,  and  a 
mouth  of  almost  perfect  cupid’s-bow 
architecture  can  be  stem,  Barbara  Mar- 
vin, the  Senator’s  young  daughter  was, 
momentarily,  a model  of  austerity. 

Her  passion  for  the  precious  privilege 
of  the  ballot  at  times  almost  swept  her  to 
the  extreme  of  regretting  these  soft, 
feminine  allurements.  In  fact,  her  in- 
ability to  impress  the  Senator  with  the 
seriousness  of  her  convictions  on  this 
great  issue — her  first  consuming  enthusi- 
asm— was  the  very  thing  that  had  sent 
her  into  retreat  among  the  Vermont 
hills.  She  had  appealed  to  the  states- 
man and  had  been  answered  by  the  parent; 
she  had  spoken  as  a potential  citizen  to  a 
political  leader,  and  she  had  been  dis- 
missed as  a spoiled  child;  she  had 
pleaded  for  civic  justice  and  had  been 
offered  a pearl  necklace.  This  last 
stroke  had  stung  her  to  a fury  of  revolt. 

So  great  was  the  Senator’s  reputation 
for  diplomatic  finesse  that  he  was  pro- 
fanely known  throughout  the  state  as 
“Old  Sugarlips”;  but  it  must  be  ad- 
mitted that  he  blundered  boorishly  in 
dealing  with  his  spoiled,  mischievous, 
and  militant  daughter  after  the  indul- 
gent-parent fashion.  He  had,  at  one 
blow,  wounded  her  pride  and  stabbed  her 
faith  in  his  own  greatness. 

Instantly  she  had  meditated  a retalia- 
tion that  should  awaken  him  to  the  reali- 
zation that  she  was  an  intelligent  human 
being  burning  with  a great  conviction 
and  endowed  with  a fairly  complete 
equipment  of  reasoning  faculties.  How 
this  was  to  be  accomplished  she  was  not 
sure;  but  as  she  was  always  able  to 
“think  things  out”  more  clearly  when 
ranging  the  mountain  brooks  for  trout 


than  in  any  other  environment,  she  had 
fled  to  the  perpendicular  pastures  of 
Winterset  township  to  plot  against  the 
peace,  dignity,  and  intellectual  self-suffi- 
ciency of  the  senior  Senator  from  the 
Boulder  State. 

All  the  way  from  the  city  Barbara  had 
stared  unseeingly  from  the  car  window, 
stifling  a rising  tide  of  revolt.  And  at 
Westbrook,  where  she  took  the  stage  for 
Treadwell’s  Corners,  she  was  so  en- 
grossed with  her  warring  thoughts  that 
she  only  nodded  absently  to  obsequious 
Joe  Winter,  the  station  agent,  who  had 
represented  the  township  in  the  legislat- 
ure ever  since  she  could  remember. 

She  had  scarcely  pressed  a hurried  kiss 
upon  the  creamy  cheek  of  astonished 
Aunt  Celia  when  she  exploded: 

“ I’m  in  a rage.  Father’s  in  one  of  his 
stubborn  spells  and  I’ve  come  to  cool  off 
along  the  brook!  You  know  nothing 
settles  me  like  casting  for  trout.” 

A little  later,  as  she  reappeared  in  her 
fishing  “togs”  and  assailed  the  flaky 
wedge  of  cold  mince  pie,  she  inquired: 

“Any  news?” 

“Why,  yes,”  responded  her  aunt. 
“We’ve  got  a full-grown  town  pauper, 
the  first  in  twenty  years ! The  men-folks 
of  Winterset  don’t  talk  of  anything  else. 
You’d  think  he  was  being  kept  at  the 
Waldorf  Astoria,  to  hear  them  tell  it. 

But  he’s  mighty  useful  to  ’em.  When 
any  woman  in  Winterset  wants  a new 
hat  or  dress  she  gets  the  answer,  ‘Not 
while  we’ve  got  a pauper  on  our  hands.’  ” 

“Just  like  the  men,”  flashed  Barbara 
as  she  took  her  tackle  and  started  tow- 
ard the  brook. 

Instantly  she  determined  to  make  her 
first  attempt  upon  the  waiting  trout  in 
the  deep  pool  where  the  fringe  of  alders 
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overhung  the  bank  of  the  stream  in  the 
old  Benhara  pasture.  Already  the  brook 
had  begun  to  grip  her  with  its  spell,  and 
as  she  pushed  her  way  eagerly  through 
the  thickest  of  slender,  virginal  young 
birches,  she  felt  the  flood  of  her  anger 
ebbing  a little.  Then,  as  she  emerged 
into  a small,  grassy  opening,  she  sud- 
denly found  herself  facing — a man! 

He  was  a grizzled,  oldish  man,  with 
twinkling  gray  eyes,  rosy,  clean-shaven 
cheeks,  and  an  odd  air  of  good-humored 
world-weariness.  When  interrupted,  he 
was  about  to  impale  a grasshopper  upon 
his  hook. 

The  first  thought  that  flashed  through 
Barbara’s  mind  was,  “I  can’t  even  fish 
without  asking  permission  of  a man!” 

“Perhaps  I’m  intruding,”  she  ex- 
claimed in  surprise.  “ I know  men  don’t 
generally  care  to  have  a woman  about 
when  fishing.” 

He  answered  with  a wonderful  smile. 
Its  first  flavor  was  that  of  shy,  eager  wel- 
come, followed  by  a whimsical  blending 
of  mocking  humor  and  pensive  resigna- 
tion. 

“No,  you’re  not  intrudin’,  miss,”  he 
finally  answered;  “you’re  welcome.  I 
s’pose  I’m  the  only  man  in  Winterset 
that  believes  a woman  has  just  as  good 
a right  to  do  anything  or  go  anywhere  as 
a man  has!” 

“You  do?”  Barbara  responded,  in  de- 
lighted surprise. 

“Why  not?”  he  answered,  simply. 
“They’re  human  bein’s,  ain’t  they?  And 
I’d  hate  t’  think  what  a woman  would 
look  like  who  was  th’  intellectual  in- 
ferior of  most  of  th’  hard-cider  voters  of 
this  township!” 

Barbara  met  this  remark  with  a 
smile. 

“Mebby,”  he  continued,  “you  ain’t 
much  acquainted  round  here  — but  if 
you  happen  to  know  Harlow  Frey  or 
Wickson  Beale  or  Shackleton  Hobbs  or 
’most  any  other  of  our  leadin’  citizens, 
you  c’n  understand  what  a strain  on  th* 
imagination  it  is  to  picture  a woman 
lower  down  in  the  mental  scale  than 
they  be.” 


“I  think,”  remarked  Barbara,  as  her 
comrade  paused  to  pick  her  a few  tender 
sprouts  of  young  wintergreen,  “it’s  time 
we  introduced  ourselves.  I’m  Barbara 
Marvin,  and  I’d  like  to  get  acquainted.” 

He  answered  her  friendly  smile  in  kind 
— but  there  was  a quaint  humbleness  in 
his  tone  as  he  confessed: 

“I  guess  mebby  you’ll  be  able  t’  git 
along  without  much  more  of  my  com- 
pany, Miss  Barbara,  when  I own  up  I’m 
the  town  pauper.  But  I used  t’  play  with 
your  pa  when  we  was  boys.  He’s  a 
statesman  now — a great  statesman.” 
Then  he  chuckled,  boyishly: 

“ But  I hold  it’s  some  pumpkins  to  live 
on  this  town!  Nobody  but  me  h’s  been 
able  t’  do  it  for  more’n  twenty  years. 
If  I was  a top-notch  statesman  like  y’r 
pa  I couldn’t  take  up  more  of  the  talk 
of  my  fellow-citizens  than  I do  now. 
*Tain’t  possible.” 

Then  the  whimsical  smile  with  which 
he  offered  these  jeering  comments  upon 
his  prominence  faded  into  seriousness  as 
he  continued: 

“Queer,  ain’t  it,  how  things  will  stick 
in  yer  mind  like  burrs  to  a sheep’s  back? 
Sometimes  when  I’m  down  here  fishin’ 
or  prowlin’  through  the  clearin’s  after 
wild  berries  I git  t’  thinkin’  ’bout  goin’ 
up  t’  th’  capital  as  a representative  of 
th’  people  and  what  I’d  do  there.  You 
see,  a pauper  ain’t  burdened  with  the 
responsibility  of  watchin’  th’  town  ex- 
penses, an’  he’s  free  t’  give  his  mind  t’ 
public  questions.  I’ve  always  done  con- 
sid’able  readin’ — ’specially  since  I’ve 
been  on  the  town.  Th’  village  library 
ain’t  much  t’  brag  about,  but  I spend 
hours  there  readin’  th’  papers  an’  Th' 
Congressional  Record.  It  makes  it  more 
interestin’  t’  kind  o’  play  I’m  a states- 
man tryin’ t’  post  up  on  big  problems. 
Sounds  sort  o’  foolish  for  a grown-up 
town  pauper  to  be  playin’  he’s  a states- 
man— but  then,  they  don’t  anybody 
know  it  but  you  ’n’  me,  an’  I figger  we 
ain’t  goin’ t’  tell.” 

When  they  parted  that  afternoon  it 
was  with  an  appointment  to  meet  in  the 
morning  and  spend  the  day  on  Whet- 
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stone  Brook,  which  tumbled  uproariously 
through  the  next  valley. 

That  evening  Barbara  remarked: 

“Aunt  Celia,  I’ve  met  your  town  pau- 
per and  I .think  he’s  a dear!  He  used  to 
know  father  when  they  were  boys.” 

“ Why,  of  course  he  did,”  was  the  quick 
response.  “Henry  Dawes  is  just  as  re- 
spectable as  any  man  in  Winterset  to- 
day, if  he  is  a pauper.  His  folks  were 
looked  up  to  when  I was  a girl.  Henry 
was  a good-looking  young  man,  too.  He 
started  away  to  school,  but  had  to  come 
back  because  his  father  broke  down.  His 
mother  was  weakly.  Henry  got  his  smile 
from  her  an’  it’s  one  of  the  best  things 
left  in  the  township!  He  kept  right  on 
smiling,  too,  when  he  had  to  give  up  his 
schooling  and  come  back  t’  take  care  of 
th’  old  folks.  Somehow  he  didn’t  ever 
seem  to  fit  in  Winterset.  He’s  too  pro- 
gressive. Once  he  had  th’  whole  town 
up  on  its  toes  over  locating  a big  factory 
here — it  belonged  to  some  rich  folks  he’d 
met  when  he  was  away  at  the  academy. 
Your  father  said  it  would  have  made  the 
town,  but  the  men  who  had  the  say  of 
things  here  felt  that  the  factory  would 
put  taxes  up.  So  they  let  it  go  down  to 
The  Falls. 

“Henry  was  beginning  to  notice  a giri 
when  his  brother  out  West  died  and  left 
two  motherless  children.  That  settled 
Henry’s  dream  of  marrying  and  held  his 
nose  tight  to  the  grindstone  until  he  was 
middle-aged.  Folks  up  here  don’t  gen- 
erally die  in  a hurry,  and  his  father  and 
mother  lingered  along  into  their  eighties. 
The  expenses  had  piled  up  so  fast  that 
he  had  to  let  the  old  Dawes  place  go  on 
th*  mortgage.  When  the  nieces  married 
and  left,  we  all  thought  that  Henry 
would  have  his  chance,  even  if  he  was 
close  to  sixty.  He  did  go  over  into  York 
state  for  a few  years,  but  one  day  he 
turned  up  again  and  went  at  odd  jobs  of 
building.  He  got  all  he  could  do  because 
everybody  knew  he  was  honest. 

“When  the  selectmen  of  Winterset 
made  a contract  with  him  to  build  the 
big  covered  bridge  it  looked  as  if  Henry 
was  really  going  to  make  something  sub- 


stantial. But  he’d  agreed,  under  a for- 
feit, to  have  it  ready  for  a certain  day, 
and  the  man  who  was  lending  him  the 
money  shut  off  his  funds,  or  something 
like  that,  so  he  couldn’t  go  ahead.  Any- 
how, the  bridge  wasn’t  done  on  time  and 
the  selectmen  took  the  forfeit.  Then 
Henry  failed,  and  his  health  broke.  Fi- 
nally the  town  had  to  take  care  of  him. 
The  men-folks  wouldn’t  have  taken  him 
on  the  town  if  the  women  hadn’t  made 
’em.  We  couldn’t  see  Henry  Dawes 
starve  right  here  in  a Christian  commu- 
nity where  he’d  been  raised.  It  costs 
the  town  a hundred  and  fifty  dollars  a 
year  to  keep  him,  but  to  hear  th’  men 
talk,  you’d  think  the  whole  sum  was  be- 
ing clawed  right  out  of  their  vitals  with 
a bale-hook.” 

After  Barbara  had  gone  to  bed  that 
night  she  received  one  of  those  sudden, 
volcanic  inspirations  to  which  she  was 
occasionally  subject.  What  splendid  fun 
it  would  be  to  bring  Henry  Dawes  an 
eleventh-hour  realization  of  his  secret 
dream!  To  change  a town  pauper  into 
the  statesman  would  be  something  like 
transforming  a beggar-maid  into  a prin- 
cess— enough  like  it,  at  least,  to  set  Bar- 
bara tingling  with  thrills  at  the  thought 
of  its  possibility.  Besides,  there  might 
be  the  added  delight  of  showing  her  dis- 
tinguished father  what  the  feminine  in- 
tellect could  do  when  applied  to  the 
problem  of  practical  politics. 

She  recalled  his  favorite  political 
maxim,  “There’s  a heap  more  human 
nature  than  public  spirit  in  the  bosom  of 
the  average  voter,”  and,  “The  man  who 
lies  down  and  goes  to  sleep  on  the  soft 
side  of  a political  cinch  stands  a good 
chance  of  waking  up  just  in  time  to  see 
his  hide  nailed  to  the  barn  door.”  Bar- 
bara recognized  this  saying  as  a golden 
nugget  of  political  wisdom  and  promptly 
set  about  translating  it  into  terms  of 
action. 

In  the  morning,  when  Barbara  was 
being  whirled  to  the  Westbrook  station 
to  send  a telegram.  Aunt  Celia  was  pack- 
ing a huge  lunch-basket  with  a full  line 
of  her  choicest  picnic  cooking.  Bemem- 
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bering.that  a town  pauper  in  Winterset 
is  not  likely  to  be  overfed  on  tongue 
sandwiches,  cookies,  and  layer-cake,  she 
had  outdone  herself. 

At  the  station  Barbara  sent  this  mes- 
sage : 

Sorry  I was  nasty  to  the  greatest  states- 
man in  America.  Come  back  at  once.  Never 
saw  such  trout-fishing  before.  If  you  don’t 
come  I’ll  never  speak  to  you  again. 

Babb. 

When  she  had  turned  away  from  the 
ticket-window  the  grinning  operator 
showed  the  message  to  the  station  agent 
and  remarked: 

“Gosh!  She’s  th’  only  livin’  human 
bein’  that  dast  tell  the  Senator  when  he 
gits  off,  like  that!” 

“The  Senator,”  solemnly  responded 
the  station  agent,  “is  the  most  powerful 
man  in  this  state,  an’  about  the  richest. 
He  can  do  more  for  anybody  on  this 
road  than  th’  G.  M.  himself.  Don’t  you 
ever  make  a mistake  in  any  message 
that’s  got  his  name  to  either  end  of  it — 
and  put  it  through  double-quick,  too!” 

If  Aunt  Celia  had  not  been  the  sister 
of  Senator  Marvin  and  the  first  lady  of 
Winterset — and  therefore  able  to  do 
what  she  pleased  without  prejudice  to 
her  social  standing — she  might  have 
wished  that  her  niece  had  not  chosen  the 
post-office  corner  as  the  place  at  which 
to  “pick  up”  the  town  pauper;  but  the 
warmth  of  her  smile  and  handshake,  as 
he  climbed  into  the  surrey,  clearly  indi- 
cated that  she  was  as  pleased  with  him  as 
was  the  radiant  Barbara. 

Their  departure  was  witnessed  by  at 
least  half  the  inhabitants  of  the  village, 
a fact  which  was  slyly  recognized  by  the 
guest  of  honor,  who  remarked  that  he 
might  think  it  was  Town  Meeting  Day, 
if  he  hadn’t  known  better.  Barbara 
could  almost  hear  the  buzz  of  comment 
that  followed  in  their  wake  as  they 
turned  up  the  hill  road. 

“I  think,”  she  reflected,  “that  the 
Elder  Statesmen  have  caught  the  idea 
that  Henry  Dawes  has  a friend  or  two, 
even  if  he  is  on  the  town.” 


Probably  no  town  pauper  ever  en- 
joyed a day  of  greater  social  delight  than 
Barbara  gave  to  her  new  friend.  Her 
glowing  good  humor  melted  his  reserve 
before  they  had  gone  a mile.  As  they 
passed  the  Hobbs  house  he  remarked: 

“Tidy  little  place — but  you  wouldn’t 
think  it  was  the  home  of  a great  finan- 
cier, would  yeh?  ’Tis,  though.  There’s 
some  men  who  take  their  fun  playin’ 
croquet  and  others  pitchin’  horseshoes 
at  a peg — but  Uncle  Shack  takes  his  out 
in  figgerin’.  The  other  day  he  showed 
me  a piece  of  wrappin’-paper  on  which 
he’d  figgered  that  my  keep  was  the  in- 
terest, at  four  per  cent.,  on  an  invest- 
ment of  three  thousand  seven  hundred 
and  fifty  dollars.  That  sum  seemed  to 
weigh  on  his  mind  like  a load  of  boulders. 
But  when  I asked  him  how  much  money 
he  had  out  at  that  rate  he  intimated  that 
I was  probably  th’  most  ungrateful  old 
leech  of  a pauper  eatin’  th’  bread  of  pub- 
lic charity  anywhere.” 

“Aren’t  there  any  real  nice  men  up 
here?”  pointedly  inquired  Barbara. 

“Why,  yes,  I guess  so,”  replied  Unde 
Henry.  “Anyhow,  one.  There’s  young 
Philo  Sumner  Phillips.  He  sings  tenor 
and  goes  down  t’  Boston  t’  learn  oratory 
and  have  his  nails  shined  by  a lady.  He 
told  the  Episcopal  preacher  from  West- 
brook that  he’d  about  decided  t’  enter 
public  life  an’  devote  his  career  t’  th’ 
uplift  of  Th’  Hill  people.  Says  he  looks 
t’  see  th’  day  when  th’  debasin’  influence 
of  hard  cider  will  be  unknown  in  these 
parts  an’  th’  inhabitants  ’ll  be  refined 
out  of  the  vulgar  custom  of  sleepin’  in 
their  underclothes.  I gather  that  if  he 
was  pushed  hard  enough  he’d  be  willin’  t’ 
rim  for  Congress.  Mebby  he’d  consent 
to  make  a start  by  goin’  t’  th’  state 
assembly.” 

This  character  sketch  of  Winterset’s 
“nice”  young  man  seemed  to  furnish 
Barbara  with  food  for  much  agreeable 
reflection.  Her  smiling  silence  was  main- 
tained until  they  reached  Whetstone 
Brook.  For  perhaps  the  first  time  in  her 
life,  Barbara  found  that  she  was  unable 
to  make  an  entire  mental  surrender  to 
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the  joy  of  whipping  a trout-stream.  Her 
haste  to  meet  the  Senator  and  get  deeper 
into  the  action  of  her  intrigue  moved  her 
to  suggest  an  unaccountably  early  start 
for  home. 

She  found  her  father  waiting  for  her 
and  gave  him  a greeting  that  should  have 
repaid  him  for  all  the  annoyance  of  their 
late  estrangement.  It  drew  from  his 
reticent  lips  the  remark: 

“Barbara,  you’re  so  much  like  your 
mother!  She  was  a beautiful,  high- 
spirited  girl  and  the  most  irresistible 
penitent  after  a fit  of  temper.” 

“Anyway,  you’re  a dear  of  a dad,” 
was  Barbara’s  impulsive  response,  “if 
you  are  sometimes  a little  stubborn.  To- 
morrow you’re  going  to  take  my  friend, 
the  town  pauper,  and  myself  in  the  car 
over  to  Clear  Springs.  He’s  been  charm 
ing  to  me,  and  there  isn’t  a man  in  all 
your  old  home  town  who  looks  up  to  you 
more  than  he  does.  He’s  saturated  with 
your  speeches  and  takes  a more  intelli- 
gent interest  in  real  public  affairs  than 
any  other  man  here!  So  give  him  a good 
time  to-morrow.”  Then  Barbara  sud- 
denly changed  the  subject: 

“Then  there’s  something  else  you  can 
do  to  please  your  spoiled  daughter. 
Isn’t  Mr.  Winter,  the  station  agent  at 
Westbrook,  a very  capable  man?” 

“Yes;  rather  above  the  average  in 
this  region,”  replied  the  Senator. 

“Can’t  you  get  him  a better  position 
somewhere  on  the  line?  I’d  like  him  to 
have  a promotion  at  my  request.” 

“The  agent  at  The  Falls  is  going  to 
resign,”  admitted  the  Senator.  “That 
place  pays  double  what  Winter  is  getting 
here,  and  I shouldn’t  wonder  if  he  might 
measure  up  to  it.” 

From  the  pocket  of  the  car  the  insist- 
ent young  benefactress  drew  a telegraph 
blank  and  handed  it  to  her  father. 

“You  know  I belong  to  the  Right  Now 
Lodge!  And  please  make  the  message  so 
strong  that  it  can’t  fail,  for  inside  an 
hour  after  it’s  sent  every  house  in  Win- 
terset  township  will  be  buzzing  with  the 
news.” 

When  he  wrote  a message  to  the  presi- 


dent of  the  road  Barbara  knew  that  her 
first  move  on  the  political  chess-board 
was  a success;  she  had  created  a vacancy 
in  the  Winterset  legislative  seat.  A few 
minutes  later  she  confided  to  the  sur- 
prised station  agent: 

“You’ve  always  been  so  kind  to  me, 
Mr.  Winter,  that  I asked  dad  to  do  this 
on  my  account.  Of  course  it’s  going  to 
take  you  out  of  the  legislature  and  leave 
a vacancy — but  then  there  are  always 
ambitious  young  men  and  budding  ora- 
tors ready  to  step  into  public  places 
whenever  a veteran  is  promoted.” 

Joe  Winter’s  one  political  maxim  was, 
“A  wink’s  good  as  a nod  to  a blind  hoss.” 
He  held  that  no  true  politician  ever  ex- 
pressed his  intentions  in  plain  and  direct 
speech,  and  that  the  whole  art  of  getting 
on  with  the  masters  of  fine  political  in- 
trigue who  manipulated  the  destinies  of 
the  state  government  lay  in  an  ability  to 
read  the  code  of  subtle  indirections  and 
make  shrewd  deductions  from  a cipher 
language  of  delicately  veiled  suggestions. 
That  Senator  Marvin  or  any  one  so 
closely  associated  with  him  as  Barbara 
should  make  a remark  relating  to  politics 
which  did  not  carry  a hidden  meaning 
was  not  considered  possible  by  Joe 
Winter.  That  would  be  a more  unthink- 
able breach  of  form  for  them  than  the 
use  of  bad  grammar  or  inelegant  table 
manners.  Therefore,  after  he  had  sub- 
mitted Barbara’s  remark  to  the  decoding 
process,  he  answered: 

“Miss  Barbara,  you’ve  made  two  men 
mighty  happy.  If  Philo  Sumner  Phil- 
lips knew  that  he  really  owes  it  to  you 
that  he’ll  get  his  chance  to  lift  up  his 
voice  in  the  state  legislature,  I think  he’d 
be  willing  to  keep  still  and  listen  to  your 
voice  for,  say,  at  least  half  an  hour.  He 
certainly  does  feel  the  urge  of  oratory,  as 
he  calls  it.  If  he  don’t  get  a chance  be- 
fore long  to  hear  himself  speak  in  ‘legis- 
lative halls,’  I’m  afraid  he’ll  explode  and 
spatter  himself  all  over  the  township. 
You’re  makin’  a great  safety-first  stroke 
for  the  community.” 

“And  you’re  delightfully  clever,” 
laughed  Barbara.  “It’s  a pleasure  to 
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talk  politics  with  one  who  is  so  quick  to 
understand.” 

That  day  the  Senator’s  car  explored 
almost  every  mile  of  passable  roadway 
in  Winterset  township,  with  the  town 
pauper  sitting  in  state  on  the  back  seat 
beside  the  most  powerful  politician  in  the 
commonwealth.  It  was  a day  of  delight- 
ful relaxation  and  reminiscence  for  the 
Senator.  There  were  moments  when  he 
almost  felt  himself  a barefooted  boy 
again,  with  a passion  for  the  forbidden 
society  of  Len  Persons — who  had  served 
a term  in  the  penitentiary  for  smuggling 
goods  across  the  Canadian  border — and 
an  ambition  to  buy  old  Jed  Stimson’s 
red  peddler’s  cart  and  ply  the  beckoning 
roads  of  the  Boulder  State. 

And  his  humble  companion  reminded 
him  of  a score  of  boyish  scrapes  that  he 
had  not  recalled  for  half  a century.  That 
day  he  and  Henry  shook  hands  with 
more  friends  of  their  boyhood  than  they 
had  met  in  many  years.  Incidentally, 
Barbara  contrived  to  halt  for  a few  mo- 
ments not  only  in  every  village  and  ham- 
let in  the  township,  but  also  in  the  door- 
yards  of  a score  of  elderly  and  suffering 
taxpayers. 

Meantime,  Joe  Winter  was  busy 
spreading  the  news  of  his  promotion  and 
passing  the  word  that  evidently  the  boy 
orator  of  Winterset  was  “going  to  have 
it  all  his  own  way.” 

On  the  post-office  steps,  the  following 
morning,  when  the  Senator  took  his 
leave,  he  placed  his  hand  familiarly  on 
the  shoulder  of  the  town  pauper,  and,  in 
plain  hearing  of  the  bystanders,  ex- 
claimed: 

“Henry,  I’ve  had  the  time  of  my  life 
making  the  rounds  with  you.  We  are 
going  to  see  more  of  each  other  in  the 
future.” 

Later  Barbara  again  drew  her  car  to 
a deft  halt  before  Treadwell’s  store  and 
motioned  Shackleton  Hobbs  to  ap- 
proach. At  this  signal  he  left  the  bench 
held  down  by  the  Elder  Statesmen  with 
a nimbleness  that  he  had  not  displayed 
since  the  historic  day  when  he  had  fallen 
into  the  pond  in  an  attempt  to  recover  a 


silver  dollar  that  -had  slipped  from  his 
hand. 

“I’m  going  out  for  a little  drive  and 
I thought  perhaps  you’d  keep  me  com- 
pany,” remarked  Barbara. 

“I  guess  I’m  game  for  anything  that 
Henry  Dawes  can  do,”  remarked  the 
town  patriarch.” 

“Speaking  of  Mr.  Dawes,”  responded 
his  hostess,  “you  taxpayers  must  find  it 
quite  a burden  to  care  for  him.” 

“ Burden !”  quoted  Shackleton.  “ He’s 
a dead  weight ! Just  draggin’  down  them 
that’s  got  a little  something  tucked 
away!” 

“Yes,”  was  Barbara’s  sympathetic 
answer,  “and  the  burden  falls  heaviest 
on  the  shoulders  of  those  who  are  along 
in  years — those  who  must  live  from  their 
little  savings.  If  this  were  a township 
of  young  men — ” 

“You’re  hittin’  th’  nail  right  on  th’ 
head!”  Shackleton  interrupted.  “Us  ol* 
fellers  have  t’  carry  th’  load.  Hain’t 
a baker’s  dozen  of  young  chaps  left  here 
since  the  spruce  was  cut — anyhow,  not 
that’s  got  thety  cents  ahead.  What  d’ 
they  care  ’bout  taxes?” 

“Isn’t  there  some  way,”  asked  Bar- 
bara, “by  which  this  burden  of  Mr. 
Dawes’s  support  could  be  shifted  to  where 
it  would  not  be  so  heavy?” 

“Young  lady,”  impressively  declared 
the  dean  of  the  Elder  Statesmen,  “I’ve 
laid  awake  nights  tryin’  t’  figger  that 
out.  If  ’twan’t  for  the  wimmin-folks  we 
men ’d  march  him  to  the  town  line  an’ 
kick—” 

“Oh!”  interrupted  Barbara,  “but  you 
couldn’t  do  that.  Mr.  Dawes  is  a good 
man  and — ” 

“Just  what  all  th’  wimmin  say!”  cut 
in  Shackleton.  “I’ve  heard  that  so 
many  times  it  makes  my  head  ache. 
Lemme  tell  you,  ol’  Henry  hain’t  th’  only 
feller  that’s  tried  t’  fasten  himself  on  th’ 
pauper  list  of  this  town — but  he’s  th’ 
only  one  that  we  didn’t  have  something 
on  that  could  be  used  t’  turn  th’  wimmin 
against  him.  He’s  been  s’  pesky  re- 
spectable that  he’d  ought  t’  ’ve  been  a 
preacher.  I’ve  tried  t’  git  him  started 
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preachin’,  but  th’  oF  leech  says  he  ain’t 
fit  t’  expound  the  gospel  fm  the  pulpit.” 

“But — ” innocently  inquired  the  girl 
at  the  wheel — “don’t  you  have  to  sup- 
port the  minister?” 

“Yep,”  was  the  crisp  answer.  “But  I 
tell  my  Ma’thy  they  ain’t  any  use 
keepin’  two  paupers — one  in  the  pulpit 
an’  th’  other  out — when  they  could  be 
rolled  into  one.” 

“How  clever!”  laughed  Barbara. 
“What  did  your  wife  say?” 

“Said  th’  church  needed  a young  man, 
eloquent,  t’  build  it  up.” 

“Speaking  of  eloquence,”  responded 
Barbara,  “I  understand  that  Winterset 
has  an  eloquent  young  man  who  expects 
to  succeed  Mr.  Winter  in  the  legis- 
lature.” Then  she  laughed  insinuat- 
ingly and  added,  “He’s  just  as  able  as 
the  minister  to  earn  a living  in  some 
other  way,  isn’t  he?” 

The  sharp,  close-set  eyes  of  the  village 
financier  suddenly  lifted  to  the  face  of 
the  girl  and  studied  it  with  fierce  intent- 
ness. There  was  no  doubt  that  an  acute 
mental  disturbance  was  taking  place 
behind  those  steel-bowed  spectacles. 
Then  he  shook  his  head  and  muttered: 

“If  they  was  some  way!  If  it  could 
be  done!” 

“What  are  you  thinking  of?”  inno- 
cently inquired  Barbara. 

“Why — ’lect  that  ol’  leech  t’  th’  legis- 
lature instead  of  sendin’  th’  gabby  young 
Philo.  But  Joe  Winter’s  already  passed 
out  th’  word  that  Philo’s  th’  ticket.  Joe 
ain’t  in  th’  habit  of  talkin’  about  any 
slate  that  ain’t  be’n  passed  on  by  your 
pa  an’  they  all  know  it.” 

“Mr.  Hobbs!”  exclaimed  Barbara, 
“you’re  a wonderful  man.  Why,  your 
idea  is  splendid!  It  wouldn’t  be  exactly 
popular  to  run  a town  pauper  for  a seat 
in  the  legislature.  The  city  papers  would 
be  likely  to  have  fun  with  that  phase  of 
the  campaign  and  make  it  seem  to  re- 
flect upon  the  public  spirit  of  the  town- 
ship. But  I’m  sure  any  one  who  could 
think  of  such  a wonderful  plan  could 
also  find  a way  of  overcoming  all  the 
obstacles  to  it.” 


The  countenance  of  her  companion 
registered  proud  and  complete  accept- 
ance of  the  insinuation  that  he  had 
originated  the  idea  of  removing  the  town 
burden  by  promoting  the  pauper  to  the 
legislature. 

“Of  course,”  remarked  Barbara,  “you 
would  naturally  be  selected  to  go  to  the 
assembly;  but  the  life  there  would  be 
too  hard  for  men  of  your  years.  Board  is 
high.  Mr.  Winter  has  often  said  that  the 
pay  is  hardly  enough  to  meet  the  ex- 
penses.” 

“Nope,”  responded  Shackleton;  “none 
of  us  ol’  men  could  stand  th’  wear  an’ 
tear  of  a session.  But  Henry  could.” 

“Is  Mr.  Phillips  very  popular?”  Bar- 
bara inquired. 

“With  himself — an’  some  other  wom- 
en,” was  the  tart  answer.  “But  there 
ain’t  a dozen  taxpayers  who’d  waste  a 
vote  or  a chew  of  t’bacca  on  him.” 

“Why  not,”  resumed  Barbara,  “just 
let  Mr.  Phillips  run  and  make  all  the 
speeches  he  wants  to  without  putting  up 
any  candidate  against  him — openly?  If 
his  friends  thought  there  was  no  one 
running  against  him  they  might  be  in- 
clined to  take  his  election  for  granted 
and  not  turn  out  to  the  polls.  Then  this 
election  is  going  to  come  when  men  will 
be  busy  in  the  fields.  Meantime  you  and 
Mr.  Frey  and  Mr.  Beale  could  quietly 
see  your  friends  and  ask  them  to  say 
nothing,  but  just  come  to  the  polls  in  the 
afternoon  of  election  day  and  write  Mr. 
Dawes’s  name  on  the  ballot.  I could  take 
you  and  your  friends  about  and  nothing 
would  be  thought  of  it.  Then,  too,  this 
way  of  doing  it  would  perhaps  help  to 
offset  the  idea  in  the  minds  of  some,  that 
Mr.  Winter’s  choice  of  a candidate  was 
official  so  far  as  father  is  concerned.” 

The  horny  hand  of  Shackleton  Hobbs 
reached  out  impulsively  and  patted  the 
shoulder  of  the  driver  as  he  cackled: 

“You’re  sma’t.  You’re  sha’per  *n 
tacks.  I didn’t  know  there  was  a woman 
in  the  world  as  slick  as  you  be.” 

“Thank  you,”  replied  Barbara,  as  she 
modestly  added:  “Isn’t  it  fortunate 
that  father  has  just  been  here  visiting 
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all  over  the  township  with  Mr.  Dawes 
and  calling  on  their  old  friends?  That 
will  certainly  overcome  any  impression 
that  he’s  not  friendly  to  our  silent  can- 
didate. You  can  tell  the  taxpayers  who 
are  taken  into  the  secret  that  this  is  just 
a way  of  avoiding  any  unpleasant  no- 
toriety because  he  is  unfortunate  enough 
to  be  a pauper.” 

“Huh !”  gleefully  exclaimed  the  village 
financier.  “We’ll  ’lect  him! — ’lect  him 
right  off  th’  pauper  list.  But  we’ve  got 
t’  keep  all  this  f’m  him.  He’s  mean 
enough  t’  upset  it  all,  just  because  we 
aim  t’  save  th’  cost  of  his  keep.  I know 
that  ol’  coot!  He’s  as  contrary  as  a hen, 
an’  he’d  run  away  f’m  a good  dinner  if 
he  thought  I wanted  him  t’  eat  it.” 

“Yes,  I’m  afraid,”  admitted  Barbara, 
“that  Mr.  Dawes  might  make  trouble  if 
he  understood  this  plan.  We’ll  keep  it 
all  from  him  until  after  the  election.” 

“Mebby,”  suggested  the  town  econo- 
mist, “he’ll  rare  right  up  in  the  shafts 
and  refuse  t’  take  the  place  after  he’s 
*lected.  He’s  just  that  mulish.” 

“But,”  Barbara  assured  him,  “that 
can  be  avoided  if  all  those  in  the  secret 
will  keep  the  motive  of  the  election 
strictly  to  themselves.” 

“I’ll  shet  ’em  up,”  promised  the 
thrifty  conspirator. 

In  the  brief  interval  before  the  elec- 
tion, Barbara  made  the  Elder  Statesmen 
the  envied  of  all  other  inhabitants. 
There  was  scarcely  a road  in  Winterset 
that  was  not  explored  by  one  of  these 
patriarchs  as  the  chaperone  of  the  busy 
and  eccentric  Barbara.  Simeon  Hull,  the 
town  wit,  declared: 

“No  young  feller’s  got  a ghost  of  a 
show.  He’s  gotta  wear  white  whiskers 
an’  shake  in  his  legs  before  th’  slickest 
girl  in  the  state  ’ll  look  at  him.  An’  see 
what  damage  she’s  done  a’ready ! Shack 
Hobbs  thinks  he’s  th’  Dook  o*  Winterset 
or  something  o’  that  sort,  an’  Wick 
Beale’s  got  reckless  an’  bought  a new 
straw  hat.  Oh,  our  Barbara  is  some 
little  philanderer!  Why,  she’s  lulled  our 
leadin’  citizens  an’  most  painful  tax- 


payers into  forgettin*  they’ve  got  a 
pauper  on  their  hands.” 

When  this  filtered  through  the  com- 
munity and  finally  reached  the  ears  of 
Barbara,  by  way  of  Aunt  Celia,  it  car- 
ried the  comment: 

“ I can’t  see  what  you  get  out  of  carry- 
ing those  tiresome  old  men  around  the 
country,  day  after  day.  When  you  got 
interested  in  Henry  Dawes,  I could  un- 
derstand it.  He’s  bright  an’  keeps  him- 
self clean.  But  you  seem  to  be  all  taken 
up  with  Wick  Beale  and  Shackleton 
Hobbs  and  the  rest  of  those  tight  old 
bench-warmers  who  put  in  their  time 
hating  Henry.” 

Barbara  was  divided  between  the 
temptation  to  laugh  and  to  confess  her 
plot.  But  this  was  no  time  for  trusting 
her  secret  to  even  the  most  discreet 
feminine  ears.  So  she  said: 

“Aunt  Celia,  I’m  going  to  shift  my 
attack  and  see  how  much  of  a hold  I 
have  secured  on  the  Elder  Statesmen.  I 
want  to  find  out  what  they’ll  do  when 
they  see  me  shedding  the  light  of  my 
smiles  on  the  young  men.  Don’t  you 
think  that  ’ll  be  interesting?” 

“Barbara!”  returned  her  aunt. 
“You’re  certainly  the  boldest  and  the 
most  spoiled  girl  I ever  saw.  You 
wouldn’t — ” 

“Just  you  wait  and  see,”  was  the 
quick  challenge.  “ A week  from  Tuesday 
I am  going  to  give  a unique  social  affair 
for  the  young  people — a picnic  breakfast 
at  Bent’s  Lake.  The  only  thing  which 
will  not  be  unique  anil  be  a speech  by 
that  eloquent  and  rising  young  orator — ” 

“Why,  Philo  can’t  come;  that’s  elec- 
tion day!”  exclaimed  Aunt  Celia.  “He’ll 
have  to  be  getting  his  forces  to  the  polls. 
Besides,  all  the  young  folks  who  can 
leave  their  work  will  be  riding  the  coun- 
try for  him!  You’ll  have  to  pick  some 
other  day.” 

“Did  you  ever,”  returned  Barbara, 
“know  Philo  Stunner  Phillips  to  refuse 
an  invitation  to  address  an  audience? 
Besides,  I just  happen  to  be  Senator 
Marvin’s  only  and  well-spoiled  daughter 
and  Philo  is  entirely  aware  of  that  fact. 
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For  an  ambitious  young  legislator  to  re- 
fuse a request  from  the  pampered  child 
of  the  powerful  senior  Senator  would  be 
inconceivably  poor  politics,  wouldn’t 
it?  But  you’re  the  dearest  old  thing  that 
ever  lived — even  if  you  do  fathom  the 
inmost  secret s of  my  soul!  Besides, 
you’re  the  best  cook  in  Winterset  town- 
ship and  you’re  going  to  have  the  distinc- 
tion of  cooking  the  first  picnic  breakfast 
ever  served  in  The  Hills.” 

Barbara  knew  that  the  future  legisla- 
tor was  due  to  speak  at  Horton’s  Mill 
that  afternoon  and  that  she  was  reason- 
ably certain  to  meet  him  on  the  road 
between  Westbrook  and  that  hamlet.  It 
did  not  suit  her  purposes  to  have  their 
meeting  public.  Therefore  the  orator  of 
Winterset  encountered  Barbara’s  car 
near  The  Forks.  The  face  which  she 
lifted  to  Philo  Sumner  Phillips  made  no 
concealment  of  its  welcome. 

“Oh,”  exclaimed  Barbara,  with  flat- 
tering impulsiveness,  “I’m  so  glad  that 
you  happened  this  way.” 

“ If  there  is  anything  I can  do  for  you. 
Miss  Marvin,”  he  said  in  his  richest 
chest  tones,  “I  shall  consider  myself 
honored.” 

“Isn’t  it  strange,”  returned  Barbara, 
“how  things  happen?  I was  thinking  of 
you  at  the  very  instant  you  appeared— 
because  I wanted  to  ask  a favor  of  you.” 

“Your  wish,”  Philo  declared,  “is  a 
command.” 

That,  he  felt,  was  an  answer  worthy 
of  the  future  representative  of  Win- 
terset. 

“ I want  you  to  address  a little  social 
gathering  a week  from  Tuesday.  I’m 
giving  a picnic  breakfast  on  the  shores 
of  the  lake.  All  the  young  people  of  the 
township  are  invited.” 

“A  week  from  Tuesday?  In  the  fore- 
noon?” he  repeated.  “That  is — ” 

“ Why,  so  it  is  election  day,  of  course!” 
exclaimed  Barbara.  “ But  certainly  that 
can  make  no  difference  to  you,  Mr. 
Phillips.  Without  any  opposing  ticket  in 
the  field  you  can  surely  disregard  the 
silly  country  superstition  that  a candi- 
date must  be  at  the  polls  and  pretend 


to  be  anxious  about  the  results.  Besides, 
I’m  sure  you  feel  a deep  interest  in  the 
betterment  of  the  condition  of  the  people 
of  this  region!  I can  talk  to  you  as  I 
couldn’t  to  those  who  know  little  of  the 
world.  I thought  you  would  perhaps 
speak  on  ‘Helping  the  Hill  People’  and 
give  a little  vision  of  the  higher  needs  of 
this  community.  Of  course  we  know 
that  they  are  drowsy  with  self-satisfac- 
tion and  need  to  have  their  eyes  shaken 
open.  They  must  be  told  that  public 
improvements  are  the  only  means  of 
progress!” 

“ You  give  me,”  solemnly  declared  the 
bowing  orator,  “the  proudest  oppor- 
tunity of  my  life.  I shall  always  look 
back  with  supreme  satisfaction  to  the 
fact  that  the  beginning  of  my  public 
career  was  made  under  such  auspices 
and  that  at  the  moment  when  the  citi- 
zens of  Winterset  were  first  honoring  me 
with  their  suffrages  I was  sowing  in  their 
minds  the  seeds  of  a noble  discontent. 
That,  Miss  Marvin,  will  be  a splendid 
memory !” 

He  was  standing  beside  the  gray  car 
and  for  a brief  moment  Barbara  gave 
him  both  her  hands. 

“It’s  so  good  of  you!”  she  exclaimed. 
“I  want  your  address  to  be  a delightful 
surprise  to  my  guests,  so  I’m  going  to 
ask  you  to  let  it  remain  our  secret 
until — ” 

“Until  that  happy  and  auspicious 
morning!”  he  interrupted,  sweeping  his 
hat  low  as  he  gave  her  a bow  which  he 
considered  an  excellent  modern  replica 
of  the  salute  which  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 
fastened  upon  the  pages  of  Elizabethan 
history. 

The  day  of  election  was  as  bright  and 
fair  as  any  ever  predicted  in  a weather 
forecast. 

Barbara  recognized  that  no  man  who 
had  crops  to  harvest  or  whose  bosom 
reacted  to  the  thrifty  adage  about  mak- 
ing hay  while  the  sun  was  shining  would 
leave  his  work,  with  such  weather,  to 
go  to  the  polls.  While  the  guests  invited 
to  her  odd  party  were  mainly  members 
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of  the  “younger  set”  known  to  be 
friendly  to  Philo  Sumner  Phillips  and 
liable  to  have  leisure  and  interest  enough 
to  cast  their  ballots  for  him,  the  limita- 
tions of  “younger  set,”  as  defined  by 
the  scope  of  her  invitations,  were  de- 
cidedly elastic.  They  included  many 
substantial  citizens  whose  minds  were 
more  occupied  with  the  problems  of 
financial  prudence  than  with  the  advent- 
ures of  ambition  or  romance.  In  one 
case,  at  least,  the  zone  of  complete  re- 
tirement was  invaded — for  Henry  Dawes 
was  a guest  on  whom  the  hostess  show- 
ered conspicuous  favor!  Not  even  the 
envious  and  sharp-tongued  village  jester 
was  shut  from  her  favor. 

“Ain’t  she  th’  busiest  little  stepper 
that  ever  came  down  th’  pike?”  he  con- 
fided to  Henry  Dawes.  “I  always  did 
want  one  good  chance  t’  make  th’  boy 
orator  of  Winterset  squirm.  I got  it  now, 
an’  it’s  goin’  t’  take  ’n  earthquake  t’ 
shake  me  loose  from  her  skirts.  He’s 
achin’  t’  get  her  where  he  c’n  talk  her  t’ 
death,  an’  I’ve  got  a call,  as  th’  preachers 
say,  to  stand  between  her  an’  that  kind 
of  a lingerin’  death.  I’m  goin’ t'  pertect 
her  from  Philo.  I think  I’ve  pestered 
him  consid’ble  a’ready.” 

“There  ain’t,”  quietly  observed  the 
town  pauper,  “a  boy  or  man  here  that 
she  ’ain’t  handed  a smile  to — one  o’  them 
made-for-you  kind  that  ’ll  be  took  home 
and  put  away  private.” 

“Oh!  Lord  help  us!”  suddenly 
groaned  Simeon  as  the  orator  of  the  oc- 
casion smilingly  arose  to  perpetrate 
Barbara’s  “delightful  surprise.” 

“Hear  that!”  he  exclaimed  a moment 
later,  violently  nudging  his  neighbor. 
“It’s  all  about  helpin’  Hill  people!  You 
wait  a minute  and  he’ll  break  in  th’  head 
of  th’  family  hard-cider  barrel — Yessur! 
— there  it  goes!  I told  yuh!  Next 
thing  he’ll  take  away  their  chewin’ 
t’bacca  an’  hand  ’em  all  nice  white 
nighties.  No — he’s  refrainin’  out  of 
consideration  fer  th’  ladies.  Listen! 
D’yuh  get  that? — a visitin’  nurse,  ’n’  a 
comfit’ble  ’n’  sanitary  home  fer  th’  poor 
that  ’ll  be  th*  pride  of  th’  progressive 


citizens  of  Winterset.  Th’  visitin’  nurse 
fer  me,  Henry — you  c’n  have  th’  sanitary 
home  fer  the  unfort’nit! 

“Say,  won’t  th’  bunch  o’  progressive 
citizens  up  on  Treadwell’s  bench  be 
pleased  t’  learn  what  th’  next  representa- 
tive aims  t’  tack  onto  th’  town  expenses? 

I gotta  go  ’n’  tell  ’em — can’t  linger  any 
longer!  That  talk  ’ll  cert’ny  make  a hit 
with  our  ven’ble  taxpayers.” 

“I  wouldn’t  say  anything  here,”  sug- 
gested the  pauper.  “It  wouldn’t  be 
exactly  p’lite  t’  Miss  Marvin.” 

“Do  I need  tuh?”  was  the  sharp  re- 
sponse. “Ain’t  he  unwindin’  his  dream 
himself? — yards  of  it!  I’ll  save  my 
breath  fer  that  noble  group  of  reckless 
ol’  philanthropists  up-town.  Just  think 
of  it,  Henry — a candidate  in  this  town 
spillin’  that  kind  of  talk  before  th ’ polls 
are  closed l Henry,  if  they  find  me  stiff 
an’  cold  by  the  roadside,  ’tween  here  an’ 
town,  tell  them  I died  happy — just 
laughed  myself  t’  death!” 

Just  as  some  of  the  guests  seemed  to 
feel  that  the  picnic  breakfast,  which  had 
eloquently  extended  itself  well  into  the 
afternoon,  was  about  over,  Barbara 
“prevailed”  upon  the  Westbrook  rector 
to  make  a few  remarks.  His  happy  re- 
sponse held  the  crowd  for  another  hour, 
and  then  she  announced  that  the  re- 
mainder of  the  afternoon  would  be  given 
over  to  games  and  fun.  She  had,  Bar- 
bara modestly  admitted,  won  a few 
swimming  prizes  at  the  seashore  and  it 
might  amuse  her  friends  to  see  some 
diving  and  fancy  swimming  tricks  which 
were  her  only  real  accomplishments. 

Her  guests  gasped.  Not  one  stirred 
from  the  grounds  after  this  announce- 
ment. Winterset  was  to  witness  its  first 
female  swimming  exhibition — and  that 
by  Barbara  Marvin! 

Instantly  she  retired  into  a tent  on  the 
beach  to  appear  in  the  only  bathing-suit 
ever  seen  in  the  township.  Her  fashion- 
able friends  considered  it  reasonably 
modest,  but  most  of  the  interested  spec- 
tators were  not  aware  of  that  fact.  Some 
held  that  there  was  no  such  thing — at 
least  for  a girl  as  unreasonably  beautiful 
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as  Barbara.  The  art  of  outdoor  bathing 
for  the  gentler  sex  was  wholly  undevel- 
oped in  Winterset,  but  had  not  the 
orator  of  the  day  assured  them  that 
there  were  many  good  things  in  which 
The  Hills  stood  in  dire  need?  Perhaps, 
then,  one  of  these  was  the  broadening 
influence  of  fancy  swimming-suits  and 
co-educational  water  frolics! 

Even  the  eloquence  of  Philo  Sumner 
Phillips  did  not  win  more  unstinted  ap- 
plause than  the  dives  and  “stunts”  of 
the  Senator’s  daughter.  She  lost  count 
of  her  encores.  As  she  came  laughing 
from  the  water,  the  gallant  Philo  greeted 
her  with  the  happy  phrase: 

“A  perfect  mermaid!” 

As  the  picnickers  returned  to  their 
homes,  Henry  Dawes  casually  remarked 
to  Barbara: 

“I’m  afraid  some  cows  in  these  hills 
ain’t  goin’ t’  git  milked  until  about  mid- 
night, an’  I guess  most  of  our  young 
men  ’ll  reach  th’  polls  ’bout  ’n  hour  after 
they’ve  closed.” 

Every  one  of  the  anxious  Elder  States- 
men stood  with  a silver  watch  in  his 
hand  as  the  time  for  closing  the  polls 
approached- 

Simm  Hull  had  not  laughed  himself  to 
death  on  his  way  back  to  the  village,  as 
he  had  threatened,  but  had  survived  to 
pour  the  news  of  Philo’s  prodigal  pro- 
gram into  the  ears  of  the  venerable  tax- 
payers. He  was  disappointed  at  the 
result.  They  received  the  news  with  as- 
tonishing serenity.  Therefore  the  village 
jester  watched  the  proceedings  with  the 
cynical  aloofness  of  one  who  saw  a splen- 
did comedy  sacrificed  by  dull  and  stupid 
players  who  could  not  see  the  greatness 
of  their  lines. 

But  when  “ Jedge  ” Hutchins  unlocked 
the  tin  box  and  dumped  the  ballots  on 
the  center  of  the  table,  Simeon  conde- 
scended to  betray  a slight  resumption 
of  interest  by  bending  forward  and 
training  his  sharp  eyes  upon  the  little 
heap  of  paper  scraps.  While  the  election 
clerks  were  adjusting  their  spectacles 
and  clearing  their  throats  for  their  offi- 
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cial  task,  according  to  established  ritual, 
Simeon  had  already  deciphered  the  name 
scribbled  upon  several  ballots  and  had 
noted  that  many  others  had  writing 
on  them.  His  big  bulk  shook  with  silent 
chuckles,  but  he  stifled  his  hilarity  until 
enough  of  the  ballots  had  been  counted 
to  give  a fair  indication  of  the  result. 
The  crowd  in  the  little  shop  held  its 
breath  until  the  town  wit  broke  the 
tense  silence  with  a whoop: 

“Where’s  Henry?  Gentl’men,  I beg 
the  privilege  of  bein’  th’  messenger  of 
this  hon’able  election  board  t’  wake 
Henry  Dawes  from  his  pauper  bed  and 
tell  him  he’s  a statesman!  If  you’ll 
lemme  do  it  I’ll  set  up  a keg  of  th’  hard- 
est cider  in  Winterset.  After  th’  rest  of 
yuh  git  about  half  pickled  it  ’ll  be- 
gin t’  dawn  on  yuh  how  good  this  thing 
is.” 

“Well,”  interrupted  Harlow  Frey, 
“Henry’s  ’lected,  all  right.  We  ’ain’t 
gotta  take  care  of  him  no  longer.” 

“What  you  aim  t*  tell  Henry?”  de- 
manded the  shrill  voice  of  Shackleton 
Hobbs. 

“Tell  him!”  responded  the  town 
jester.  “I’ll  say:  ‘Henry,  your  lovin’ 
fellow-citizens  have  picked  you  to  go  up 
t’  th’  halls  of  legislation.  Your  voice 
ain’t  chesty  as  that  of  your  defeated 
opponent,  but  you’ve  got  a great  an’ 
glorious  mission  before  you — an’  one 
that  will  win  th’  eternal  gratitude  of 
your  generous  constituency,  from  which 
I bring  this  inspirin’  message:  ‘If  you 
ain’t  statesman  enough  t’  remove  your- 
self f’r  all  time  f’m  the  pauper  list  you’re 
no  true  son  of  this  great  commonwealth 
n’r  of  Winterset  township!’” 

“Don’t  you  dast  tell  him  any  such 
thing,”  interrupted  Shackleton,  shaking 
with  excitement.  “You  clown!  Don’t 
you  know  how  contrary  that  ol’  leech  is? 
Like  ’s  not  he’d  rather  spite  us  by 
stickin’  here  on  the  pauper  list  than  go 
up  t’  th’  capital  an’  draw  four  dollars 
per  diem  with  perkisites.  If  you  was  to 
throw  it  in  his  face  that  we  ’lected  him 
just  t’  git  rid  of  him,  he’d  throw  us.  I 
told  th*  Senator’s  daughter  that,  right 
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at  the  start.  He  mustn’t  know  anything 
about — ” 

Another  wild  whoop  of  joy  from 
Simeon  put  an  end  to  this  explanation. 

“ Shack,”  he  exclaimed,  “ I apologize  t’ 
th’  assembled  villagers  an’ t’  th’  sma’test 
woman  in  th’  state.  I almost  credited 
you  with  hatchin’  this  thing — the  great- 
est political  coo-pay  in  th’  history  o’  th’ 
state! — but  I see  it  all  now.  You  just 
furnished  th’  motive  an’  she  pervided 
th’  brains.  She’s  th’  only  human  bein’ 
exceptin’  myself  that’s  got  a sense  of 
humor  big  enough  t’  make  livin’  here  a 
joy.  Some  day  when  women  vote  she’ll 
set  in  her  dad’s  seat  in  the  Senate  an’ 
they’ll  never  miss  him.” 

“You  just  hold  your  hosses,”  insisted 
Wickson  Beale,  “till  after  Henry’s  took 
the  oath  of  office.  Then  you  c’n  talk 
an’  laugh  all  you  wanta.  We’ve  worked 
too  hard  t’  wipe  him  f’m  th’  pauper  list 
t’  have  you  kick  it  over  now  by  givin’ 
Henry  a chance  t’  get  his  back  up  and 
dump  us  in  th’  ditch.” 

As  the  triumphant  Barbara  lay  awake 
that  night  and  studied  the  pattern  which 
the  moonlight  and  the  curtain  threw 
upon  the  wall  of  her  chamber,  she  found 
herself  suddenly  facing  a delicate  prob- 
lem. How  was  her  statesman  to  be 
decently  outfitted  for  his  new  r61e?  She 
felt  that  his  pauperism  was  official,  not 
inherent,  and  that  there  was  not  a more 
independent  and  self-respecting  spirit  in 
Winterset  than  his.  She  remembered 
how  often  she  had  caught  glimpses,  un- 
der his  serene  and  whimsical  exterior, 
of  a delicate  sensitiveness.  To  overcome 
this  would  be,  perhaps,  the  most  difficult 
task  of  her  campaign,  but  somehow  it 
must  be  done!  Somehow  he  must  be 
provided  with  good  clothes. 

Barbara  had  never  been  more  thrilled 
than  when,  the  following  morning,  she 
found  her  friend  by  the  brook,  at  the 
very  spot  of  their  first  meeting,  and  went 
toward  him  with  shining  face  and  out- 
stretched hands. 

“Now,”  she  said,  “you  can  have  your 
chance,  and  I’m  so  glad!” 


“You’re  a — a great  girl!”  stammered 
Henry  Dawes.  Then  the  shadow  of  seri- 
ousness lifted  from  his  face  and  he 
laughed  boyishly  as  he  added:  “I  ex- 
pect old  Wick  Beale  an’  Hobbs  an’ 
th’  rest  of  the  Elder  Statesmen,  as  you 
call  ’em,  think  they’ve  got  th’  start  of 
me.  They’re  chucklin’  like  a lot  of 
squirrels.  It ’d  serve  ’em  right  if  I’d 
kick  right  over  th’  traces  an’  refuse  to 
qualify.  But  I ain’t  goin’  t’  do  that. 
You’d  be  disappointed  after  all  I’ve  said 
about  my  wantin’  t’  be  a statesman,  an’ 
I ain’t  goin’ t’  spoil  your  fun.” 

Then  he  dropped  his  voice  to  a confi- 
dential tone  and  added: 

“ But  just  between  two  public-spirited 
citizens  interested  in  seein’  th’  Hill  peo- 
ple uplifted,  there’s  goin’  t’  be  some 
state  improvements  voted  this  session 
that  ’ll  prevent  th’  tax  list  of  Winterset 
from  shrinkin’ so’s  you’d  notice  it!  That 
was  a wonderful  speech  of  Philo’s.  He 
moved  me  mightily.” 

“Now,”  said  Barbara,  “there’s  some- 
thing real  serious  that  I want  to  talk 
about  and  I don’t  quite  know  how  to 
begin  for  fear — you  see — ” 

He  broke  her  embarrassed  silence  by 
asking: 

“ Do  you  figger  that  anybody  seasoned 
in  a pauper’s  seat  in  this  town  is  goin’ t’ 
be  hurt  by  anything  a lady  like  you’d 
say  to  him?” 

Under  this  assurance  Barbara  re- 
sumed: 

“ You  see,  you’ll  have  to  go  up  to  the 
capital  and  you’ll  need  good  new  clothes 
and  a traveling-bag  and  money  for  ex- 
penses. You’re  my  friend — I want 
you  to  make  a good  appearance — and 
you  must  take  this.” 

Henry  Dawes  looked  long  at  the  roll 
of  bills  which  the  girl  impulsively  pressed 
into  his  hand.  Finally  he  returned  the 
bills  and  spoke  with  crisp  decision: 

“Nope! — can’t  take  it!  I’m  obleeged 
more’n  I can  say — but  ’tain’t  possible. 
I got  money — plenty — more’n  a thou- 
sand, buried  in  th’  fireplace  of  our  old 
house. 

“ You  see,”  he  continued  with  a sheep- 
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ish  grin,  “I  used  t’  have  a dog,  when  I 
was  a boy,  who  was  always  buryin’  bones 
against  the  time  when  he’d  come  hungry. 
Never  forgot  that  dog!  I hain’t  lived 
here  ’most  all  my  life  without  leamin’ 
something  about  Hill  people,  as  Philo 
calls  ’em.  Saw  that  their  quality  was 
peterin’  out.  Th’  live  ones  left.  What 
stayed  was  leavin’s.  Put  in  their  time 
watchin’  for  relatives  t’  die  and  leave 
’em  something  t’  fight  over. 

“Well,  I finally  got  away  for  a while 
and  made  a new  start  over  in  York  state. 
Did  more  business  ’n  I ever  figured  t* 
do.  But  when  a man  I’d  took  a contract 
from  failed  up,  owin’  me  about  a thou- 
sand dollars,  I took  what  I had  left  an’ 
come  home.  Started  in  contractin’  here. 
Old  Shack  Hobbs  said  if  I’d  build  the 
big  bridge  he’d  finance  me.  Then  he 
framed  it  up  with  the  selectmen  t’  freeze 
me  out.  Figgered  they  c’d  save  a lot  o’ 
taxes  by  forcin’  me  t’  th’  wall  at  th’  last 
minnit.  Of  course  ol’  Shack  was  goin’ t’ 
have  a few  private  pickin’s  fer  his  trou- 
ble. He  got  ’em,  an’  I failed  up.  It 
broke  me  flat;  but  I wa’n’t  goin’ t*  be 
beat  out  by  them  ol’  weasels.  I figgered 
t’  git  even.  The  only  way  I c’d  see  t’  git 
my  money  back  f’m  Winterset  was  t’ 
board  it  out  as  th’  town  pauper.  . 

“Sho’tly  what  sh’d  happen  but  this 
York  state  man  turned  up  an’  paid  me 
that  thousand  I’d  never  expected  t’  see 
— with  back  interest.  He’d  got  on  his 
feet  an’  made  a pile  bigger  ’n  a haystack. 
Said  he  wanted  th’  fun  of  seein’  my  eyes 
pop  out  when  he  handed  me  th’  green- 
backs. 

“Now  when  this  windfall  come  along 
I let  things  slide  as  they  was  an’  went 
ahead  with  my  pauper  boardin’  plans.  I 
planned  that  when  I got  even  with  th’ 
town  down  t’  th’  last  copper,  I’d  resign 
f’m  th’  pauper  list.  Course  I didn’t 
dast  deposit  that  money  in  any  savin’s- 
bank;  I remembered  that  dog  of  mine, 
an’  buried  it  under  th*  fireplace  in  th’ 
ol’  house.  We’ll  go  ’n’  git  it  now.” 

“Uncle  Henry,”  Barbara  exclaimed, 
“I’ve  never  begun  to  appreciate  you. 
Here  I’ve  been  associating  you  with  the 


Babes  in  the  "Woods  and  other  helpless 
innocents!  There’s  a great  anxiety  off 
my  mind;  you’re  going  to  get  along  in 
politics  up  at  the  state  capital — and 
get  most  of  the  things  you  go  after,  too.'” 

When  the  Hon.  Henry  Dawes  took 
leave  of  his  constituents,  at  Treadwell’s 
store,  to  go  up  to  the  session,  his  ap- 
pearance made  the  assembled  inhabi- 
tants gasp.  He  was  arrayed  in  a fash- 
ionable gray  suit  which  fitted  as  per- 
fectly as  that  on  the  trim  shoulders  of 
Senator  Marvin,  who  had  come  expressly 
to  enjoy  the  occasion. 

The  departing  state  representative 
carried  in  one  hand  a kit-bag  of  aston- 
ishing style  and  magnificence,  and  in  the 
other  a cane  of  white  birch  cut  from  the 
pasture  of  his  home  place — and  circled 
with  a wide  gold  band. 

After  the  dazed  eyes  of  Shackleton 
Hobbs  had  surveyed  for  a moment,  the 
splendors  of  the  promoted  pauper  he 
reached  out  his  thin  old  hand,  felt  of  the 
sleeve  of  the  gray  coat  with  appraising 
fingers,  and  muttered: 

“ All  wool ! — by  ’Mighty ! — every 
thread!  Where ’d  he  git  ’em?  That’s 
what  I wanta — ” 

An  insinuating  voice  at  his  elbow  in- 
terrupted: “I  bought  him  the  bag  and 
father  gave  him  the  cane.” 

“But  them  clothes ?”  insisted  the  dean 
of  the  Elder  Statesmen. 

After  Senator  Marvin  had  shaken 
hands  with  the  crowd  that  overflowed 
the  platform  of  Treadwell’s  Store,  the 
alert  Barbara  whispered  in  his  ear: 

“If  you  don’t  honor  the  most  historic 
occasion  that  Winterset  has  ever  known 
with  a speech  every  citizen  present  is 
going  to  feel  cheated.  And  please  don’t 
serve  it  cold.  They  want  oratory  and 
want  it  hot.  So  be  a dear,  and  let  your- 
self go.” 

The  expectant  hush  that  had  sud- 
denly fallen  upon  the  crowd  confirmed 
Barbara’s  reading  of  the  popular  desire 
and  the  Senator  nodded,  handed  his  hat 
to  Barbara,  and  addressed  his  “Fellow- 
citizens  and  companions  of  my-youtb.” 
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He  painted  the  glories  of  his  native  state 
and  town  in  colors  as  rich  as  those  with 
which  the  first  frost  of  autumn  had 
touched  the  foliage  of  the  hills,  and 
dwelt  upon  the  great  problems  with 
which  the  nation  was  confronted.  And 
then  in  quiet  tones  that  thrilled  his  eager 
hearers,  he  concluded: 

“ But  1 have  something  far  more  inti- 
mate to  say  than  this.  I have  a confes- 
sion to  make  to  my  friends  of  my  youth 
— an  acknowledgment  of  political  mis- 
takes and  a pledge  to  do  my  utmost  to 
correct  them.” 

There  was  a perceptible  intake  of 
breath  on  the  part  of  his  hearers,  as  he 
paused  and  placed  his  hand  upon  the 
shoulder  of  the  beaming  Barbara.  With 
a rare  and  whimsical  smile  he  continued: 

“The  wit,  the  tact,  and  the  political 
resourcefulness  of  this  young  woman  in 
connection  with  the  happy  event  which 
we  to-day  celebrate  have  taught  me 
that  any  man  who  doubts  the  political 
capacity  of  woman  is  living  in  the 
drowsy  mist  of  tradition.  From  this 
time  forward  1 will  never  hinder  the 
fullest  political  freedom  of  woman — or 
doubt  its  wisdom  and  justice. 

“And  to  my  boyhood  friend — wiser 
than  I — who  has  never  questioned  the 
political  equality  of  the  sexes,  I give  this 
cane,  cut  from  the  pasture  of  his  old 
home  place.  It  is  a token  both  of  my 
affection  for  him  and  of  my  conversion 
to  the  cause  to  which  he  and  his  cam- 
paign manager  are  devoted.” 

For  perhaps  the  first  time  in  her  life 
Barbara  Marvin  was  a figure  of  public 
embarrassment  and  confusion.  But  she 
was  rescued  by  Wickson  Beal,  who  took 
the  stick  from  the  hands  of  its  owner 
and  read  aloud  the  inscription  engraved 
on  its  gold  band: 

Honorable  Henry  Ben  ham  Dawes 
From  his  boyhood  friend  and  faithful  admirer 
Merrill  Treadwell  Marvin 


“I  swow!”  exclaimed  Shackleton. 

“That,  gentlemen,”  said  Joe  Winter, 
tapping  the  inscription  impressively,  “is 
the  passport  to  political  success  in  this 
state.  I know  what  doors  that  ’ll  open 
at  the  capital.”  Then  he  lowered  his 
voice  to  a confidential  pitch  and  added: 
“You  bet  Henry  ’ll  get  anything  he  asks 
for  after  the  boys  take  a good  look  at 
that.  An’  some  day  Henry  Dawes  ’ll  be 
leaving  here  for  Washington  instead  of 
up-state.  He  c’n  tie  most  of  us  in  knots 
when  it  comes  to  politics — an’  Lord! 
look  at  the  backin’  he’s  got!” 

“Well,”  loudly  declared  Shackleton 
Hobbs  as  the  Senator’s  big  car  glided 
toward  Westbrook  station  bearing  the 
two  statesmen  from  Winterset,  “I  guess 
I done  ’bout  as  much  t’  ’lect  ’im  as 
anybody.” 

“Shack,”  exclaimed  the  village  wit, 
“if  you’ll  stick  t’  that  line  of  talk  strong 
enough,  your  lovin’  fellow-citizens  ’ll 
buy  you  a tombstone  as  a token  of  their 
esteem.  It’s  your  one  chance  t’  fool 
posterity.” 

When  Barbara  returned  from  the  sta- 
tion she  found  the  old  man  seated  on  the 
bench  in  front  of  Treadwell’s  store,  and 
gazing  reflectively  at  a plug  of  tobacco 
held  limply  in  his  bony  hand.  Startled 
from  his  reverie,  he  looked  up  suddenly 
at  his  smiling  fellow-conspirator  and  ex- 
claimed : 

“Where  did  he  git  them  clothes? 
That’s  what  I wanta  know.  Where  did 
he  git  them  flossy  clothes ?” 

“It’s  a secret,”  whispered  Barbara, 
“but  I don’t  mind  telling  you.  He 
bought  them  with  money  he’d  put  away 
from  his  work  in  New  York  state.” 

After  an  eloquent  moment  of  stunned 
silence  the  old  man  murmured: 

“Th’  ol’  fox!  I might  ’a*  knowed  it. 
He’s  smarter  ’n  th’  hull  pack  of  us.  But 
we  ’ain’t  got  t’  keep  him  any  longer. 
He’ll  be  fixed  for  life.” 
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IN  MEMORIAM 


BY  W.  D.  HOWELLS 


NO  literary  man  Las  lived  more  un- 
known in  his  most  characteristic 
function  or  died  to  more  universal  recog- 
nition of  it.  Henry  Mills  Alden  was  the 
editor  of  this  periodical  for  fifty  years, 
but  he  was  scarcely  more  accounted  so 
outside  of  the  daily  discharge  of  his  duty 
than  if  his  work  had  operated  itself. 
But  he  was  no  sooner  dead  than  all  his 
contemporaries  awoke  to  consciousness 
of  his  unequaled  relation  to  them  and 
the  public  hailed  his  memory  as  that  of 
the  greatest  editor  of  his  time,  or  almost 
any  time. 

There  has  been  something  very  beau- 
tiful in  the  universal  acclaim  cf  the  long, 
tacit  nature  of  his  service.  A measure 
of  affection  such  as  rarely  qualifies  the 
tributes  to  the  dead  made  their  readers 
sharers  in  the  feeling  of  the  writers.  A 
very  large  public  knew  him  as  the 
author  of  several,  especially  two,  ex- 
traordinary books,  but  so  small  a public 
knew  him  as  the  editor  of  the  most 
widely  circulated  periodical  of  its  long 
time  that  many  contributions  were  ad- 
dressed to  the  merely  nominal  editor  of 
the  “Easy  Chair,”  as  if  he  were  an 
active  entity,  instead  of  an  idle  pretense. 
But  now  that  Alden  is  gone  every  one 
associated  with  him  in  his  faithful  labors, 
and  every  writer  eager  to  contribute  to 
their  effect,  has  hastened  to  record  some 
affectionate  sense  of  his  unequaled  fit- 
ness for  his  work,  some  feeling  of  his 
unselfish  devotion  to  its  performance. 

For  almost  twenty  years  Alden  was 
the  next-door  neighbor  of  him  who  still 
occupies  the  Easy  Chair  in  this  maga- 
zine, but  the  long  term  of  bis  rule  in  the 


Editor’s  Study  was  only  a minor  part  in 
his  long  service  of  the  House  of  Harper, 
which  began  with  the  editorial  manage- 
ment of  Harper's  Weekly  and  continued 
in  the  editorship  of  Harper's  Magazine 
to  the  time  of  his  death  on  the  7th  of 
October.  H he  had  lived  to  the  11th  of 
November  he  would  have  been  eighty- 
three  years  old,  but  centuries  of  life 
could  not  have  intensified  the  quality  of 
his  usefulness  or  of  his  devotion  to  the 
service  of  the  House  which  had  in  all 
half  a century  of  the  best  that  was  in 
him. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  make  the  world 
outside  realize  the  completeness  of  his 
devotion  in  this  service.  He  was  a man 
of  rare  gifts,  a poet,  a philosopher,  a 
scholar,  an  acute  critic,  but  few  of  those 
who  knew  him  in  these  characters  knew 
him  as  an  editor  perfect  in  his  time  and 
place.  He  understood  with  something 
like  inspiration  that  his  work  should  be 
strictly  recognizant  of  the  ideal  of  the 
publishers  who  had  imagined  and  cre- 
ated the  periodical  they  intrusted  to  his 
guidance,  and  who,  it  can  be  well  con- 
ceived, in  whatever  event,  would  main- 
tain the  control  of  it.  The  wonder  of 
his  service  was  that  he  did  not  allow  it, 
if  he  ever  wished  it,  to  become  other 
than  the  most  intelligent  compliance. 
The  publishers  constantly  advised  with 
him  and  he  with  them,  and  he  wras  of 
such  rare  make  that  he  could  see  the 
reason  of  their  opinions,  which  were 
rather  theirs  than  his.  Their  mutual 
relation  was  a mechanism  which  was 
finally  without  jar,  and  their  accord  was 
the  production  of  a periodical  which 
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was  without  an  equal  as  a whole,  how- 
ever it  might  be  rivaled  in  parts.  The 
ideal  remained  the  publishers’,  with, 
their  instinct  for  a popularity,  and  its 
realization  was  the  editor’s,  with  his 
taste,  his  knowledge,  his  acquaintance 
with  literature,  and  his  unselfish  intel- 
ligence. 

In  due  time  his  modest,  gentle,  brave 
life  will  be  fitly  written,  and  he  will  be 
made  adequately  known  to  the  public 
which  so  vaguely  knew  him  as  an  editor. 
He  was  graduated  at  Williams  College, 
and  at  the  Andover  Theological  Semi- 
nary, for  it  was  his  purpose  to  become  a 
minister  of  the  New  England  type  of 
orthodoxy.  He  was  of  the  gentle  yet 
simple  line  of  the  Aldens  of  Plymouth, 
and  he  was  born  poor  in  the  little  Ver- 
mont village  of  Mt.  Tabor,  where  his 
first  experience  of  the  world  was  work 
in  a cotton-mill  of  the  wicked  time  when 
the  superintendents  could  beat  the  little 
children  enslaved  to  them.  The  writer 
of  this  remembers  Alden’s  telling  him, 
with  that  beautiful  abeyance  of  his,  that 
once  while  he  was  yet  a small  boy  his 
fellow-workers  recognized  gifts  in  him 
beyond  other  boys,  and  one  of  them 
who  had  grown  gray  in  their  common 
servitude  charged  him  not  to  forget 
them  when  he  went  out  into  the  world, 
where  it  was  believed  that  he  would 
make  a potent  figure,  but  try  to  help 
them  and  to  lighten  their  hard  lot. 

It  may  have  been  the  hope  of  this 
that  inspired  him  to  study  theology  and 
to  try  for  a place  in  the  ministry  where 
he  could  serve  all  the  poor  and  suffering. 
We  may  be  sure  he  did  not  forget  them, 
but  Alden  was  not  meant  for  the  church. 
He  was  meant  for  the  secular  service  of 
men’s  souls  in  the  literature  in  which 
his  work  eventuated;  something  largely 
and  deeply  hopeful,  but  not  definitely 
doctrinal  or  dogmatic.  After  his  gradua- 
tion at  the  Theological  School  in  Ando- 
ver, he  gave  a course  of  Lowell  lectures 
at  Boston  on  “The  Structure  of  Pagan- 
ism,” and  presently  found  himself  in 
New  York,  vainly  endeavoring  to  recon- 
cile poetic  aspiration  with  the  prose  of 


daily  life.  Sometime,  when  that  part  of 
his  story  is -written,  the  world  will  have 
a passage  of  literary  history  unique  in 
character,  and  of  singular  preciousness 
as  a purely  American  contribution. 

His  struggle,  if  his  varied  sufference 
of  adversity  may  be  called  so,  ended  in 
the  long  peace  of  his  employ  by  the 
House  of  Harper.  The  genius  of  demo- 
cratic simplicity  and  accessibility  ex- 
pressed itself  for  the  business  side  in  the 
assembly  of  the  whole  cousinhood  suc- 
ceeding the  brotherhood  of  the  House 
at  the  desks  which  largely  covered  the 
space  of  the  first  floor  at  Franklin 
Square;  but  the  editorial  side  needed 
greater  privacy,  and  the  literary  and 
artistic  workers  were  cloistered  in  a suc- 
cession of  wooden  cells  on  the  floor  above, 
where  the  managers  of  the  Monthly , 
could  be  found  by  any  one  making  some 
show  of  right  to  audience.  In  such  a 
cell  on  such  terms  you  could  find  the 
greatest  magazine  editor  of  his  time, 
who  held  more  hopes  and  fears  in  his 
control  than  any  other.  There  was  a 
desk  covered  with  manuscripts  where 
Alden  sat  and  read  and  worked,  and  be- 
side the  door  stood  a chair  where  a 
visitor  might  be  bidden  sit  if  he  or  she 
could  show  reason.  Oftenest  the  visitor 
could  not  show  this  from  the  manuscript 
offered  in  the  belief  that  there  was  no 
other  way  of  getting  a manuscript  to 
the  editor.  He  or  she  could  not  believe 
that  every  manuscript  addressed  to  the 
editor  would  be  opened  by  his  own  hand 
and  judged  on  its  fitness  or  merit;  but 
Alden  was  none  the  less  patient  with 
every  visitor.  He  looked  at  the  things 
offered  him,  and  with  surpassing  kind- 
ness judged  and  refused  them,  or,  in 
some  all  but  incredible  instance,  ac- 
cepted one  of  them  and  sent  the  author 
reeling  away  in  rapture.  But  he  was  just 
to  all;  he  was  patient,  he  was  conscien- 
tious beyond  the  imagination  of  those  he 
condemned  with  or  without  hope. 

We  of  the  Easy  Chair  once  went  with 
an  elderly  poet  who  unadvisedly  wished 
to  submit  his  copy  of  verse  personally  to 
the  editor  and  suffered  through  the 
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suspense  which  did  not  end  in  rapture. 
The  operation,  if  not  painless,  was  not 
long;  but,  having  ourselves  read  the 
poem,  we  felt  that  justice  had  been  done, 
and  we  knew  that  the  kind  judge  had 
shared  our  joint  suffering.  It  was  bad 
for  the  poet,  but  perhaps  it  was  worse 
for  the  editor. 

When  the  unwise  were  all  gone  in 
their  succession,  he  turned  to  the  manu- 
scripts before  him,  and  noted  on  them 
his  opinion  or  decision  to  his  assistant 
readers,  or  sometimes  he  wrote  to  the 
author,  the  happy  author,  a letter  in 
that  beautiful  hand  of  his  which  he  was 
affectionately  proud  to  find  so  like  the 
beautiful  hand  of  the  Head  of  the  House, 
whom  he  loved.  He  loved  all  the  House, 
and  their  degree  or  desert;  he  called 
those  of  the  younger  generation  by  their 
familiar  names.  His  affection  embraced 
everybody,  even  those  literary  aspirants 
who  would  come  to  him  without  right 
or  reason.  The  visitors  who  had  the  best 
claim  upon  him  were  such  as  came  with 
some  fruitful  suggestion,  and  he  was 
grateful  to  these,  and  he  did  not  make 
them  feel  that  it  had  been  better  for 
them  to  have  written.  But  the  visits 
which  he  seemed  really  to  enjoy  were 
those  of  some  friend  who  had  no  business 
with  him,  and  who  would  help  him  lose 
himself  from  all  editorial  care  and 
launch  himself  in  one  of  those  psycho- 
logical speculations  dearer  to  him  than 
anything  else  in  the  world.  Then  he 
would  dream  aloud  in  a steady  flow,  and 
seem  not  to  mind  much  whether  you 
were  following  with  him  or  not  in  his 
question  of  the  Soul,  of  God,  of  Life  and 
Death.  You  perceived  that  these  were 
his  very  interests,  and  that  the  other 
duties  which  he  never  neglected,  but 
always  most  faithfully  discharged,  were 
things  of  the  passing  hour,  and  were  as 

Cares  that  infest  the  day 

and  ceased  with  it. 

In  the  management  which  succeeded 
the  board  of  Harper  & Brothers,  the 
new  head  of  the  House  revived  the  two 
departments,  the  “ Editor’s  Study,”  and 


the  “Editor’s  Easy  Chair,”  which  had 
been  allowed  to  lapse,  and  had  the 
pleasure  of  offering  the  “Study”  to 
Alden.  Then,  to  his  unbounded  con- 
tent, Alden  became  a regular  editorial 
writer  in  the  magazine  which  he  had  con- 
ducted so  long,  and  he  continued  to 
write  the  “Study”  until  his  failing 
health  obliged  him  to  give  it  up  within 
a few  months  of  his  death. 

Until  within  a few  years,  when  he  took 
an  apartment  in  town,  Alden  made  his 
home  in  a New  Jersey  village,  and  when 
he  issued,  at  the  day’s  end,  from  his 
booth  at  Franklin  Square,  he  set  out  on 
his  hour  of  railroad,  with  his  constant 
cigar  over  his  unfailing  game  of  cards  in 
the  smoking-car.  He  probably  never 
consciously  accomplished  his  journey,  or 
knew  whether  he  lost  or  won  his  game. 
He  was  plunged  in  the  depths  of  those 
metaphysics  speculations  where  he  had 
his  real  being,  for  he  was  a poet  at  soul, 
and  literary  to  his  finger-ends,  and  editor 
of  inspired  fitness,  but,  above  all,  he  was 
a psychologist  of  the  uttermost  abandon 
to  the  “filmy  shapes  that  haunt  the 
dusk”  of  the  borderland  of  the  soul. 

What  these  early  Lowell  lectures  on 
“The  Structure  of  Paganism”  may  have 
been  we  do  not  know,  for  they  were 
never  published,  but  they  were  doubtless 
a prelude  to  those  strange,  powerful 
books,  God  in  His  World  and  A Study  of 
Death,  which  roused  our  time  to  the  fact 
that  we  had  among  us  a thinker  of  far 
reach,  a dreamer  who  could  “dream 
true”  about  the  deepest  concerns  of  our 
life  and  could  win  a place  for  his  vision 
“among  the  cloudy  trophies”  of  that 
inner  temple  where  the  seers  have  ever 
served  and  prophesied.  Probably  no 
book  of  such  serious  intent  as  God  in 
His  World  had  instantly  won  so  wide 
acceptance  or  brought  such  instruction 
and  consolation  to  so  many  who  might 
have  thought  themselves  incapable  of 
profiting  by  it.  The  simplest  souls 
seemed  capable  of  seizing  its  significance, 
and  the  most  complex  found  refuge  and 
relief  from  themselves  in  it.  A Study  of 
Death  did  not  reach  so  many,  but  it  was 
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a popular  book,  too,  and  found  its  lesser 
public  among  the  same  “folks,”  as  they 
would  have  called  themselves  or  one 
another,  and  among  those  whom  these 
“folks”  would  have  recognized  as  the 
elect. 

Hitherto  those  who  had  known  Alden 
at  all,  had  known  him  as  the  editor  of 
Harper’s  Magazine,  but  these  were  few, 
and  even  his  editorial  identity  had  not 
penetrated  to  anything  like  a popular 
consciousness.  To  the  wider  public, 
where  his  books  now  made  their  strong- 
est appeal,  probably  Harper’s  Magazine 
had  always  seemed  to  edit  itself.  But 
this  strange  thinker,  this  great  seeker  of 
the  farther  and  deeper  truth,  went  on 
editing  Harper’s  Magazine  in  the  wonted 
fashion  for  yet  twenty-five  and  thirty 


years.  As  before,  he  came  daily  to  his 
offioe  in  Franklin  Square  overlooking 
the  tracks  of  the  Third  Avenue  Ele- 
vated, and  worked  on  the  old  lines  and 
daily  consulted  with  the  powers  that 
were  and  then  at  last  were  not,  and  then 
again  were,  reconstituted  in  like  sym- 
pathy but  other  personality.  But  Alden 
was  growing  old,  and,  though  “age 
could  not  wither  him”  as  soon  as  other 
minds,  it  must  have  its  way  with  him. 
His  spirit  remained  dauntless,  but  the 
flesh  was  weak  and  weaker,  and  he 
began  to  come  every  other  day  to  Frank- 
lin Square,  and  at  last  his  unworthy  and 
inconstant  comrade  of  the  “Easy  Chair” 
heard  that  Alden  came  only  once  or 
twice  a week.  After  that  he  did  not 
come,  and  now  he  will  never  come  more. 


HENRY  MILLS  ALDEN 

Editor  of  Harper’s  Magazine,  1869-1919 

THE  book  lies  open — just  where  last  he  wrote— 
A heritage  that  time  and  faith  may  keep; 
The  throbbing  presses  pause,  for  they,  too,  know 
The  master  is  asleep. 

The  book  lies  open — and  another’s  hand 
Shall  guide  again  its  virile  truths  to  fame; 

But  we  who  loved  shall  read  with  aching  hearts. 
Because  we  miss  his  name. 

So  many  feet  have  sought  the  little  room — 

The  calm  he  made  above  the  spiral  stair. 
To-day  the  tear-drops  fall  throughout  the  land 
Because  he  is  not  there. 


0 knight  of  thought — who  threaded  words  with  light — 
O ripened  greatness  of  a master  mind — 

Leave  just  the  modest  mantle  you  have  worn. 

That  he  who  comes  may  find! 

The  book  lies  open;  turn  the  written  page — 

For  love  and  time  the  hallowed  records  keep; 

And  memory  guards  with  jealous  care  her  own — 

The  master  is  asleep. 

Virginia  Frazer  Boyee. 
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THREE  PIGS 

BV  DON  MARQUIS 

1SAW  three  pigs  under  an  oak-tree — a 
white  pig,  a black  pig,  and  a black* 
and-white  pig.  They  were  talking  as 
they  ate  acorns,  and  I hid  on  the  other 
side  of  the  tree  to  listen. 

“I  am  not  what  I seem,”  said  the 
white  pig,  curling  his  tail  proudly  and 
cocking  his  head  to  one  side  in  a very 
conceited  manner. 

“Nor  I,”  said  the  black  pig.  “I  have 
seen  better  days.” 

And  they  both  looked  at  the  black- 
and-white  pig  as  if  expecting  him  to 
make  some  claim  for  himself.  But  he 
- only  grunted,  his  mouth  full  of  acorns. 
“I,”  said  the  white  pig,  “was  a frieifd 
and  companion  of  Ulysses.  When  we 
landed  on  Circe’s  island,  after  we  burned 
Troy,  the  enchantress  turned  us  into 
swine.  But  my  spirit  has  never  complied 
with  my  apparent  condition.1” 

“I,”  said  the  black  pig,  “am  perhaps 
the  most  splendidly  wicked  pig  extant. 

I am  a devil.  I came  from  hell  originally, 
and  I was  one  of  several  devils  that  lived 
in  the  body  of  a man  who  dwelt  beside 
the  Gadarean  lake,  until  a prophet  came 
and  drove  us  forth  and  made  us  inhabit 
a herd  of  hogs.” 

“Huh!  huh!”  said  the  black-and- 
white  pig.  “I’m  a hog.  A real  hog. 
Just  a common  hog.” 

“I  have  seen  things!”  cried  the  white 
pig,  looking  with  scorn  upon  the  acorns, 
even  as  he  continued  to  root  for  them. 
“I  have  been  places!” 


1 We  had  assumed  that  Homer's  account  of  this 
episode,  concluding  with  the  restoration  of  the 
entire  company  of  Ulysses  to  human  form,  was 
the  final  word  on  the  subject.  Mr.  Marquis 
evidently  has  reason  to  believe  that  one  of  the 
unfortunate  crew  did  not  answer  the  roll-calL — 
Editor. 
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“I  was  one  of  Satan’s  most  trusted 
young  fiends,”  said  the  Gadarean  swine. 
“I  was  spoken  of  all  over  hell  as  a rising 
young  devil  ...  a devil  of  promise  . . . 
a fiend  with  a future  before  him.  And 
to  come  down  to  this!”  And  he,  too, 
shuddered  as  if  with  distaste  as  he  ate 
the  acorns;  nevertheless  he  continued  to 
eat  them. 

“Come  down  to  this?  What’s  the 
matter  with  this?”  asked  the  com- 
mon hog.  “Here  is  plenty  of  good 
food!” 

Circe’s  hog  and  the  Gadarean  swine 
exchanged  looks  of  intelligence.  It  was 
easy  to  see  they  had  the  most  utter 
contempt  for  the  ordinary  pig. 

“A  low  animal!”  murmured  Circe’s 
Pig- 

“A  hog,  just  a hog!”  said  the  Gada- 
rean swine. 

“Hog,  common  hog,”  said  Circe’s 
pig,  “you  may  well  be  contented.  You 
have  never  heard  the  battle-cry  of 
Achilles  when  the  spears  clashed  and  the 
shields  were  as  a sea,  nor  have  you  seen 
the  face  of  Helen  shining  above  the  dust 
of  war.” 

“You  have  never  been  to  hell,  com- 
mon hog,”  said  the  Gadarean  swine, 
“and  the  person  who  has  never  been  to 
hell  has  never  been  anywhere  nor  seen 
anything.” 

“Ugh!”  said  the  ordinary  pig,  plac- 
idly. “Mighty  fine,  no  doubt,  all  that. 
But  I get  along,  I get  along.” 

“Oh,  for  the  rushing  of  the  chariots!” 
said  Circe’s  swine.  “And,  oh,  the  laugh- 
ter of  the  ships  along  the  sea!” 

“When  the  powers  and  princes  of  evil 
came  slanting  in  black  flight  to  take 
their  places  in  full  conclave,”  said  the 
Gadarean  swine,  “ there  was  a fine  sight 
against  the  red  dome!  And  I have  seen 
the  brazen  capitol  of  hell  pulse  and 
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tremble  like  a fiery  lily  in  the  wind  when 
Satan  spoke  his  will.” 

“Ugh!”  said  the  common  hog,  not 
exactly  understanding,  but  conscious 
that  he  was  being  outdone.  He  sought  in 
his  memory  for  some  exploit  of  his  own, 
or  some  knowledge,  that  would  make 
him  more  important.  Finally  he  said: 
“I  know  where  there’s  a loose  board  at 
the  side  of  a corn-crib.  If  the  three  of  us 
together  would  poke  and  root  around 
there  for  a while,  we  might  nose  it  off 
and  get  into  the  corn.” 

“Vulgar  beast!”  said  Circe’s  hog. 

“No  background!”  muttered  the 
Gadarean  swine. 

“Such  a thing  to  suggest  to  me!”  said 
Circe’s  hog.  “I,  who  have  hung  sword 
to  sword  with  Hector,  and  would  have 
had  his  blood  but  that  a goddess  saved 
him!” 

“ Or  to  me,”  said  the  Gadarean  swine. 
“I,  who  whispered  Herodias  to  bid  her 
daughter  ask  for  John  the  Baptist’s 
head  on  a charger!  Yes,  that  was  my 
idea!” 

“To  fall  to  such  company!”  said  the 
Argive  hog. 

These  pearls  of  reminiscence  cast  be- 
fore the  common  hog  finally  began  to 
anger  him,  and  he  said: 

“Brag  about  what  you  used  to  be  as 
much  as  you  like ! I do  not  care  what  you 
were.  But  do  not  be  so  contemptuous 
of  me;  or,  if  you  feel  so,  keep  it  to  your- 
self and  cease  to  insult  me.  I am  only  a 
common  hog;  I claim  to  be  nothing  else; 
I have  never  been  anything  else — but, 
all  the  same,  I do  not  choose  to  be  in- 
sulted and  blamed  for  being  a common 
hog  when  f cannot  help  it.  You,  by  your 
own  testimony,  were  once  my  superiors; 
you  wail  about  your  declension  in  life. 
It  seems  to  me  that  to  have  been  some- 
thing very  important  and  to  have  fallen 
is  nothing  to  boast  about.  If  you  were 
really  proud  and  superior  you  would  say 
nothing  of  your  past  glories,  but  would 
recognize  the  fact  that  you  are  now  hogs 
and  would  devote  your  energies  to  being 
as  successful  hogs  as  possible.  The  one 
of  you  has  ceased  to  be  a hero,  the  other 


can  no  longer  be  a devil;  well,  then,  you 
can  both  be  hogs!  And  if  it  hurts  you  to 
be  hogs,  let  it  hurt  you  secretly.  At 
least  do  not  try  to  make  those  discon- 
tented who  have  no  hope  beyond  being 
hogs.” 

“Never,”  said  the  Argive  hog,  “will 
I comply ! Fate  has  cast  me  down,  but 
in  my  heart  I am  still  unconquered.  I 
will  never  consent  to  be  a common  hog!” 

“Nor  I!”  said  the  Gadarean  pig. 

“Well,  then,”  said  the  common  hog, 
slyly,  “it  is  no  use  showing  you  that 
corn-crib  with  the  loose  board.” 

The  superior  pigs  looked  at  each  other, 
and  they  thought  of  the  com,  and 
the  slaver  began  to  drip  from  their 
jaws. 

“After  all,”  said  the  Gadarean  pig, 
“we  used  to  eat,  even  in  hell.” 

“Yes,”  said  the  swine  of  Circe,  “after 
all—” 

“Lead  us  to  it,  hog,”  said  the  Gada- 
rean. 

“I  will  eat  the  com,”  said  the  Argive 
hero,  “but,  nevertheless,  in  my  spirit  I 
will  not  comply.” 

“Exactly,”  said  the  common  hog; 
“you  will  be  a real  pig  while  you  are  at 
the  corn,  as  greedy  as  any  of  us;  and 
then  you  will  turn  aristocrat  again  and 
insult  the  hog  that  led  you  to  it.  Never- 
theless, come  on.” 

And  the  ordinary  hog  led  them  off, 
chuckling,  and  thinking  that  he  had  - 
proved  his  superiority  over  them.  But, 
as  I reflected  on  the  matter,  I was  not 
so  sure  that  the  common  hog  was  right. 
For  the  words  of  an  old  Oriental  proverb 
came  into  my  mind: 

“It  is  better  to  be  a crystal,  and  be 
broken,  than  to  be  merely  a tile  upon 
the  housetop.” 

THE  DESPISED  INDIVIDUAL 

BY  C.  A.  BENNETT 

1HATE  Armitage.  Whenever  I think 
of  him  I say  softly  to  myself, 
“Something  with  a little  boiling  oil  in 
it.”  We  have  just  parted  in  anger — I 
hope  forever.  If  I tell  you  why  our 
“meeting  broke  up  in  confusion,”  you 
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will  understand  the  reasons  for  my 
hatred. 

We  had  been  talking  about  a strike  in 
one  of  the  mill  towns  near  by.  I had  been 
relating,  with  some  natural  indignation, 
the  story  of  one  of  the  workers,  a Lithu- 
anian, who  had  been  badly  clubbed  by 
the  police.  He  had  been  standing  in- 
offensively on  the  sidewalk  when  a 
mounted  policeman  rode  up,  ordered 
him  to  move  on,  and,  when  he  did  not 
instantly  obey,  beat  him  about  the  head 
until  he  dropped  unconscious.  The 
wretched  man  was  afterward  sentenced 
to  three  months.  Meanwhile  his  wife  and 
five  small  children  were  left  to  ward  off 
starvation  as  best  they  could. 

When  I had  finished,  “Ah  yes,  a sad 
story!”  said  Armitage.  “But  you  have 
the  same  phenomenon  all  over  the 
country.  The  rising  tide  of  social  un- 
rest. ...” 

Now  that  is  Armitage  all  over.  Where 
any  normal  man  would  have  a picture 
of  a mother  driven  desperate  by  the 
cries  of  hungry  children,  of  an  unhappy 
European  peasant  first  stunned  by 
physical  violence  and  then  dazed  by 
legal  processes  which  he  could  not  fol- 
low— a picture  to  leave  one  filled  with 
pity  and  despair — Armitage  saw  only  a 
thing  he  called  a phenomenon,  a mere 
incident  in  the  working  of  great  imper- 
sonal forces,  a spark  struck  out  by  the 
collision  of  labor  with  capital,  a wave 
upon  a tide. 

“The  rising  tide  of  social  unrest,”  said 
he,  “is  threatening  to  undermine  the 
foundations.  ...” 

I couldn’t  stand  it  any  longer.  “Armi- 
tage,” said  I,  “I’d  like  to  see  you  drown 
in  your  damned  tide.” 

And  with  that  our  meeting,  as  I have 
said,  broke  up  in  confusion. 

My  outburst  was  the  climax  of  a 
slowly  gathering  irritation.  During  the 
war  Armitage  was  quite  unbearable. 
For  we  had  all  adopted  his  way  of  think- 
ing. We  forgot  the  individual.  We 
thought  of  men  in  masses,  as  so  much 
“man-power.”  Beneath  the  words 
“Our  line  has  been  advanced  at  some 


points,”  we  concealed  a thousand  sepa- 
rate tragedies.  We  mobilized  nations 
and  diluted  entire  industries,  while 
waves  of  this,  that,  and  the  other,  waves 
political  and  social  and  economic, 
swept  over  the  world.  When  President 
Wilson  coined  his  phrase  about  “a  great 
tide  running  in  the  hearts  of  men” 
Armitage  was  triumphant.  It  was  as 
though  one  of  his  own  children  had 
leaped  into  sudden  fame. 

But  his  vicious  habit  was  older  than 
the  war,  and  was  due  in  the  first  place, 

I think,  to  the  fact  that  be  is  an  econo- 
mist. As  an  economist  he  finds  it  be- 
neath his  dignity  to  think  of  people  hav- 
ing sudden  violent  appetites  for  butter 
or  violent  antipathies  to  pork.  For  him, 
the  real  events  are  what  he  calls  “fluc- 
tuations in  the  price-level.”  Where  you 
and  I see  people  “going  on  a bust”  and 
spending  far  more  than  they  ought  to, 
Armitage  sees  “the  inflation  of  the  cur- 
rency”— a ridiculous  expression,  calling 
up  the  vision  of  a man  making  a paper 
bag  out  of  a dollar  bill  and  blowing  into 
it  in  a wild  attempt  to  stretch  it.  When 
these  same  people  regret  their  excesses 
and  return  feverishly  to  work,  Armitage 
says  that  “production  has  been  stimu- 
lated.” Good  old  Production,  with  an 
accelerated  knee-jerk! 

It  makes  no  difference  whether  he  is 
dealing  with  important  matters  or  with 
trivial,  Armitage  is  just  the  same.  Is  it 
diplomacy?  Then  tell  him  of  Clemen- 
ceau,  ill  in  bed,  receiving  word  that 
England,  Italy,  and  America  are  ready 
to  recognize  the  Soviet  government. 
The  sick  man’s  face  flushes  with  anger. 
His  physician  rushes  from  the  room  to 
assure  the  messenger  that  if  such  meas- 
ures are  taken  with  Russia  his  patient’s 
temperature  will  rise  a degree  or  two. 
Result:  recognition  of  the  Soviet  gov- 
ernment is  declared  to  be  impossible. 
Tell  Armitage  this,  and  in  a few  minutes 
he  will  begin  to  burble  about  “the  proc- 
esses of  diplomacy.”  He  will  have  for- 
gotten all  about  the  irritable  old  man 
sitting  up  in  bed  and  damning  his 
alleged  allies.  Is  it  domestic  economy? 
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Well,  the  other  evening  Armitage 
dropped  in  after  dinner.  My  wife  retired 
early  and  excused  herself  by  saying  that 
she  was  exhausted  after  a hard  day’s 
canning.  She  was  barely  out  of  the  room 
before  Armitage  was  referring  to  “the 
wave  of  economy”  which  was  sweeping 
over  the  country. 

Perhaps  you  begin  to  see  why  I hate 
Armitage.  I am  weary  of  his  world  of 
abstractions  and  of  the  unreal  happen- 
ings there.  He  is  unacquainted  with 
human  beings  and  their  personal  needs 
and  preferences  and  antipathies;  he 
recognizes  the  existence  only  of  “ tenden- 
cies” and  “movements”  and  “drifts” 
and  “currents”  and  “social  forces.”  In 
Armitage’s  world  human  beings  never 
have  ideas;  ideas  have  them.  Ideas 
always  “gain  ground.”  A revolution  is 
not  something  made  up  of  hatreds  and 
angers,  of  fighting  and  shouting  and  flag- 
waving  and  speech-making;  it  is  some- 
thing which  “breaks  out”  and 
“spreads” — like  a rash.  Nothing  is  ever 
done  by  individuals;  they  are  mere  flot- 
sam, borne  along  by  “the  whole  modern 
trend  of  things,”  at  the  mercy  of  “slow 
processes  of  decay”  or  “inevitable  proc- 
esses of  growth.” 

Now  this  is  an  absurd  and  immoral 
doctrine,  and  until  Armitage  or  some  one 
else  produces  some  decent  evidence  in 
support  of  it,  I,  for  one,  am  not  going  to 
believe  in  it.  It  is  sheer  laziness  and  lack 
of  imagination  to  treat  human  beings  in 
the  mass  after  this  fashion.  And  it  has 
disastrous  consequences.  Once  begin  to 
think  of  industrial  problems  in  terms  of 
“labor”  and  “capital,”  of  revolution  as 
a plague  or  a tide  or  a wave,  and  fare- 
well to  all  chance  of  your  understanding 
these  things.  It  may  be  convenient  to 
see  a statistical  curve  where  tbe  reality 
is  a riot  of  the  passions,  but  it  is  likely 
to  be  fatal.  And  this  is  not  my  only 
objection.  If  only  for  the  sake  of  roy 
self-respect  and  peace  of  mind,  I refuse 
to  be  reduced  to  a mere  statistical  item; 
I will  not  see  my  gross  material  longings 
for  bacon  and  eggs  in  the  morning 
evaporate  into  an  incident  in  the  dra- 


matic career  of  a price-level.  There  were 
twenty-four  quarts  of  vegetables  canned 
in  our  kitchen  that  day.  If  Armitage  is 
right,  the  wave  of  economy  canned  them. 
My  wife  says  no.  She  did  all  the  work 
herself.  She  ought  to  know. 

So  she  agrees  with  me  about  “some- 
thing with  a little  boiling  oil  in  it.”  Yet, 
so  civilized  are  we  become  that  I fear 
the  next  time  I meet  Armitage — if  there 
should  be  a next  time — I shall  be  able  to 
compass  nothing  better  than  the  retort 
that,  on  his  own  showing,  he  himself, 
this  very  Armitage,  is  only  an  inconsid- 
erable eddy,  a microscopic  whorl,  in  the 
great  stream  of  modern  thought. 

THE  LAST  LAUGH 

HORACE.'  EPODE  15 

“ Nox  erat  et  calo  fulgebat  Luna  sereno — ” 
BY  FRANKLIN  P.  ADAMS 

“IJOW  sweet  the  moonlight  sleeps,”  I 
* quoted, 

“Upon  this  bank!”  that  starry  night — 

The  night  you  vowed  you’d  be  devoted— 
I’ll  tell  the  world  you  held  me  tight. 

The  night  you  said  until  Orion 

Should  cease  to  whip  the  wintry  sea. 

Until  the  lamb  should  love  the  lion. 

You  would,  you  swore,  be  all  for  me. 

Some  day,  Nesera,  you’ll  be  sorry. 

No  mollycoddle  swain  am  I. 

I shall  not  sit  and  pine,  by  gorry! 

Because  you’re  with  some  other  guy! 

No,  I shall  turn  my  predilection 
Upon  some  truer,  fairer  Jane; 

And  all  your  prayer  and  genuflexion 
For  my  return  shall  be  in  vain. 

And  as  for  you , who  choose  to  sneer.  O, 
Though  deals  in  lands  and  stocks  you 
swing. 

Though  handsome  as  a movie  hero. 

Though  wise  you  are — and  everything; 

Yet,  when  the  loss  of  her  you’re  mourning. 
How  I shall  laugh  at  all  your  woe! 

How  I’ll  remind  you  of  this  warning, 

And  laugh,  “Ha!  ha!  I told  you  so!” 
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THE  MAEMOT  AKH  THE  MARMOSET 


m.  M.  M PKAPE 


fUjaV' 


Beneath 

. t r | , , , ,v  , , . . w , , v .. . v . , 

Who  livetl  a life  of  frugal  conservation 

And  spent  his  time  a-digging  tn  the  day  He  grumbled  at  the  wea ther  and  complained 
In  search  of  root#  and  herbs  and  infor-  That  sunlight  made  him  giddy  arid  upset 
motion,  him, 

Bui  if  it  didn't  shiae,  Nani  he,  it  raimd. 

Among  the  branches  lived  a Marmoset  Which  gave  him  rhemnati*  t**caust*  it 

Who  made  the  air  upmariou^  with  his  wet  him. 

clatter,  ' 

And  no  one  in  the  neighborhood  tvw.W  get  Tl \e  Marmot  sighed  ahd  drooped  his  waving 


nut-tree  dwelt  a Marmot  The  Marmot  hadn't  anything  to  say 

Because  the  Marmoset  did  all  the  talking. 


As  if  tire  sad  recital  did  oppress  him. 
Then,  cleared  his  throat,  hut  all  to  no  avail; 
The  Marmoset  continued  to  address 
him : 


The  Marmot  met  the  Marmoset  tfh.e  dj*y 
Wi^rt  both  of  them  had  chanced  to  go 
a- walking.  . v V>  • ; 


AM)  ntt^iW  «U6  MCrtffi:  WITH  CAlAi  DEUBeUATloK 


I 


lie  felt  the  A$n  patted  it  and  xr atn  it 


“The  buts  are  grbVvin^  liighix  Ui  niy  tree; 

I ear rt  im&giuc  wb&t  may  be  the  return 
I tie  declare  it  T^Jly  see ms  to  me 

That  living  gnmT  imm-  difficult  each 

>:  aeasop-A*  . • ' ' - * 


Beneath  my  tree  and  learn  if  aught  is 
■;'  ‘.v*'  ailing; 

Get  at  the  roots  and  see  if  they'  are  sound 
Or  why  it  in  my  v*v p of  nub  i&  failing 


fjjfur Marmot  scratched  kLs  head  and  winked  Then  fidt  tM  gr>;huvi  patted 
hik  vyc  (m-d  il ; 

And  blew  his  nose  wit h cairn  deliberation,  Befonr  the  M^posei  knew  where  lie  'vdxd. 
TIIcq  ttfooml  his  tlif^l'.f./biii  ere • fee-  -could.  Hf:’d  dog  a hole  and disappeared  uisTdy  H<, 
reply 

The  Marmoset  resumed  ^pyeisiiUQi*:  ■ For  weefe- the  i 

*'•  v ‘ ' - ,. ; ••  " _ J f / V . . ^ T'lec  HHfyt 

**Vp  tfwre  atwjve  X scarcely  fhid  a •;  plaining,. 

' • • .WhiK-you  whojiych^o^  .'  For  all  the  fcav&  and  nub  began  id 

It  d(y^>'?t'  «eciji  to  me  that  it  ia  iright  'An<lrt>T$  little  food  had  lie.  remaining, 

•Pray.wswer  (U«\ 

At  length  lire  tree  oti  Which  he  loved  to  sit 
The  Mannoi alret<lied ; :Wa  l^ga  andTnW>ed  With  nourishment  no,  foxtger  eiiuld  pm- 
\ii*  chin  Vide  liitny 

And  yawned  !>«>efcu*e*  the  topic  made  him  The*  Marmot,  haul  got  at  the  roots  of  it 
weary*  Ami  carefully  preserved  the  same  inside 

Then  lii«  tlitpatyimt .iv>tdd  - him.  • ’ . A j % 

_ b*gio 

«.:  Ajammset  IuaaF  * . liis  ;And.aoAtl ie  Marmoset.  heard  no  more, 

query:  An  empty  sfon*ayk  ended  all  las  talking. 

. --{y''.';  y;’  -V  ::'  A The  Marmot — ^Ughtly  shmter  Ihau  before — 

r*?vciw  would  yog  kindly,  burrow  In*  the  Vourre  apt  to  meet  if  you  .should  gu  a 
gibdnd 


walking 


EDITOR’S  DRAWER 


Gettmc  Back  ft  Them 

A p e n 

and-Jiik  artist,  who 
has  his  a t u iiv  New 
York;  *i«cc  from 

an  a u tlup  $ hi  l C firm  a 
printed  o i re  u l a ? that 
caused  him  no  little  sur- 
prise and  amusement. 

“ You  are  cordially  in- 
vited/* ihif  circular  ran, 
u to  im  >>U£ 

grand  $I6Q  prize-drawing 
contest.  Each  participant 
may  submit  one  or  more 
drawings  advertising  olir 
ear,  and  the  winner  will 
rtx*eive  a grand  prize  of 
$100.  Drawings  must  be 
sent  prepaid and  they 
must  he  original.  All  un- 
successful drawings  will 
remain  the  property  of 
the  undersigned /v 
Now  the  artist,  who  raw 

hardly  be  persuaded  to 
make  drawings  at  $1,000 
each,  smiled  over  this  <ir- 
v ular.  T h e n lie  took  a 
sheet  of  paper  and  ml- 
dressed  the  firm  m fdOows 

“ You  are  cordially  iriviuxlto  participate 
in  tnv  grand  $10  pri^c  automobile  contest. 
Each  participant  may  submit  owe  or  mure 
automnbi?eSK  fuMy  shipped,  of  h is  own 
manufacture,  anti  the  winner  will  m*>vv<*  a 
grand  cash  prize  of  $10  hi  gold.  Thcautonio- 
bile  submitted  should  be.  brand-new*  and 
must  lie  shipped  prepaid  to  New  York.  The 
tmsueccssfuJ  automobiles  will  rChtauv  the 
property  of  the  undersigned /' 


i4  Thwl  unit:  fsaeh. . .her  .twf  to  ftrfmp 
he*:  $&£ ' whit ' v/te  Ut  ilt  a n 


Hen  Pecked 


' -The  •$5a*nifc*e'  SaV'jsd'  -Him  ;Vi 
A REM  ARK  made  % number  of  years  ago 
is  stilt  numbered  among  the  gems  of  a 
certain  Briton’s  collection  of  Irish  bulls, 
it  was  a timeo?  famine,  and  Miss  Balfour, 
the  sister  of  Mh  Arthur  Balfour,  then  Chief 
Secretary  for  Ireland,  was  one  of  the  noble- 
hearted  band  of  men  and  women  who  were 
helping  with  food  and  clothes  the  victims  Of 
thtwe  block  days*. 

As  she  sat  in  a cabin  one  oiornmg.  an  «»M 
man  called  dpwrv  IdeHsinp  op  the  head  of  her 
dfeUnguislnAl  brothfr,  and  an  the  heads  of 
•ftU  those  who  had  i^iniaf.eirod  to  the  bt 

fllO  JHMU. 


A Combination  Notice 
IT  is  told  of  XfoCibr  MeCosh  of  Princeton 
t that:  he  ^u^tomd  to  giving  mtf 
notices  at  the  mormng  devotional  exercises, 
which : always  closed  with  prayer.  One  mom* 
Lng  hr  forgot  a.  certain  notice  until  he  had 
begun  - his  last  prayer.  Praying  for  the  .pro* 
fessors  And  students  uf  the  hoticv 

from  the  French  prof e«s*?r  came  Uj  crisiid*  ami 
the  students  were  astoii&facd  to  hear  the 
d«xvtor  say.  iu  pious  petition : 

“Arid,  O Loni,  Hhsss 
Whose  French  lesson  will  be  held  tlife  inorning 
at  nine  o'clock 'instead.1 of  at  half  past  fen.  a*, 
usual/’ 


A New  Contribution 

Hp liRE^YE.Alf AiLD  Louise  ran 
;/*•■,  trim  fnhtday^ejjo of  in  great  excitements 
^Motlier /'  she  cried,  ° the  teacher  Md  %* 
about  tieb  rnau  who  put  lots  of 
into  theyrhhpJtbcVxVbut  there  a reid 
widow  who  didn’t  have  much  money,  and  so 
>Jic  put  hi ' $ wo  mice/' 


HARPERS  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE 


R*  dwstood.  that  a get- 
tofo  amount  of  jealousy 
existed  between  the  digni- 
fieti  rinttr  and  his  energetic 
young  citrate  in  an  Esses 
town,  feuMhey  never  over- 
looked ’.ittct  that  the 
mat  e T;  i a 1 henefi  ts  caun* 
from  the  vicarage* 

On.-  oemsion  the 

vicar  had  just  returned 
from  hb  month's  vacation 
and  was  making  h round 
of  the  district  At  3 ct<f- 
w.  tage  door  he  came  aoroa* 

a recent  addition  to  his 
flock  lying  contentedly  in 
the  &rms  of  its  fond 

Ttrmh  hi*  tecikr  £#*  , Afiw 

the  b&hy.s  name.  be  said; 

'"‘1  sincerely  hope  the 
little  f el  Jo- w has  beet*  baptize*!/* 

u W«Jl*  m\y  said  the  tactful  mother,  '"I 
should  not  bkv  to  go  av\  tor  as  to  say  tha  t — 
you  feing  awayi  biii  your  young  man  came 
round  and  did  tv  hat  hi  " 


• y/V';"  -to-  .thoue  Two 
HPHOSE  iwot  Why,  Euyf  1 remember  yet 
% When  their  two  tittle  hearts  first 
teamed  to  dot  tor, 

I'hey  were  only  babies  when  first  they  met 


And  melted  together  like  summer  butter; 
She  but  seven  and  he  but  ;ifoe. 

But  they  fell  in  love,  and  none  could 
doubt  it. 

For  there  they  (it'k  a certain  sign) 
Jutft  hanging  around  to  be  teased  about  it. 


A Case  for  the  Prevent k«i  of  Cruelty 
to  Children 

A VERY  estimable  young  endow  is  the 
****  mother  of  a small  boy  who  k exceedingly 
troublesome* 

“ S am  afraid.”  a friend  remarked,  one  day, 
u that  you  are  hot  firm  enough  ’with  him/* 
“On  the  contrary/*  the  mother  replied* 
“I  sometimes  fear  that  J am  touch  too 
harsh:' 

-t  Indeed !” 

/Oh.  1 4on*t  mean  to  sav/'  the  motWr 
hasienetl  to  explain,  “that  ! have  really  pun- 
ished him;  but  I htfve  tidied  to  him  a great 
deal/’ 

“And  what  have  you  said'*1 
#i  Why,  I have  said,  Richard!  Richard/ 
and  other  severe  things  ’* 


Just  suited  each  other!  and  up  they  grew 
And  pretty  soon  they  wore,  over  twenty. 
Still  thick  as  thieves  and  the  first  we  knew, 
They  wc re  mg&g&i —tad  engage!  aplenty  f 
Say!  $he  Wfcwi  for  hii«  and  he  for  her; 

Whatever  hi*  Ups  asked.  hers  would  pout 
it!  - • 

And  as  for  minding?  Why,  rhvrr  they  wear** 
Just  hanging arooml  to  be  teased  about  it. 


Ctought  them  this  ninafittg!  Both 
flushes  l 

And  in  iter  eye?  vvas  a sort  of.  glory 
Ilia  ct-ltmr  was  crumple*!.;  lier  waist 
cTUAle>i; 

i saw  at  ?inev  A was.  the  same  old  story, 
S{,KKitisi  on  ’jtlieir  fortieth  weddcngHttoy ! 

'Bill*  4ih!  il  hnl  t my  place  to  shout  ah 
Uw.A  af  them  now  ! They're  coming  d*us 

'voy^  .#'*;■  ; \ ' 

Just,  hanging  around  to; be  leased  about  it! 
v .EoMt^rb  Vance  Cooke. 


were 


The  Thing  Needful 

( VR  LDNT  ye  give  a cuaft  a job?"  asked 
V*  Patrick. of  the- I.Hjrberv  ♦ 

/•  “ \YeIh  /yin)  might  repaint  tbis  fxdc  for 
Huf/f  ossexibyl  the  latter; 

/.•  ?'4A£/: ' I*m  toe.  man  to  do  it/"  replied 
Itotrick.  deJiglitMly,  “if  yfcdl  only  tell  me 
where  to ;:jh6y' thj^  pamC^ 
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